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PAEK  WATER 


CHAPTEE    I. 

BRINGING  UP. 

In  a  certain  quiet  street  of  London,  chiefly  if  not  entirely 
filled  by  lawyers  and  their  oflB.ces,  there  flourished  some  years 
ago  the  eminent  firm  of  Lyvett,  Castlerosse,  and  Ly vett.  An 
extensive  practice  had  they;  and  certain  other  firms  in  the 
street  would  watch  with  an  envious  eye  the  shoals  of  letters 
and  deeds  delivered  at  their  doors  by  the  morning  postman, 
wishing  only  a  tenth  part  of  such  shoals  would  come  to  them. 
The  partners  bore  the  character  of  honourable  men ;  and  cer- 
tainly they  were  so.  The  three  floors  in  the  house  were  con- 
secrated to  business.  The  ground  floor  was  chiefly  appropri- 
ated to  clerks ;  on  the  first  floor  were  the  private  and  consult- 
ing rooms  of  the  partners ;  and  on  the  next  story  were  clerks' 
rooms  again.  This  left  free  the  kitchens,  which  were  under- 
ground, and  the  attics  in  the  roof ;  in  which  apartments  dwelt 
a  man  of  the  name  of  May,  his  wife,  and  daughter.  May 
was  the  trusty  porter  or  messenger  of  the  firm,  took  care  of 
the  house  on  Sundays  and  at  nights,  and  was  much  esteemed 
hj  his  employers  as  an  honest,  respectable  servant     Mrs. 
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May  cleaned  the  offices,  made  the  fires,  and  scoured  the 
stairs ;  and  Miss  May  was  a  damsel  of  ten  years  old.  She 
was  being  brought  up — ^well,  we  shall  see  how. 

Mr.  Lyvett,  the  first  partner  in  the  firm,  was  a  wealthy 
man.  Apart  from  the  proceeds  arising  from  a  long  and  suc- 
cessful practice  (which  had  come  down  to  him  from  his 
father),  his  wife,  who  was  of  good  family,  had  brought  him  a 
large  fortune.  They  lived  at  the  West  End,  and  mixed  more 
in  fashionable  life  than  it  is  usual  for  most  lawyers  to  do. 
All  Mrs.  Lyvett's  connections  lay  amidst  it;  and  Mr.  Ly- 
vett himself  was  of  rather  good  descent.  Their  family  con- 
sisted of  two  sons,  James  and  Frederick,  and  several  daugh- 
ters. James  was  already  taken  into  partnership,  and  his 
name  was  the  third  in  the  firm.  He  was  married,  and  "had 
a  house  of  his  own.  Frederick,  the  youngest  of  the  family, 
was  not  yet  a  partner.  vf 

One  night  in  winter,  a  clerk  chanced  to  remain  at  the 
office  beyond  the  usual  hour.  When  the  rest  of  the  clerks 
departed,  he  stayed  behind.  It  was  young  Mr.  Jones.  He 
was  just  articled,  had  copied  a  deed  carelessly  and  imperfectly, 
and  so  was  ordered  to  remain  over-hours  and  copy  it  again. 
A  strict  disciplinarian  was  Mr.  Eowley,  the  overlooking  clerk 
of  Lyvett,  Castlerosse,  and  Lyvett.  The  porter  was  out  that 
evening,  and  Mrs.  and  Miss  May  were  in  the  kitchen ;  the 
former  washing  up  the  tea-things,  the  latter  seated  on  a  low 
chair,  and  devouring  by  the  blaze  of  the  fire  the  fresh  num- 
ber of  Caterpillar's  Fenny  Weekly  Repository  of  Romance: 
Caterpillar  being  a  popular  writer  with  the  million. 

"  Anything  new  there,  Sophiar  V*  asked  the  mother. 

"Law,  ma,. yes !  Such  a  splendid  tale  !  *  The  Knight  of 
the  Blood-Ked  Hand.'     It  begins  beautifuL" 


PARKWATER.  Z 

**  You'll  tiy  your  eyes,  reading  by  firelight,  Sophiar.  Come 
to  the  candle/' 

'^  I  wish  you  wouldn't  make  a  fuss,"  was  Miss  Sophia's 
answer. 

**^  You'll  not  read  long,  I  can  tell  you.  As  soon  as  ever  I 
have  finished  these  tea-things,  I'm  a  going  to  clear  the  pianer, 
and  you'll  come  and  practise." 

The  young  lady  gave  a  jerk  with  her  shoulders,  and  a  kick 

with  her  feet,  both  of  which  movements  might  be  taken  as 

emblematic  of  rebellion.     Mrs.  May  was  a  foolish  woman. 

To  say  the  least  of  it,  she  was  so  in  regard  to  her  child.     All 

her  own  spare  time  was  devoted  to  the  devouring  of  a  certain 

kind  of  pernicious  literature,  supplied  then  as  extensively  to 

the  "  million  "  aa  it  is  now ;  perhaps  more  so.     It  served  to 

fill  her  head  with  the  most  ridiculous  notions ;  and  May,  her 

husband,  sanctioned  them.     Mrs.  May  had  resolved  that  the 

child,  Sophia,  should  be  brought  up  a  "  lady ;  edicated,  and 

raised  above  her  spere,"  as  she  rather  often  expressed  it.     In 

this  resolve  she  was  upheld  not  only  by  May,  but' by  her  own 

sister,  a  Miss  Foxaby,  who  was  a  lady's-maid  in  a  very  fine 

family  somewhere  up  West.     Sophia  had  no  objection  in.  the 

world;  she  was  already  an  incipient  coquette,  inordinately 

vain,  and  quite  as  much  at  home  in  the  intricacies  of  the 

WeeMy  Repository  of  Romance  as  was  her  mother.     Poor 

child  !  Poor  child !  its  pernicious  teachings  were  growing  with 

her  growth,  and  strengtheniag  with  her  strength. 

Mrs.  May  was  as  good  as  her  word.  She  cleared  the  square 
piano,  which  appeared  to  be  laden  with  miscellaneous  articles 
of  culinary  utility,  not  generally  found  in  association  with 
pianos ;  opened  it,  and  put  one  of  the  wooden  chairs  before 
it.    Miss  Sophia^  however,  declined  to  disturb  herself. 
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"  What  was  the  good  of  your  father  a  buying  of  the  hin- 
strument,  and  what's  the  good  of  your  having  a  genus  for 
music,  if  you  don't  practise  ?"  demanded  Mrs.  May.  "  Come, 
miss,  no  shuflBing.  And  you  have  not  looked  at  your  book- 
lessons  yet." 

"  Ma,  how  you  do  bother  !" 

"  Come  this  minute,  I  say,  or  Til  put  you  to  bed :  and  give 
them  stupid  romances  to  me,"  added  Mrs.  May,  whisking  the 
leaves  out  of  the  child's  hand. 

"  You  don't  call  them  stupid  when  you  read  them  your- 
self ;  and  you  don't  like  to  be  disturbed  at  them,  though  you 
disturb  me,"  raved  the  girl,  in  a  voice  between  screaming  and 
sobbing.  "  The  other  night,  when  father  kept  asking  for  his 
supper,  you  were  in  the  thick  of  the  *  Blighted  Eose,'  and 
you  wouldn't  stir  from  it ;  and  he  had  to  get  out  the  bread 
and  cheese  himself,  and  fetch  the  beer  1" 

"  Never  you  mind  that,  miss.  You  come  to  the  pianer,  as 
I  bid  you.     It's  not  your  place  to  reflect  on  me." 

Sophia,  finding  resistance  useless,  flung  a  few  books  on  the 
chair  to  make  it  higher,  and  flung  herself  upon  them,  dash- 
ing into  what  she  called  "  the  scales  "  and  her  mother  "  the 
jingles."  Mrs.  May  drew  a  chair  before  the  fire,  placed  her 
feet  on  the  iron  fender,  snufled  the  candle  on  the  table  be- 
hind her,  and  opened  the  publication  she  had  taken  &om  her 
daughter.  Before,  however,  she  was  fSeurly  immersed  in  its 
beauties,  or  the  first  few  bars  of  the  jingles  had  come  to  an 
end,  a  tremendous  noise  overhead  caused  them  both  to 
start. 

"  Sakes  alive  1"  uttered  Mrs.  May — ^a  favourite  exclama- 
tion of  hers  :  "what's  that  ?" 

A  somewhat  prolonged  noise,  as  of  a  stool  or  chair  being 
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moved  violently  about,  was  now  heard.     Sophia  jumped  off 
the  books. 

Mother !  suppose  it  should  be  an  apparition !'' 
Suppose  it  should  be  a  robber  1"  was  the  more  practical 
remark  of  Mrs.  May.     "  He  may  have  stolen  in  to  ^ill  us, 
while  he  walks  off  with  the  law  papers.     I  daren't  go  and 
see." 

*^  m  go  and  see,"  answered  Sophia.  "  I'm  not  afraid  of 
robbers ;  and  I  don't  suppose  they'd  hurt  me." 

She  took  the  candle  from  the  table,  hurried  fearlessly  up- 
stairs, and  knocked  at  the  front  office  door. 

Mr.  Jones,  the  young  clerk,  not  being  used  to  solitary 
evening  employment,  had  dropped  asleep  over  his  work,  with 
his  stool  on  the  balance.  Certain  musical  sounds  caused 
him  to  awake  with  a  start,  when  he  and  his  stool  went  down 
together.  Picking  himself  and  his  stool  irascibly  up,  he  in- 
flicted on  the  latter  sundry  bumps  on  the  floor,  by  way  of 
revenge,  and  was  just  settling  to  his  copy  again,  when  the 
knock  came  to  the  door. 

"  Come  in,"  cried  he,  sullenly. 

Very  much  astonished  he  looked  when  the  knocker  pre- 
sented herself;  a  blue-eyed,  pr6tty  child,  with  flaxen  hair 
that  curled  on  her  shoulders.  Dressed  well,  she  would  have 
been  an  elegant  child :  but,  dressed  as  she  was,  in  all  the 
colours  of  the  rainbow,  flaunty,  dirty,  and  with  a  profusion 
of  glass  beads  glittering  about  her  as  necklace  and  bracelets, 
she  looked  like  a  little  itinerant  actress  at  a  country  fair. 

"  Why  !  who  and  what  are  you  ?"  demanded  the  young 
gentleman. 

"  K  you  please,  we  did  not  •  know  anybody  was  left," 
replied  Sophia.      "  When  the     noise    came,    we    thought 
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it  was  a  robber  got  in,  so  I  came  up  to  see ;  but  ma  was 
afraid.'* 

"  Who  on  earth's  *  ma  V  *'  repeated  Mr.  Jones,  unable  to 
take  his  eyes  off  the  child. 

"  My  ma.     Downstairs." 

"  Do  you  live  here  V 

**  Yes/'  said  she,  drawing  herself  up.     "  I  am  Miss  May." 

"  Oh,  indeed  !"  returned  the  young  man.  "  Was  not  that 
a  piano  tinkling  ?  It  was  the  sound  of  that  startled  me  up, 
and  sent  the  stool  off  its  legs.  The  first  time  I  ever  heard 
of  a  piano  in  a  lawyer's  office." 

"  It's  mine,  sir.     Father  bought  it  for  me." 

"  Yours !    Where  do  you  keep  it  f' 

"  In  the  kitchen,"  answered  the  little  girl.  "  We  moved  the 
dresser  out  into  the  back  place,  where  the  copper  is,  to  make 
Toom  for  it.  It's  opposite  the  windows,  and  I  practise  at 
night  when  I  come  home  from  schooL" 

"  Why  don't  you  give  us  a  serenade  in  the  daytime  1"  de- 
manded young  Mr.  Jones,  delighted  at  the  amusement  which 
appeared  to  be  striking  up.  "  We  might  get  up  a  waltz  when 
the  governors  are  out." 

Miss  May  shook  her  head. 

"Father  says  it  must  never  be  opened  till  everybody's 
gone ;  the  gentlemen  would  not  like  it.  So  ma  keeps  dishes 
and  things  atop  of  it  all  day,  for  fear  I  should  forget  and  un- 
lock it,  when  I'm  at  home  from  school  at  twelve  o'clock." 

"  Well,  this  is  a  rum  go  !"  muttered  Mr.  Jones  to  himsell 
^*  How  many  brothers  and  sisters  have  you,  child  V 

"  I  have  not  got  any  of  either.  And  that's  why  ma  says 
ehe  can  afford  to  spend  more  upon  me.  I'm  to  be  a  lady 
when  I  grow  up." 
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**  Thank  you,  my  little  girl,  for  the  information.  You  look 
like  one.  I  should  say  you  might  be  taken  for  an  Arabian- 
Nights'  princess  :  only  you  are  too  smart." 

The  child  took  -the  mocking  compliment  to  be  meant  in 
earnest.  She  bridled  her  head  j  her  unoccupied  hand  stole 
up  to  twirl  round  the  ends  of  her  pretty  ringlets.  In  the  en- 
dowment of  vanity,  Nature  has  been  prodigal  to  many  of  us, 
but  she  had  been  remarkably  so  to  Sophia  May. 

"  Sophiar  1"  called  out  a  voice,  timid  and  panting,  from  the 
lower  regions.     "  Sophiar !     What  is  it  ?" 

"  Who  is  that  T  quickly  asked  Mr.  Jones. 

"  That's  ma.     She " 

"  Sophiar,  I  say  !  Who  are  you  talking  to  ?  Who  is 
there  T  repeated  the  voice. 

"Ma,"  Miswered  the  child,  putting  her  head  out  at  the 
door  to  speak,  "  it's  one  of  the  gentlemen,  not  yet  gone." 

Up  raced  Mrs.  May,  flurried  and  dubious.  Mr.  Jones 
recognised  her  as  the  lady  he  had  seen  on  her  hands  and 
knees,  cleaning  the  front  door-step  the  first  morning  he  came, 
when  he  had  misunderstood  the  clerks'  time,  and  had  arrived 
an  hour  too  early.  She  knew  him  as  the  young  clerk  recently 
entered,  whose  friends  were  intimate  with  the  Lyvetts. 

"  Bless  me,  sir  !  I  should  not  have  took  upon  myself  to 
send  Sophiar  in  here,  but  we  thought  everybody  was  gone, 
and  was'alaxmed  at  the  noise.  Sophiar,  miss" — changing 
her  tone  to  a  very  angry  one — "  when  you  saw  it  was  all 
right,  why  didn't  you  come  away  again  directly  1" 

"  Don^j  put  yourself  out,  Mrs.  May ;  she  has  done  no 
harm.  What  time  do  you  get  this  office  open  in  the  morn- 
ing?' he  added,  as  if  struck  with  some  sudden  thought. 

''  About  half-past  seven,  sir,  these  dark  mornings.    I  begin 
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with  tHs  floor  first.  But  I  get  all  my  sweeping  over  and  the 
fires  alight  before  I  sit  down  to  my  breakfast." 

"  Then  Tm  blest  if  I  won't  knock  off  for  to-night,  if  I  can 
get  in  at  that  hour/'  ejaculated  Mr.  Jones. '  **  I  shall  have  time 
to  finish  this  beastly  thing  before  old  Eowley  comes.  But  he 
had  best  mind,  again,  how  he  gives  me  my  day's  writing  to 
do  over  twice,  for  I  won't  stand  it.  Good-night  to  you. 
Dame  May.     Put  out  the  gas." 

"Sophy,"  said  Mrs.  May,  when  they  returned  to  the  kitchen, 
**  did  he  hear  the  sound  of  the  pianer  1" 

Sophy  nodded  in  the  afl&rmative. 

"  What  did  he  say  1" 

"  He  asked  if  the  piano  was  here  ;  and  I  told  him  it  was, 
and  was  ours." 

"  Then  you  were  a  little  ape  for  youj  pains.  You  should 
have  told  him  that  it  was  a  sound  from  the  next  house ;  and 
stood  to  it  that  it  was,  if  he'd  disputed  it.  Your  father  don't 
want  tte  Mr.  Lyvetts  and  Mr.  Castlerosse  to  know  of  the 
pianer ;  they'd  make  a  fuss,  perhaps.  ITever  scruple  to  tell  a 
fib,  child,  in  a  necessary  cause." 

"  Can  I  have  that  paper  now  ?"  asked  Sophia. 

"  No,"  snapped  Mrs.  May,  "  I  have  hardly  begun  it.  Get 
on  with  your  jingles." 

From  the  above  little  episode  of  one  jevening,  the  reader 
may  gather  somewhat  of  the  manner  in  which  Sophia  May 
was  being  trained.  It  need  not  be  enlarged  upon.  Her 
parents  were  making  that  most  reprehensible  and  fatal  mis- 
take of  rearing  her  to  be  above  her  station ;  above  them.  Such 
mistakes  were  not  so  common  in  those  days,  for  what  I  am 
writing  of  took  place  many  years  ago ;  but,  as  the  world  knows, 
they  are  springing  into  mad  fashion  now.   l^o  training  for  the 
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working  classes  can  be  more  pernicious,  or  is  likely  to  bring 
forth  more  disastrous  fruits.  In  Sophia  May's  case — and  hers 
is  a  true  history — the  error  was  added  to  by  her  being  allowed 
the  run  of  those  wretched  weekly  romances.  Sophia's  parents 
had  married  late  in  life,  and  were  decent,  hard-working 
people ;  and  if  they  had  had  the  good  sense  to  make  their 
child  hard-working  too,  they  would  have  given  her  comfort 
and  content  for  her  portion.  Mrs.  May  had  been  an  inferior 
servant  in  a  family  of  distinction,  had  picked  up  some  exalted 
ideas,  and  the  publications  she  had  addicted  herself  to  read- 
ing did  not  tend  to  sober  them.  Undoubtedly  the  child  was 
a  pretty,  fairy-looking  little  thing ;  and  a  fancied  resemblance 
to  one  of  the  aristocratic  daughters  in  the  family  in  which 
Mrs.  May  had  served,  first  put  ridiculous  notions  for  Sophia 
into  her  brain.  The  father  was  more  sensible :  but  he  was  so 
ardently  attached  to  this  only  child  that  he  too  readily  fell  in- 
to the  snare,  and  upon  that  one  point  was  now  as  extravagant 
as  his  wife.  For  their  station  they  were  in  easy  circum- 
stances. The  man's  wages  sufficed  for  their  wants,  in  the 
humble  way  they  were  accustomed  to  live,  Mrs.  May  had 
saved  money,  and  Miss  Foxaby  was  ever  ready  to  produce 
funds  to  be  spent  on  her  pretty  niece  Sophia.  She  furnished 
not  only  funds,  but  clothes.  All  the  very  smart  things 
Sophia  flourished  in  came  from  her :  cast-off  relics  of  the 
family  she  served.  Strange  that  the  father  and  mother  could 
not  see  the  incongruity  of  what  they  were  doing !  The  child, 
with  her  flounces  and  furbelows,  her  music  and  dancing,  her 
pernicious  romance-reading,  and  her  fostered  vanity;  and 
they,  with  their  household  drudgery,  living  amidst  their 
kettles  and  saucepans  and  cooking  and  cleaning !  What  an 
absurdity  it  all  was  1 
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Sophia  went  to  a  day-school  in  the  neighbourhood,  where 
^e  mixed  with  a  rather  better  class  of  children  as  to  position : 
indeed  the  mistress  had  refused  to  take  her  at  first  on  the 
score  of  her  parentage.  There  she  picked  up  some  learning, 
and  left  off  some  of  her  idioms.  The  way  in  which  the  child 
was  dressed  out  on  a  Sunday  was  something  wonderful  to  be- 
hold. Muslins  in  summer,  satins  in  winter,  streamers  of  many 
colours,  gaudy  artificial  flowers,  and  snow-white  feathers ! 
Nearly  all  of  them  were  Miss  Foxaby's  gifts,  and  all  of  them 
had  the  first  bloom  off.  In  the  morning  of  Sunday,  the  child 
would  be,  as  the  mother  expressed  it,  "  in  her  dirt,"  watching 
the  preparations  for  dinner,  or  exercising  the  piano,  and  at 
one  o'clock  fetching  the  beer  from  the  public-house ;  for  May 
liked  to  take  as  much  rest  as  he  could  get  on  a  Sunday,  even 
from  beer-fetching.  But  in  the  afternoon  she  was  turned  out 
in  style,  and  told  to  ''walk  up  and  down  the  street  that 
people  might  see  her ;"  her  father  and  mother,  who  on  that 
day  would  sit  at  the  windows  of  Mr.  Ly  vett*s  room  on  the 
first  floor,  watching  her  with  looks  of  love  and  admiration  : 
the  former  with  his  pipe,  and  his  beer  in  a  pewter  pot ;  the 
latter  with  her  weekly  newspaper,  which,  however,  she  could 
scarcely  coax  her  eyes  to  read  d  line  of,  so  absorbed  was  she 
with  that  vision  pacing  the  quiet  street  in  her  young  vanity, 
whose  long-tailed  silken  streamers  fluttered  out  behind  her,  to 
the  amazement  of  every  chance  passer-by.  They  did  not  go 
to  church ;  they  did  not  take  her.  Now  and  then,  indeed, 
Mrs.  May  would  attend  evening  service  with  Sophia ;  but  it 
was  very  rarely.  They  were  moral,  well-behaved  people,  the 
fether  and  mother,  but  religion  was  not  known  in  their  house : 
that  is,  religious  teaching  and  religious  exercises.  What  did 
they  promise  to  themselves  would  be  the  end  of  all  this  when 
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the  child  grew  up  % — that  she  would  be  content  to  continue 
her  abode  with  them,  and  live  as  they  did  !     Wheie  else  was 

■ 

she  to  livel  Poor  Sophia  May!  events  that  really  did  happen 
in  after  life  were  not  so  much  her  fault  as  the  fault  of  her 
xnost  foolish  parents.  And  this  is  a  true  picture;  a  simple 
narrative  of  events  that  actually  occurred. 


CHAPTEK  n. 

HOME  FBOM  FBANCB. 


Several  years  had  gone  by.  One  Thursday  night  in  summer, 
the  quiet  street  already  mentioned  (and  it  was  the  dullest  and 
quietest  street  imaginable  after  business  hours,  when  the 
various  lawyers  and  their  clerks  had  deserted  it  for  the  night) 
was  aroused  &om  its  silence  by  the  echoes  of  a  cab,  which 
came  fjMt  down  it,  and  pulled  up  at  the  door  of  Lyvett, 
Castlerosse,  and  Lyvett.  What  could  the  cab  want  there  at 
that  hour?  Cabs,  and  carriages  too,  might  be  seen  before  the 
door  in  the  day,  many  of  them  ;  but  never  at  night. 

"Why,  if  it's  not  old  May!"  exclaimed  Miss  Jenkins, 
putting  her  head  out  at  the  next-door  window ;  she  and  her 
sister  being  laundresses  to  that  house,  which  accommodated 
several  firms.  "  Where  has  he  been  to  in  a  cab  ?  Here, 
Esther,  come  and  have  a  look  at  old  May  in  a  cab  !" 

Miss  Esther  Jenkins  quickly  ran  to  the  window.  A  young 
lady  in  a  blue  veil  was  following  old  May  out  of  the  cab. 

"Well  I  never!"  cried  Miss  Esther.  "Who  can  it  be, 
Martha)  There's  the  gaslight  on  her  face  now — what  a  nice- 
looking  young  lady !" 

"  Why  !  it  must  be  the  daughter  come  home  I     She  was 
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expected,  you  know.  Oh,  it's  nobody  but  her ;  you  may  rely 
upon  it,  Esther." 

"  m  go  in  and  see  what  she's  like  presently,  when  they 
are  settled  a  bit,"  cried  Miss  Esther.    "  It's  her,  safe  enough." 

"  Safe  enough  '*  it  was.  Miss  May,  who  had  been  for  two 
years  to  a  school  on  the  French  coast,  had  now  completed  her 
education,  and  returned  home  for  good.  When  Miss  Esther 
Jenkins  entered,  she  found  her  sitting  in  the  kitchen  with  her 
parents.  Sophia  was  eighteen  now,  and  certainly  very  good- 
looking.  The  long  curls  she  had  worn  as  a  child  were  now 
twisted  in  a  peculiar  way,  "  French  and  fashionable,"  Miss 
Jenkins  called  it,  round  her  head.  She  was  above  the  middle 
height,  and  easy  in  her  movements,  very  much  pinched  in 
about  the  waist,  with  £ne  falling  shoulders,  an  admirably 
fitting  dress,  and  a  prodigious  deal  of  pretension.  Miss 
Jenkins  stood,  taking  it  all  in  at  a  glance,  and  noting  various 
items  in  her  mind,  especially  the  young  lady's  first  declaration 
that  she  did  not  know  how  she  should  get  on  in  London  as 
she  had  forgotten  her  English. 

Sophia  turned  to  the  place  of  the  old  piano.  It  was  there 
still,  and  she  opened  it.  She  struck  a  few  chords  and  started 
back  with  a  scream.  • 

"  Mais,  c'est  horrible,  ce  piano-Ik  !     Je  ne ^" 

"  Do  try  to  speak  in  English,  Sophiar,"  urged  Mrs.  May, 
with  tears  in  her  eyes.  "  How  ever  shall  we  get  along  if  you 
don't  1  What  is  it  that's  the  matter  1  Did  you  see  anything 
that  fiightened  youl" 

"  It  is  such  a — ^what  do  you  call  it  in  English  ? — dreadfvl 
piano.  I  had  as  soon  have  touched  an  electric  battery.  It 
has  set  all  my  finest  musical  nerves  on  the  jar  :  ma  tite  est 
perc^e.     I  shall  never  be  able  to  touch  it  again :  jamais." 
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"  She  lias  not  quite  forgot  her  mother  tongue,"  interposed 
Miss  Jenkins.  "  Which  is  a  consolation  worthy  of  thanks- 
giving." 

Sophia  turned  a  sharp  look  upon  her.  There  was  a  sarcas- 
tic ring  in  the  words  that  she  did  not  like. 

"  Did  you  have  no  English  girls  whatever  at  the  school, 
Sophia  T  asked  Miss  Jenkins. 

"  Mais  oui" 

"  Did  you  have  no  English  girls  whatever  at  the  school  1" 
repeated  the  visitor,  apparently  determined  to  persevere  till 
she  got  a  reply  she  could  understand. 

"  Some  of  the  young  ladies  were  English." 

**  And  did  you  never  talk  together  ?" 

"  De  temps  en  temps.  Now  and  then,"  more  hastily  added 
Sophia,  perceiving  the  question  was  about  to  be  repeated,  as 
before. 

"  Then  it's  very  singular  how  you  can  have  forgot  it  at  all," 
retorted  Miss  Jenkins,  significantly,  "  for  when  schoolgirls  get 
together  they  do  talk." 

The  tone  brought  heat  into  the  temper  of  Miss  May.  She 
cast  a  look  of  scorn  on  the  offender,  and  coolly  turned  her 
back  upon  her. 

"  It  is  not  agreeable  to  me  to  be  troubled  with  strangers  to- 
night," she  said,  more  curtly  than  politely:  "I  am  tired  with 
my  sea-voyage.  Miss  Jenkins,  and  the  company  of  my  father 
and  mamma  is  as  much  as  my  nerves  will  support." 

"  Then  Til  make  myself  scarce,"  said  Miss  Jenkins,  who 
was  more  inclined  to  laugh  than  to  take  offence ;  ''  and  come 
in  some  other  time  when  you  are  in  company  cue,  Sophia." 

Sophia  gave  only  a  cold  nod  in  answer.  "How  can  I 
ever  again  support  the  companionship  of  these  wretchedly  low 
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people?"  ran  her  thoughts.  Miss  Jenkins  was  inwardly 
making  her  comments  on  her :  tit  for  tat. 

"  I  say,  Esther,"  whispered  Mrs.  May,  following  Miss  Jen- 
kins upstairs  to  fasten  the  door,  "  she  don't  mean  no  offence  ; 
she's  only  knocked  up  after  the  sea-sickness." 

"  Where  no  offence  is  meant,  none  is  took,"  replied  Miss 
Jenkins.  "  /  know  what  the  little  temper^  of  young  folks  is. 
"We  was  young  ourselves  once." 

"  But  ain't  she  beautiful  ?"  pleaded  Mrs.  May.  "  And  such 
style  !  Nobody  could  take  her  to  be  anything  but  the  real 
lady." 

"  Thoroughbred,"  responded  Miss  Jenkins.  "  Good- 
night." 

'^  Good-night,  Esther.  Oh — I  say !  I  wish  you'd  teU 
your  Martha  to  beat  her  mats  of  a  morning  towards  the  house 
on  your  other  side,  instead  of  on  this.  She's  later  than  I  am, 
and  her  dust  makes  my  steps  and  pavement  in  such  a  mess. 
One  day  Mr.  Lyvett  asked  if  I  had  cleaned  them.  Good- 
night." 

"  I  wish  'em  joy  of  her,  Martha,"  were  the  first  words  of 
Miss  Jenkins  to  her  sister.  "  Such  an  affected,  stuck-out  fine 
lady  you  never  saw.  What  they'll  do  with  her  in  that 
kitchen,  I  can't  teU.  She  wants  a  saloon  and  a  pair  of 
footmen." 

"  What  can  they  do  with  her !"  debated  Miss  Jenkins.  "  If 
they've  only  a  kitchen  they  can't  put  her  in  a  parlour." 

"  /  don't  know.  Eely  upon  it,  she'll  never  reconcile  her- 
seK  to  stay  there  with  them." 

"  She's  handsome,  is  she  not,  Esther  1" 

"  A  handsome  face,  and  a  handsome  figure  j  I  don't  say  to 
the  contrary :  but  she  has  got  an  ugly  look,  if  she's  put  out.  I 
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know  tlfis :  if  fortune  had  blessed  me  with  a  daughter,  Td 
rather  see  her  a  female  travelling  tinker,  than  Pd  bring  her  up 
to  be  a  fine  lady,  not  being  one  myself/' 

Before  the  following  day  was  over,  Mrs.  May  awoke  to  the 
same  fact  that  Miss  Esther  Jenkins  had  only  suspected — Sophia 
would  never  stay  at  home  with  them.  "Was  it  Ijkely  that  she 
would  ?  She,  with  her  good  looks,  and  her  semi-education  ; 
her  superficial  accomplishments,  and  her  mind  formed  on 
Caterpillar's  romances ! — could  her  father  and  mother  expect 
her  to  make  her  home  in  a  kitchen,  amidst  kettles  and  sauce- 
pans? 

"Your  Aunt  Foxaby  says  she  can  get  you  a  beautiful 
place  as  head  lady's-maid,  Sophiar,"  remarked  Mrs.  May. 
"  Your  French  tongue " 

"My  Aunt  Foxaby  says — what?"  interrupted  Sophia, 
turning  round  to  face  her  mother.  "  Get  me  a  place  as  lady's- 
maid!  Why,  do  you  suppose,  or  does  she  suppose,  that  I 
would  become  a  servant  ?" 

"  But  you'd  Kve  quite  the  life  of  a  lady,  Sophiar,"  replied 
poor  Mrs.  May.  "  Them  ladies'-maids  in  a  good  place  mostly 
does." 

"  For  goodness*  sake  don't  talk  nonsense  !" 

"  Well,  my  dear,  I  don't  see  what  else  you  be  to  do,  if  you 
can't  reconcile  yourself  to  stay  along  of  us  here." 

Sunday  came.  And  after  dinner  Mr.  May  started  to  Hyde 
Park,  to  fetch  his  wife's  sister,  impatient  that  she  should  feast 
her  eyes  with  the  improvement  in  Sophia.  Mrs.  May  began 
to  wash  up  the  dishes,  and  Sophia  ascended  to  the  "  Sunday 
windows,"  and  sat  down  there.  She  held  in  her  hand  the 
weekly  newspaper,  but  she  glanced  at  it  discontentedly.  The 
fruits  of  her  education  were  already  beginning  to  show  them- 
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selves.  She  had  been  discontented  ever  since  she  came  home. 
A  slight  dispute,  arising  out  of  her  own  ill-temper,  had 
occurred  the  previous  day  with  her  mother,  in  which  she  had 
said  that  the  home  was  no  fit  home  for  her,  and  that  the 
vulgar  atmosphere  of  a  kitchen  would  kill  her.  Her  residence 
in  France  had  not  tended  to  improve  the  tone  of  her  mind 
and  heart,  however  it  may  have  helped  her  French.  She 
had  been  to  one  of  the  cheap  seminaries  there :  twenty 
pounds  a  year,  paid  quarterly  in  advance,  included  every- 
thing, from  the  first  day  of  January  to  the  thirty-first  of 
December.  Shrewd  Miss  Esther  Jenkins  might  have  spoken 
out  her  opinion  of  them,  had  she  gone  to  pass  a  week  in 
one,  as  to  their  eligibility  for  a  girl  who  was  to  be  ^' a  lady." 

Sophia  May  sat  at  the  first-floor  window,  feeling  very 
miserable,  longing  for  excitement,  vowing  that  she  would  not 
long  put  up  with  this,  and  sullenly  glancing  over  the  "  bete  " 
newspaper.  After  the  beauties  of  Eugene  Sue's  novels,  which 
the  school  had  procured  en  cachette,  English  literature  was 
tame,  even  that  of  a  sensational  weekly  paper.  Suddenly  she 
threw  it  down  with  a  gesture  of  impatience ;  and,  dashing 
open  the  window,  looked  from  it  up  the  street,  wondering 
how  much  longer  her  father  and  aunt  would  be. 

They  were  not  in  sight.  Not  a  soul  was  in  it,  save  one  ;  on 
a  Sunday  it  was  always  particularly  empty.  This  one,  who 
was  a  foppishly-dressed,  though  not  ungentlemanly-looking 
young  man,  was  coming  down  it  with  a  quick  step.  He 
halted  at  the  door  beneath,  and  knocked;  a  thundering 
knock.  Sophia,  who  had  drawn  back,  peeped  out  again,  and 
saw  a  somewhat  simple  countenance,  a  moustache  that  would 
have  been  fair  had  there  been  enough  of  it  to  be  seen,  light 
blue  eyeS;  and  an  eye-glass  stuck  in  one  of  them; 
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She  would  not  have  answered  the  door  for  the  world ;  so 
poor  Mrs.  May,  who  was  in  the  attic  with  her  gown  off,  had 
to  throw  a  shawl  over  her  hlack  petticoat  and  hasten  down ; 
but  not  before  a  second  and  third  knock  had  resounded 
through  the  house.  She  dropped  a  curtsey  when  she  saw  who 
it  was. 

"  Oh,  here's  somebody  at  last  I  I  thought  you  and  May 
were  asleep/'  was  the  gentleman's  salutation. 

"  I  hope  you  will  be  so  good  as  to  excuse  it,  sir.  May  is 
gone  out,  and  I  was  up  at  the  top,  a  cleaning  of  myseK." 

"  Have  you  seen  my  cigar-case  ?"  demanded  the  gentleman, 
entering  the  front  office  on  the  ground-floor.  ''  I  must  have 
left  it  here  last  night." 

"  I  have  not  been  into  the  rooms,  sir.  I  don't  generally  go 
in  till  Monday  morning." 

"  I  must  find  it,"  he  resumed,  looking  about.  "  I  had  put 
some  prime  cigars  in  it,  ready  ior  to-day ;  and  the  shops  that 
keep  anything  worth  smoking  shut  themselves  up  on  a  Sun- 
day, and  be  hanged  to  them  I  Tou  need  not  wait,  Mrs.  May. 
I  can  let  myself  out." 

"  Shall  I  look  in  the  rooms  upstairs,  sir  T 

"  No,  it's  not  there.     It  is  here  if  it's  anywhere." 

Mrs.  May  retreated  aloft ;  and  the  gentleman,  after  an  un- 
successful search,  marched  upstairs  himself,  whistling  some 
bars  from  the  last  night's  opera.  But  his  tune  came  to  an 
abrupt  close ;  for,  on  opening  the  door  of  his  father's  room, 
he  found  himself,  to  his  extreme  astonishment,  face  to  face 
with  a  lady. 

She  had  risen  at  his  entrance.  A  handsome  girl  with  con- 
fident manners,  whose  fair  hair  was  braided  round  her  head 
in  elaborate  twists  and  turnings.     Young  men  are  not  very. 
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competent  judges  of  attire :  the  eyes  of  this  one  only  took  in 
the  general  effect  of  the  lady's  dress,  and  that  was  splendid. 
It  had  once  been  an  evening  dress  of  Miss  Foxaby's  mistress. 
He  hastily  snatched  off  his  hat  and  dropped  his  eye-glass. 

Who  in  the  world  was  she  ?  As  to  her  having  any  con- 
nection with  Mrs.  May,  her  dirty  shawl  and  her  black  petti- 
coat, such  an  incongruity  never  would  have  occurred  to  him. 
Though  not  usually  wanting  in  fluency  of  speech,  it  rather 
fjEiiled  him'  now,  for  he  was  at  a  loss  how  to  address  her. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,"  he  was  beginning,  but  she  spoke  at 
the  same  moment. 

"  Pardon,  monsieur.*' 

Oh,  she  was  French,  then  !  Had  she  crossed  the  Channel 
in  a  balloon,  and  been  dropped  into  the  offices  of  Lyvett, 
CasUerosse,  and  Lyvett  by  mistake?  How  else  had  she 
come  1  and  what  did  she  want  there  1  He  began  to  recall  his 
French,  not  a  word  of  which  had  his  tongue  ever  uttered 
«ince  leaving  school 

•"  Madame,  voulez-vous  excuser  moi?  Je  suis — je  trouve," 
and  there  he  came  to  a  stand-still — what  the  dickens  was 
^'  cigar-case  "  in  French  %    Fortunately  she  helped,  him  out. 

"  I  beg  to  ask  your  pardon,  a  thousand  pardons,  for  ad- 
dressing you  in  French.  I  have  been  so  long  accustomed  to 
«peak  only  French,  and  having  but  since  a  day  or  two  returned 
to  England,  that  I  forget  myself  h,  chaque  instant.  I  fear  I 
«m  in  your  way  ?    Shall  I  retire  V* 

"  By  no  means.  I  will  not  disturb  you  for  a  moment.  I 
am  in  search  of  a — a  small  parcel — ^which  I  mislaid  yester- 
day." 

As  he  spoke,  his  eyes  fell  on  the  "  parcel."  It  was  on  the 
comer  of  the  mantelpiece.    At  the  same  moment  some  vehicle 
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eame  rattling  down  the  street,  turned  round,  and  drew  up  at 
the  door. 

He  took  ,a  step  to  the  other  window  and  looked  from  it 
Not  the  one  she  was  at.  It  was,  as  he  expected,  his  own 
cab :  the  fashionable  vehicle  with  young  men  at  that  day. 
He  had  walked  &om  the  chambers  of  a  barrister  close  by, 
where  he  had  been  lounging  away  an  hour,  and  had  ordered 
his  groom  to  follow  him.  With  an  elaborate  bow  (and  cer- 
tainly a  respectful  one)  to  the  lady,  he  quitted  her  presence, 
descended  the  staircase,  and  departed  by  the  front  door. 

Again  Sophia  peeped  from  the  window.  She  saw  him  open 
the  "  parcel,"  light  a  cigar,  puff  away  at  it,  and  step  into  the 
cab,  which  bore  the  Ly  vett  crest.  The  groom  sprung  to  his 
place  behind,  and  the  smoke  went  puffing  up  the  street.  She 
had  been  at  no  loss  to  know  him  after  the  first  moment.  It 
was,  in  fact,  young  Mr.  Lyvett. 

"  I  wonder  who  she  is,  and  what  she  does  there  1*'  thought 
he  as  he  drove  onwards.  ''Don't  much  think  my  fieither 
would  like — ^*' 

The  cab  stopped.  He  pulled  up  the  horse  so  suddenly  that 
its  head  and  fore-legs  were  jerked  into  the  air.  Mr.  May  and 
his  sister-in-law  were  just  passing  down  the  pavement  arm-in- 
form. 

"  HaUo,  May !    Here." 

Mr.  May  touched  his  hat,  and  leaving  Miss  Foxaby  on 
the  pavement,  approached  the  cab,  and  touched  his  hat 
again. 

*'  May !  who  the  deuce  is  that,  down  yonder?* 

"  Sir  r  cried  Mr.  May. 

"  Who's  that  lady  in  my  father's  private  room  1" 

•**  I  don't  know  who's  there,  sir,"  answered  Mr.  May.     For 
'  2—2 
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it  really  did  not  occur  to  him  that  the  gentleman  present 
would  not  know  his  daughter.  "  You  don't  mean  my  wife 
or  my *' 

"  Your  wife !"  impetuously  interrupted  the  young  man, 
giving  an  admonishing  touch  to  his  impatient  horse.  "Who 
else  will  you  ask  me  if  I  know  1  There's  a  lady  there,  I  tell 
you.     As  handsome  a  girl  as  ever  I  saw." 

Kecollection  dawned  upon  the  porter. 

"  With  light  hair,  sir,  and  coral  beads  in  it,  and  a  green- 
and-gold-looking  dress  on  1" 

"  Green- and-gold  for  all  I  know.  Something  dazzling. 
She  speaks  French." 

"  It  is  Sophiar,  sir." 

"Eh?    Whor 

"  Our  daughter,  sir.  She  came  home  last  Thursday.  She 
has  been  finishing  of  her  education  in  France  at  a  French 
school." 

The  gentleman  stared  for  a  few  moments  at  Mr.  May,  as  if 
unable  to  understand  him.  Then  returned  his  cigar  to  his 
Kps,  nodded  slightly,  shook  the  reins,  and  was  whirled  round 
the  comer  on  his  way  to  his  fiather's  residence  at  the  West- 
end,  where  he  dwelt. 

"  Fm  sure  I  should  think  it's  the  first  time  any  of  'em  has 
come  down  on  a  Sunday,"  observed  May  to  his  sister-in-law, 
as  they  walked  on.  "  There's  Sophiar  a-leaning  out  of  the 
window." 

Opening  the  door  with  his  latch-key.  Miss  Foxaby  rushed  in 
and  up  the  stairs,  to  clasp  her  niece  in  her  arms. 

"  Oh  my  goodness  heart,  Sophia !  how  beautiful  you  do 

look !    Well,  if  ever  I  saw  anybody  so  much  improved  in 

all  my  life." 

i 
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**  I  am  grown,  am  I  not,  Aunt  Foxaby  1" 

"  Grown  lovely,  child.  Ah,  and  somebody  else  thinks  so : 
I  could  see  it.  Only  think  of  his  asking  May  who  you  were  ! 
Somebody  we  met  in  the  street  with  his  cab  and  groom,  a- 
smoking  his  cigar,  all  so  stylish  !*' 

"  Who  was  that  gentleman,  father  T  inquired  Sophia.  '*  I 
forgot  myself  as  usual,  and  addressed  him  in  French." 

"  Why,  Sophiar,  you  don't  mean  to  say  as  you've  forgot 
him  as  well  as  your  English?"  cried  the  wondering  fetther, 
who  took  all  his  daughter's  airs  to  be  genuine.  "  It  was 
young  Mr.  Lyvett." 

"  That  it  was  a  Lyvett  I  could  see  by  the  likeness  j  but  I 
thought  I  should  have  remembered  young  Lyvett  welL  A 
haughty  fellow,  with  black  eyebrows,  he  used  to  be,  who 
looked  down  upon  everybody." 

"  Sophiar's  thinking  of  the  eldest  son,"  interposed  Mrs. 
May,  who  was  now  attired  for  the  afternoon.  **  This  one  is 
Mr.  Fred.  He  was  articled  to  a  firm  in  the  country,  Sophiar, 
some  house  in  a  different  branch  of  law  business,  and  was 
never  much  here  until  lately.  No  wonder  you  didn't  remem- 
ber him.  But  he  is  twenty-one  now,  and  has  come  back  for 
good.  They  do  say  he's  to  have  a  share  in  the  business  by- 
aiM-by,  the  same  as  his  eldest  brother  have  got.  Mr.  Fred 
is  ten  times  nicer  to  speak  to  than  Mr.  James.  He  haven't 
got  that  proud  way  with  him.  Of  course  he's  a  deal 
younger." 

"  Ten  years  younger,  I  should  say,"  remarked  Sophia. 

"  Well,  and  I  should  think  he  is.  Mr.  Fred's  not  much 
more  than  a  boy  yet.  Mr.  James  seemed  older  at  sixteen  than 
he  do  at  twenty-one." 

"  What  did  he  want  down  here  to-day  V*  asked  the  porter. 
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"  I  don't  think  I  ever  knew  any  of  'em  to  have  troubled  u» 
on  a  Sunday  afore — as  I  was  a-saying  to  Aunt  Foxaby." 

"  He  came  after  his  cigars,"  said  Mrs.  May.  "  He  said  he 
left  'em  behind  him,  yesterday.     Leastways,  the  case." 

"  Sophia  had  better  look  out,"  cried  Miss  Foxaby,  with  a 
knowing  nod.  "Stranger  things  have  happened.  My  dear, 
he  said  you  were  the  handsomest  girl  he  ever  saw.  And  ho 
took  you  for  a  real  lady." 

"  Who  said  I  was  T  asked  Sophia,  quickly. 

«  Mr.  Fred  Ly vett." 

"  I  could  see  he  was  struck  with  me,"  thought  Sophia  to 
herself.  "  But,  ma  foi,  where's  the  use  of  that  1  He  is  a 
Lyvett." 

Eetiring  to  the  kitchen  to  tea,  Sophia's  future  prospects 
were  discussed.  Aunt  Foxaby  led  to  it  by  observing  that 
Sophia,  with  her  figure,  and  her  air,  and  her  French,  might 
command  any  situation  she  pleased  as  lady's  own  attendant, 
even  to  Eoyalty  she  might  almost  aspire;  and  that  all  she  would 
have  to  learn  now  was  a  little  hair-dressing — dress-making 
would  come  to  her  "  spontaneous." 

Sophia's  answer  to  this  startled  Aunt  Foxaby,  and  nearly 
sent  May  off  his  chair.  She  meant  to  be  a  lady  herself,  she 
said,  not  maid  to  one ;  she  was  a  lady  already ;  and  she  asked 
what  they  meant  by  putting  so  great  an  indignity  upon  her, 
even  in  idea.  It  was  very  unexpected ;  and  with  one  tacit 
consent  the  subject  was  allowed  to  drop. 
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CHAPTER  m. 

MR.    FRED    LYVETT. 

It  is  possible  that  even  at  this  early  stage,  a  faint  idea  of 
some  mistake  in  the  training  of  their  daughter  began  to 
dawn  upon  May  and  his  wife.  That  Sophia  was  no  longer 
one  of  themselves,  and  never  would  be  again,  was  easy  to  be 
seen.  In  habits,  manners,  education  and  ideas,  she  was  above 
them ;  as  Mrs.  May  might  have  expressed  it,  she  had  been 
^  lifted  into  a  different  spear."  And'  what  could  come  of  it  ? 
speaking  only  of  the  feelings.  IN'othing  but  cruel  disappoint- 
ment to  themselves,  and  bitter  mortification  to  her.  Sophia 
had  been  brought  up  to  be  ashamed  of  her  parents;  or^ 
rather,  the  shame  was  the  result.  They  had  educated  her  to 
be  a  lady  (according  to  their  notions  of  one),  and  really  poor 
Sophia  was  not  to  be  blamed  if  she  responded  to  the  rear- 
ing. 

What  her  future  was  to  be,  what  they  should  do  with  her, 
and  where  she  was  to  live,  gave  concern  to  Mrs.  May.  But 
for  the  foolish  pursuit  of  that  low  literature  which  had  warped 
her  mind,  she  would  have  been  rather  a  sensible  woman; 
certainly  she  was  a  well-meaning  one.  Sophia  plainly  told 
her — and  the  tears  stood  in  the  girl's  eyes  as  she  said  it — 
that  she  could  never  reconcile  herself  to  sit  in  the  kitchen  : 
she  could  not  Her  meals  she  was  obliged  to  take  in  it ;  but^ 
after  each  one  she  retired  to  her  own  room  in  the  attic* 
When  the  doors  were  shut  and  the  shutters  closed  at  night. 
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she  would  then  come  back  to  the  kitchen,  sure  of  not  being 
seen  there  by  the  world. 

"This  can't  go  on,"  sighed  Mrs.  May  to  her  husband. 
**  Whatever  will  be  done  with  herl  The  poor  child  will  eat 
her  heart  away." 

A  possible  solution  to  it  was  to  dawn,  ^ot  just  at  first, 
but  very  soon.  It  came  on  by  degrees ;  and  even .  Mrs.  May 
did  not  dare  to  dwell  upon  it — the  fortune  would  be  too  good 
for  Sophia. 

Whether  the  fault  was  Mr.  Frederick  Ly vett's,  or  whether  it 
was  Miss  May's,  whether  it  arose  by  accident,  or  whether  by 
design,  certain  it  is,  that  in  the  course  of  the  next  week  or 
two,  they  met  and  conversed  together  three  or  four  times,  in 
the  street,  or  on  the  stairs.  By  the  end  of  the  second  week 
they  had  become  tolerably  intimate.  So  that  it  probably  did 
not  surprise  Sophia,  though  it  did  her  father  and  mother, 
when  on  the  following  Sunday,  early  in  the  afternoon,  Mr. 
Fred  appeared  to  escort  Miss  May  to  Westminster  Abbey: 
which  he  had  heard  her  express  a  wish  to  see;  that  she 
"might  compare  its  architecture  with  that  of  the  Eoman 
CathoHc  churches  she  had  been  accustomed  to  admire  in 
France." 

Had  Mr.  Frederick  Lyvett  offered  to  take  her  to  inspect 
a  Eoman  Catholic  purgatory  in  the  fiery  regions,  it  is  certain 
that  Mr.  and  Mrs.  May  would  never  have  dared  to  offer  an 
objection,  so  impressed  were  they  with  the  honour  done  to 
their  daughter  in  going  anywhere  with  a  Lyvett. 

"  You  don't  know  how  pleased  I  am  that  you  consented  to 
come  with  me,"  began  Mr.  Lysrett,  as  they  set  oft 

"  Did  you  think  I  should  not  V  asked  Miss  May. 

**  Well— our  acquaintance  has  been  so  short  that  I  thought 


PARKWATER.  25 

you  might  object  on  that  score.     Still,  I  knew  you  were  a 
sensible!  girl,  without  any  stupid  nonsense  about  you." 

''  Perhaps  it  is  not  quite  comme  il  faut,  my  coming  out  like 
this,  but  it  is  so  grateful  to  me  to  get,  even  for  an  hour,  into 
congenial  society,  that  I  forget  appearances.  You  must  be 
aware  that  in  my  home  (as  I  must  perforce  call  it)  there  is  no 
society  for  me." 

"  Certainly,  old  May  and  his — I  mean  Mr.  and  Mrs.  May 
are  very  different  from  you.  When  he  told  me  that  first  Sun- 
day that  you  ,were  his  daughter,  I  could  not  believe  it." 

"  I  am  different,"  answered  Sophia.  "  And  how  I  shall 
manage  to  drag  through  my  days  in  a  place  and  position  so 
unsuited  to  me,  I  cannot  tell.  I  have  been  miserable  ever 
since  I  returned.  As  a  child,  my  social  unhappiness  did  not 
strike  me,  but  now  I  feel  it  deeply.  I  require  refinement, 
Mr.  Lyvett ;  it  is  as  necessary  to  my  nature  as  air  j  therefore 
you  may  judge  what  my  home  is  to  me.  I  believe,  if  I  have  to 
stop  in  it,  I  shall  die  of  chagrin." 

**  I  am  sure  I  wish  I  could  provide  you  with  a  better,"  said 
Mr.  Lyvett,  in  an  impulse  of  genuine  sympathy. 

Unfortunately,  the  young  man  was  already  falling  over 
head  and  ears  in  love.  The  bright  vision  which  had  burst 
on  his  astonished  senses  that  Sunday  afternoon  in  his  father's 
private  room  had  made  a  lasting  impression.  Every  inter- 
view strengthened  the  feeling.  He  had  never  been  in  love 
before  ;  but  now  his  time  to  be  had  come.  Frederick  Lyvett 
was  of  a  gentle,  yielding  nature.  He  had  not  the  strong, 
sharp  intellect  of  his  brother  James,  but  he  was  not  defi- 
cient; his  feelings  were  strong  and  tender;  in  all  his  im- 
pulses he  was  strictly  honourable,  and  Sophia  was  as  safe  with 
him  as  she  would  have  been  with  a  brother. 
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What  with  talking,  and  walking  slowly,  and  looking  at  the 
fountains  at  Channg-cross,  at  the  Horse  Guards,  and  other 
points  of  interest,  all  of  which  he  was  delighted  to  show  her, 
they  arrived  at  Westminster  Abhey  just  as  the  gates  were 
closing  after  service.  So  all  they  had  to  do  was  to  find  their 
way  back  again,  which  they  did  with  rather  more  speed ;  for 
Mr.  Lyvett  called  a  cab,  the  best-looking  he  could  see  on  the 
stand,  and  escorted  Sophia  home  in  it,  lest  she  should  be 
tired. 

Thus  the  acquaintance  had  begun,  and  thus  it  continued. 
Continued  until  the  infatuated  young  man  was  really  and 
truly  in  deep  love  with  Sophia  May,  and  had  formed  a  resolve 
that  when  his  time  for  marrying  came,  no  other  than  she 
should  be  his  wife. 

Sophia  saw  her  ends  gained,  or  in  a  fair  way  to  be  so. 
She  did  not  love  Frederick  Lyvett :  she  looked  upon  him  as 
rather  "  soft."  He  certainly  was  soft  in  regard  to  her.  But 
she  liked  him  very  well.  Apart  from  any  ulterior  views,  she 
was  grateful  for  his  companionship ;  it  was  pleasant.  She 
had  ulterior  views,  however.  The  ruling  passion  of  Sophia 
May's  heart  was  ambition ;  with  her  training  and  her  present 
drawbacks,  it  could  not  be  otherwise :  a  craving  for  social 
standing,  an  intense  eager  longing  to  be  lifted  out  of  the  low 
rank  she  was  born  to,  and  to  live  at  ease.  As  the  wife  of 
Frederick  Lyvett  all  this  would  be  hers. 

It  may  be  a  matter  of  marvel  to  the  reader  that  Mr. 
Frederick  Lyvett,  who  had  been  reared  in  the  prejudices  of 
his  position,  should  lower  himself  to  make  one  in  the  house 
of  his  father's  servants  as  (may  we  say  it  ?)  an  equal ;  it  was 
almost  a  marvel  to  Sophia.  But  that  he  did  so,  there  was  no 
disputing.     The  unfortunate  fruits  which  these  matters  were 
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to  bear  in  after  years,  caused  their  particulars  to  become  well 
known.     In  the  early  stage  of  their  acquaintance,  she  was  his 
companion  only  out  of  doors,  as  on  that  expedition  to  West- 
minster Abbey,  or  in  Mr.  Lyvett's  room  on  a  Sunday  after- 
noon. But  later,  when  he  was  more  infatuated,  Mr.  Frederick 
condescended  to  overleap  all  barriers,  and  became,  as  may  be 
said,  one  with  the  family.     Old  May  and  his  wife  never  for- 
got their  -  respect :  they  were  the  humblest  of  the  humble; 
and  would  sit  at  the  very  far  comer  of  the  kitchen  when  Mr. 
Frederick  was  in  it,  and  hand  him  his  tea — if  he  chose  any — 
at  a  table  different  from  theirs.     Sophia  felt  the  degradation 
for  him  perhaps  more  than  he  felt  it  for  himself.   Love,  as  we 
aU  know,  softens  everything ;  anomaUes  bend  before  it ;  in- 
congruities  are  not  seen.     No  doubt,  at  first  Frederick  Ly  vett 
winced  at  the  kitchen  and  its  surroundings  :  but  his  love  for 
Sophia  was  stronger  than  he  was.    And  he  did  look  upon  her 
as  a  very  superior  being ;  refined  and  cultivated  as  were  his 
sisters.     Love's  eyes  have  generally  a  bandage  over  them; 
and  he  had  one  over  his. 

Sophia  had  persuaded  her  parents  to  part  with  the  worn- 
out  old  piano  which  had  so  offended  her  nerves  the  night  of 
her  return,  and  to  hire  a  better — she  might  not  want  one  long 
there,  she  said — and  Mr.  Frederick  Lyvett,  who  was  passion- 
ately fond  of  music,  would  lean  over  her,  enraptured,  when 
she  used  it.  She  played  and  sang  very  well  now :  a  thousand 
times  better,  Fred  declared,  than  his  sisters.  Sophia  did  play 
and  sing  welL  He  was  not  blinded  there.  Her  voice  was 
sweet,  and  she  had  that  aptitude  for  music  which  is  sure  to 
repay  cultivation. 

How  long  this  might  have  gone  on,  and  what  would  really 
have  been  the  upshot,  it  is  impossible  to  say ;  for  Frederick  Ly< 
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vett  was  too  young  to  many;  neither  was  he  thinking  of  it  yet. 
It  was  hardly  to  he  expected  that  he,  used  to  refinement  at 
home,  would  continue  long  to  he  hail-fellow-well-met  with  the 
office  kitchen  and  his  father's  servants  who  inhahited  it.  But 
to  Sophia's  dismay  and  misfortune — ^yes,  her  deep,  terrible 
misfortune — ^it  was  brought  to  an  abrupt  termination. 

One  day  Mr.  Rowley,  the  confidential  clerk,  who  had  been 
in  the  house  for  five-and-twenty  years,  and  who  was  a  white- 
haired  old  gentleman  of  sixty,  and  a  strict  disciplinarian,  left 
his  own  desk  in  the  front  office,  gathered  up  some  papers  in 
his  hand,  and  proceeded  upstairs  to  Mr.  Lyvett's  room.  The 
same  room  where  Frederick  and  Sophia  first  met.  Mr.  Lyvett 
was  alone.     He  looked  up  from  his  table  as  his  clerk  entered. 

"  What  papers  are  those,  Eowley  1  Canton's  case  %  Any- 
thing arisen  1" 

"  !N*o,  sir.  I  want  to  say  a  few  words  to  you,  apart  from 
business." 

"  What  about  V  asked  Mr.  Lyvett,  in  a  quick  tone. 

He  was  a  stout  man,  with  a  pleasant  eye  and  ready  smile. 
His  younger  son  must  now  resemble  what  he  was  in  his 
youth. 

"  And  of  course,  sir,  you  will  not  hint  to  Mr.  Frederick 
that  you  obtained  your  information  from  me.  It  would  set 
him  against  me  in  a  way  that  would  be  unpleasant.  But  I 
regard  him  and  Mr.  Jaines  more  like  my  own  sons,  having 
nursed  them  as  boys,  and  watched  them  grow  up ;  and  if  I  do  *- 
open  my  mouth  now,  it  is  because  I  think  his  interests  de- 
mand that  I  should." 

"Why,  what  is  it?"  inquired  Mr.  Lyvett,  in  surprise. 
"  Has  Fred  been  up  to  anything  ?" 

"You  know  that  May  has  got  his  daughter  at  home,  sir?' 


/'■  \_ 
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"  May  1  Downstairs  ?  I  know  nothing  about  it  1  What 
if  he  has  r 

''  She  is  a  woman  grown  now,  and  a  veiy  handsome  one; 
Plays  and  sings  like  a  professional,  they  say,  and " 

^^  Plays  and  sings  T  echoed  Mr.  Lyvett,  bursting  into  a 
laugh.     "May's  girl r 

"  She  does,  sir :  and  that's  not  one  half  of  the  folly.  They 
clubbed  together.  May  and  his  wife  and  that  Aunt  Foxaby, 
and  gave  her  a  boarding-school  education ;  and  finally  they 
sent  her  to  a  school  in  France,  to  be  finished  off  with  French 
airs  and  graces.  Nobody  would  believe  now  she  was  old 
May's  daughter :  she  is  really  an  elegant  girl." 

"  More  fools  they.  But  what  has  this  to  do  with  Fred- 
erick r 

"  Why,  he  has  made  her  acquaintance,  sir,  and  I  believe  is 
over  head  and  brains  in  love :  otherwise  he  would  never 
stand  by  her  at  that  piano,  by  the  hour  together,  as  he 
does." 

"  What  do  you  say  V*  cried  the  lawyer,  hotly.  "  Stands  by 
her  where  ?    What  piano  V* 

"Their  piano,  sir.  They  have  one  here,  down  in  the 
kitchen." 

"  A  piano  here  /"  repeated  Mr.  Lyvett,  growing  more  aston- 
ished with  each  disclosure.     "  May  has  V 

"  It  is  true.  And  there's  where  Mr.  Frederick  spends  hi& 
spare  time.  He  will  be  in  the  kitchen  night  after  night 
listening  to  that  piano." 

"  m  piano  him.  I  have  noticed  that  he  has  not  often  put 
in  an  appearance  at  dinner  lately ;  but  as  he  is  a  steady  young 
fellow,  I  have  not  particularly  questioned  him  where  he 
got  to." 
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"Well,  sir,  that's  where.  Down  below,  with  May's 
people." 

"  Donkey  !  But  if  May  and  his  wife  bring  up  their  girl  in 
this  absurd  way,  what  can  they  expect  ?  Still,  May  is  our 
servant,  faithful  and  trusty.  And  Frederick  ought  to  be 
ashamed  of  himself.  And  I  was  thinking  him  so  steady ! 
sterling  and  upright  as  gold." 

"  There's  a  suspicion  that  he  means  to  marry  the  girL" 

Mr.  Lyvett's  face  flushed  red :  his  tone  was  haughty. 
**  What  are  you  saying,  Eowley  T 

"  If  I  say  it,  sir,  it  is  in  the  hope  that  it  may  be  guarded 
against.  I  overheard  Jones  chaffing  Mr.  Fred  about  it  a  week 
back  :  they  did  not  know  I  was  there.  Since  then  I 
have  kept  my  eyes  and  ears  open ;  have  waited  after  hours 
and  been  here  on  Sundays ;  and  I  am  sure  Mr.  Fred  means 
mischief.     Mischief  for  himself,  not  for  her  !" 

Mr.  Lyvett  sat  back  in  his  chair,  a  frown  on  his  brow. 

"  Last  night,"  continued  old  Rowley,  "  I  just  dined  hard 
by,  and  took  a  stroll  down  this  street  afterwards,  to  see  if  I 
could  see  anything  going  on;  and  I  did.  She  came  out, 
dressed  in  white,  with  chains  and  bracelets  and  things,  and 
he  handed  her  into  a  cab,  hat  off,  as  respectfully  as  could  be, 
and  got  in  afterwards.  Old  May  fetched  it  from  the  stand  at 
the  top  of  the  street.  *  Opera,  Haymarket,*  Mr.  Fred  called 
out,  and  off  they  went." 

"  But  with  all  this  going  on,  Rowley — operas  and  cabs,  and 
such  like — ^you  cannot  pretend  to  think  it  is  an  innocent, 
platonic  sort  of  affair,"  said  Mr.  Lyvett,  his  mouth  curling 
with  scorn. 

"  Innocent,  sir,  in  one  sense.  I  believe  Mr.  Fred's  inten- 
tions to  that  girl  are  as  honourable  as  ever  yours  were  to  Mrs. 
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Lyvett.  Had  I  thought  it  less  serious^  I  don't  know  that  I 
should  have  troubled  you." 

Mr.  Lyvett  sat  and  played  with  his  watch  seals — which  he 
wore  in  the  old-fashioned  manner,  hanging  down  from  a 
heavy,  straight  chain. 

"Fred  was  always  the  fool  of  the  family,"  he  angrily 
muttered :  but  at  another  time  he  would  not  have  said  it. 
**  Well,  we  must  see  what  can  be  done.  Harsh  measures,  in 
these  cases,  seldom  answer.  I  am  much  obliged  to  you, 
Eowley." 

Harsh  measures  seldom  do  answer,  and  Mr.  Lyvett  was  a 
better  diplomatist  Within  a  day  or  two,  it  was  known  through- 
out the  house  that  Mr.  Frederick  was  fixed  upon  to  go  to 
Valparaiso.  Lyvett,  Castlerosse,  and  Lyvett  were  the  agents 
for  an  important  house  there,  and  some  business  had  arisen 
which  rendered  it  expedient  that  one  of  the  firm  should  pro-i 
ceed  thither.  This  was  actually  the  case,  and  Mr.  Lyvett 
had  been  thinking  of  despatching  his  elder  son. 

Frederick  Lyvett  scarcely  knew  whether  to  be  pleased  or 
annoyed.  When  his  father  called  him  into  his  private  room 
and  blandly  informed  him  that  he  and  Mr.  Castlerosse  had 
come  to  the  decision  to  despatch  him  on  this  important  mis- 
sion, he  felt  transfixed  with  wonder.  Were  there  no  Sophia 
May  to  intrude  herself  into  his  thoughts,  he  would  have  been 
gratified  beyond  measure.  But  a  young  man's  desire  for  ad- 
venture overcame  even  his  love :  besides,  he  often  heard  So- 
phia sing  the  words  "  Absence  makes  the  heart  grow  fonder," 
and  believed  it. 

"  You  will  have  to  be  off  to-morrow,  Frederick." 

"  To-morrow !"  repeated  the  startled  young  man. 

**  You  must  catch  the  outgoing  mail  packet.** 


'■  i. 
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"  But — ^but  my  traps,  father  ?    I  must  have  an  outfit." 

"  Oh,  they  are  easily  got  together,"  said  Mr.  Lyvett.  "  You 
can  do  all  that  to-day." 

And  Frederick  found  it  had  to  be  so.  He  had  barely  time 
that  night  to  wish  his  lady-love  farewell  and  to  vow  to  her 
eternal  fidelity.  Away  he  went  in  high  spirits ;  not  a  care  or 
doubt  on  his  mind  as  to  the  future. 

His  only  remonstrance  to  his  father  had  been  in  regard  to 
his  "  traps,"  that  there  was  not  time  enough  to  get  them  to- 
gether. However  the  time  was  made  to  be  sufficient ;  and 
he  and  his  traps  were  escorted  by  Mr.  Lyvett  himself  to  the 
port  of  embarkation,  and  on  to  the  good  ship  The  Skimmer  of 
the  South,  then  making  ready  to  put  to  sea.  Fred  never 
dreamt  that  he  was  sent  away  with  a  motive — that  his 
father  knew  as  much  about  his  private  affairs  as  he  himself 
knew. 

Sophia  May  was  stunned  by  the  blow.  A  suspicion  of  the 
truth — ^that  something  had  been  discovered — ^lay  upon  her ; 
and  she  fully  believed  that  she  had  seen  Fred  Lyvett  for  the 
last  time.  The  thought  was  very  bitter.  She  had  no  love 
for  Frederick  Lyvett ;  but  she  missed  his  pleasant  companion- 
ship ;  and  she  found  all  her  golden  visions,  of  rising  in  the 
world  as  his  wife,  suddenly  flung  to  the  winds.  Yes,  it  was 
intensely  bitter.  Sophia  sat  down  in  her  attic  and  cried 
many  tears. 

"  What  will  become  of  me,  now  1  I  carCt  live  on  in  this 
wretched  place  !    "Why  was  I  ever  bom  V* 

The  next  scene  in  the  drama  concerned  Mr.  and  Mrs.  May. 
On  the  return  of  Mr.  Lyvett  to  London  they  were  ordered  into 
the  presence  of  himself  and  Mr.  Castlerosse.  May  and  his 
wife  stood  like  culprits.     Mrs.  May  attired  in  her  choice 
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black  gown  that  she  wore  for  cleaning,  and  her  rusty  black 
cap. 

Mr.  Lyvett  sternly  informed  them  that  the  fact  of  their 
having  inveigled  his  son  into  a  clandestine  intimacy  with 
their  daughter  was  now  known  to  him,  and  that  Mr.  Fred- 
erick's voyage  to  Valparaiso  was  undertaken  to  break  off  the 
disgrace.  Terribly  confused  and  ashamed,  they  knew  not 
what  to  say,  and  in  their  perplexity  they  gathered  what  Mr. 
Lyvett  had  not  intended  to  imply,  for  he  was  a  man  of 
gtrict  veracity — namely,  that  Mr.  Frederick  was  a  party  to  the 
scheme,  and  that  it  was  he,  in  especial,  who  wished  to  go 
away  to  rid  himself  of  Sophia.  The  porter  did  venture  upon 
a  defence,  as  well  as  his  confusion  would  allow — that  Mr. 
Frederick  had  not  been  "  invaydled  "  at  all ;  that  he  had  took 
to  come  of  his  own  accord,  and  said  he  would  come,  whether 
or  no;  and  he,  May,  humbly  hoped  the  gentlemen  would 
condescend  to  pardon  him  and  his  wife  for  what  warn't  no 
fault  of  theim.  Mr.  Lyvett's  pardoning  consisted  in  handing 
Maya  certain  amount  of  wages  in  lieu  of  notice,  and  ordering 
them  all  three  to  be  out  of  the  house  by  five  o'clock  that 
evening. 

* 

"  I  thought  it  was  not  all  sure,"  sighed  poor  Mrs.  May, 
when  she  descended  to  the  kitchen  dissolved  in  grief,  "  and  I 
have  told  Sophiar  so  ;  and  she  has  snapped  at  me  for  saying 
it.  If  it  had  been  anybody  else  but  a  young  Lyvett,  I  might 
have  had  faith.  When  a  gentleman,  whose  family  keeps 
their  carriages  and  footmen  in  silk  stockings,  comes  to  lower 
himself  down  to  his  own  servants  and  sit  with  them  in  their 
kitchen  amongst  the  dirty  ashes,  as  it  were,  from  the  upstairs 
fires,  it's  not  to  be  expected  but  what  he  will  take  himself 
away.     He  admired  Sophiar,  as  was  easy  to  be  seen,  and  Tm 
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«TiTe  lie  was  a  well-meaning,  honourable  gentleman  without  a 
ill  thought ;  and  that  was  alL  And  I  declare  I  don't  know 
which  is  the  most  to  blame,  him  or  us." 

"Don't  you  ever  try  it  on  again,  Sophiar,"  gruflfly  inter- 
rupted the  father. 

She  was  sitting  with  a  pale  cheek  and  dry  lips,  leaning 
her  elbow  on  the  round  table,  indulging  her  resentment 
against  Frederick  Lyvett.  In  the  face  of  evidence  she  could 
not  doubt  the  truth  of  what  she  heard ;  she  fully  believed  he 
had  gone  away  to  break  with  her  j  she  believed  that  his  pro- 
testations of  love  were  false  :  that  he  had  been  only  laughing 
at  her  in  his  sleeve  the  whole  time.  Or,  at  any  rate,  if  that 
was  not  the  case,  for  she  remembered  how  earnest  and  guile- 
less he  had  seemed,  that  he  had  yielded  to  the  remonstrances 
oi  his  father,  and  given  her  up. 

"  This  is  not  packing  up,"  suddenly  interposed  May. 

"  /  can't  pack  up,"  returned  Mrs.  May,  "  I  am  too  much 
^shook.     Whatever  is  to  be  done  with  the  pianer  T 

' "  They  must  fetch  it  away,  wife.     There  ain't  nothing  else 
iK)  be  done  with  it." 

"  Oh,"  groaned  Mrs.  May,  "  I  wish  I  was  dead  !" 

"  Much  use  it  is,  wishing  that,"  said  the  porter.  "  I'd  re- 
»eommend  you  to  turn  and  pack  up  instead.  If  the  things 
hain't  in  the  cart  by  five  o'clock,  we  shall  have  'em  thrown  in 
€or  us.  I  know  our  master ;  he  sticks  to  his  word  when  he's 
Toused.  You'd  better  begin  with  them  pots  and  pans.  They 
<can  go  in  that  empty  case." 

Mrs.  May  dried  her  eyes,  and  slowly  rose.      "  Come, 
Sophiar,"  she  said,   "you  must  lend  a  helping  hand  to- 
day.'' 
' "  I  P  returned  Sophia,  sobbing  out  her  contempt,  "  /  lend 
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a  helping  hand  with  pots  and  pans  !  You  couldn't  expect  me 
to  do  it,  mother.  I  will  pack  my  own  things  :  and  glad 
enough  I  shall  he  to  do  it,  and  he  away  from  this  place ;  hut 
I  can't  touch  kettles  and  saucepans.  I've  never  done  any 
hard  work  in  all  my  life ;  you  know  I  have  not." 

Mrs.  May  sighed.  True :  Sophia  had  been  taught  to 
exercise  her  fingers  on  the  piano,  not  on  domestic  work 

"  Perhaps  you  could  put  my  clothes  up  as  well  as  yours, 
child,"  she  ventured  to  say.  "  I'm  sure  I  don't  know  how 
in  the  world  we  shall  get  through  all,  and  be  away  hy 
five." 

Sophia  sailed  out  of  the  kitchen,  making  no  answer.  The 
porter  departed  to  secure  two  rooms,  which,  as  he  chanced  to 
know,  were  to  let  in  the  neighbourhood,  and  to  bring  in  help 
to  get  away  their  goods  in  time.  Later  in  the  day,  when 
they  were  engaged  in  the  attics  taking  down  the  bedsteads, 
and  Sophia  was  in  the  kitchen  alone,  somebody  dashed  in  at 
the  door.  It  was  Mr.  Jones,  whom  we  once  saw  just  after  he 
was  articled — and  Sophia  too.  His  articles  were  done  with 
now,  but  he  remained  in  the  ofl&ce  at  a  good  salary,  hoping  a 
vague  hope  that  he  might  sometime  see  on  the  doorposts 
'''Lyvett,  Castlerosse,  Lyvett,  and  Jones."  Mr.  Jones  had 
good  private  expectations,  and  his  family  and  the  Lyvetts 
were  on  friendly  terms. 

"  My  dear  Miss  May !  I  have  so  longed  for  a  little  con- 
versation with  you ;  and  now  that  puppy  Fred  Lyvett's  out 
of  the  way,  I  hope  my  turn  has  come," 

*  What  T  said  Sophia,  turning  on  him  no  pleasant  expres- 
jdon. 

"  I  admire  you  immensely,  my  dear  Miss  May,  and " 

^*  Then  take  that,"  answered  Sophia,  dashing  over  him  the 
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contents  of  a  wooden  bowl ;  an  apparent  compound  of  grease 
and  damp  coffee  grounds. 

Young  Mr.  Jones  stepped  back  amid  the  debris  of  the 
kitchen  furniture,  now  preparing  for  its  removal  Consider- 
ably more  chap-fallen  than  he  ever  remembered  to  have  been, 
he  retreated  up  the  stairs,  wondering  how  on  earth  he  should 
get  his  hat  out  of  the  ofl&ce,  and  hide  his  shirt-front  from  the 
clerks.  At  the  turn  of  the  landing  he  met  Mrs.  May,  who 
was  carrying  down  some  bed-posts. 

"  Sakes  alive,  sir !"  she  uttered  in  astonishment.  "  What- 
ever is  the  matter  1  I  never  saw  anybody  in  such  a  pickle  in 
my  Ufe." 

"  You  may  well  ask  what  it  is,  Dame  May  !**  spluttered 
Mr.  Jones.  "  It  is  the  work  of  your  daughter.  I  addressed 
a  polite  word  to  her  as  civilly  as  I  could  speak  it,  and  she 
flung  this  poison  over  me — or  whatever  it  is.  It's  well  for 
the  house  that  it's  going  to  have  a  clearance  :  you  are  all  a 
queer  lot." 

"  What  did  yon  do  that  for,  Sophiar  V  demanded  Mrs. 
May,  when  she  reached  the  kitchen. 

"Do  what r 

"  That  to  Mr.  Jones." 

"  Because  I  pleased  to  do  it.** 

"  Whatever  shall  we  do  with  you  if  you  are  to  behave  like 
this  V  cried  poor  Mrs.  May.  "  Your  temper  is  upset  to-day, 
Sophiar." 

"  I  have  had  enough  to  upset  it,"  replied  Sophia.  "  But 
I  will  not  trouble  you  long,  mother.  I  have  been  thinking 
of  matters,  and  my  mind  is  made  up.  Your  home  and  &t|ier'a 
will  never  be  any  flt  home  for  me,  so  I  must  leave  it  and  go 
out  in  the  world." 
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*'  As  lady's-maid  f  briefly  responded  Mrs.  May. 

**  No.     As  governess." 

"  As  governess  !"  repeated  the  mother,  the  word  seeming  to 
take  her  breath  away.  "  Well,  Sophiar,  if  I  don't  believe 
you  have  just  hit  it,"  she  added,  after  a  pause  of  considera- 
tion. "  There's  many  a  respectable  tradesman's  family  would 
be  proud  of  you  to  help  edicate  their  girls." 

"  Very  likely,"  remarked  Sophia.  "  But  I  should  not  enter 
a  tradesman's  family." 

"Why,  what  then?" 

"  A  nobleman's.     Or  a  gentleman's." 

Mrs.  May  was  petrified.  Her  scared  senses  only  allowed 
her  to  take  in  the  first  word. 

"  A  nobleman's  fanuly,  child  ! — what,  a  lord's  ]" 

"  Why  not  1"  coolly  asked  Sophia. 

"  Oh,  but  don't  you  see,"  spoke  Mrs.  May,  "  how  things 
would  be  against  it?  You  can  never  get  admittance  to  a 
lord's  family  as  governess,  Sophiar.  They  want  real  ladies 
for  governesses,  lords  do :  leastways,  those  that  have  had 
different  beginnings  from  ours.  Why,  when  the  nobleman 
came  for  what  they  call  references,  and  found  us  what 
we  are,  me  and  your  father  living  in  a  kitchen,  and  all 
that,  no  lord  would  think  you  good  enough  to  teach  his 
children." 

Sophia's  life  was  rather  a  mortified  life  just  then.  She  re- 
cognised the  doubt  at  least  as  forcibly  as  her  mother. 

"  We  should  never  have  wanted  you  to  go  out  at  all,  child, 
never;  not  as  lady's-maid,  or  anything;  only  your  Aunt 
Foxaby  got  thinking  afore  you  came  home  that  you'd  not  like 
to  five  in  these  kitchens,  brought  up  so  superior.  But  if  you 
covld  reconcile  yourself  to  stay  with  us,  Sophiar,  why  you'd 
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just  be  the  comfort  of  me  and  of  your  father.  We've  got 
but  you." 

"  ITow,  mother,  could  you  expect  it  ?" 

Mrs.  May  sighed.  Had  they  been  making  a  mistake  all 
along  1 

"  There  seems  to  be  only  one  course  open  to  me/'  observed 
Sophia ;  "  that  of  going  out  as  governess.  It  shall  be  in  a 
high  family,  or  not  at  all." 

'*  It  can  never  be  a  lord's,  child,  I'm  afraid." 

"  You  will  see,"  returned  Sophia. 

And  so  shall  we. 


CHAPTEE  IV. 

AT    PAR  KWATER. 

The  beams  of  a  September  sun,  drawing  near  its  setting,  were 
falling  on  the  mansion  pertaining  to  a  well-cultivated  estate 
in  one  of  the  better  parts  of  Ireland.  The  house  was  not 
erected  in  a  critical  style  of  architecture,  for  it  was  a  straggling, 
in-and-out  sort  of  building,  that  seemed  to  have  been  added 
to  indiscriminately  at  different  times^  a  room  here,  a  room 
there;  but  the  scenery  around  was  beautiful.  It  was  called  Park- 
water.  At  the  window  of  one  of  the  reception-rooms,  gazing 
at  an  approaching  car,  stood  a  pretty,  quiet-looking  lady,  un- 
assuming in  face  as  in  dress.  She  appeared  a  simple-hearted, 
cordial  woman  quite  devoid  of  pretence  and  affectation  ;  and 
such  she  was.     It  was  Lady  Tennygal. 

She  had  dined  in  the  middle  of  the  day  with  her  children» 
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Slie  was  devoted  to  them ;  and  when  her  lord  was  absent, 
she  was  apt  to  forget  pomp  and  state.  Lady  Tennygal  was. 
expecting  the  arrival  of  the  new  governess  to  her  little  girls,, 
and  had  hospitably  thought  she  would  wait  tea  for  her :  no* 
doubt  this  car  contained  the  lady.  The  Countess  rang  the- 
beU. 

"  Eeed,  show  that  lady  in  to  me  at  once.  I  think  it  is  the^ 
governess." 

«  Yes,  my  lady." 

A  minute  or  two,  and  the  same  man  threw  the  door  open^ 
for  the  governess.  A  tall,  fair  girl  with  a  handsome  face. 
The  countenance  had,  however,  a  peculiar  expression ;  very 
determined^  and  not  always  pleasing. 

"  Miss  May,  my  lady." 

Miss  May  came  forward,  her  head  erect,  and  her  air  conse- 
quential. One  might  have  deemed,  indeed,  that  she  was  th& 
lady  and  the  other  the  governess.  She  dropped  a  ceremonious 
curtsey,  very  low,  just  as  you  may  have  seen  from  a  French- 
woman. 

"  Have  I  the  honour  of  addressing  Lady  Tennygal  T 

The  Countess  inclined  her  head.  "  An  uncompromising- 
looking  young  woman,''  she  thought  to  herself,  "  but  that's 
all  proper,  I  suppose,  for  a  governess.  Allow  me  to  welcome 
you  to  Parkwater,  IVIiss  May,"  she  said  aloud.  "  I  hope  yoU; 
will  find  your  residence  here  agreeable." 

"  Madam,  I  thank  you  for  your  kind  wishes.  I  trust  I 
shall  perform  my  daties  to  your  satisfaction." 

"And  when  you  have  taken  off  your  things,  which  I  dare- 
say you  are  anxious  to  do,  we  will  have  tea,"  said  the  pleasant, 
little  Countess,  "  and  you  shall  see  your  pupils.  I  thought 
we  would  take  tea  together  this  evening,  that  we  might  grow 
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acquainted  with  each  other,  I  ha've  the  children  very  much 
with  me  when  Lord  Tennygal  is  ahsent." 

Miss  May  was  shown  to  her  rooms.  When  she  returned 
from  them  she  was  rather  finer  than  the  Countess — ^taking  in 
the  general  effect  of  her  appearance ;  and  her  fiaxeA  hair  was 
dressed  in  elaborate  braids.  "  Too  pretentious  for  a  governess," 
was  the  idea  that  crossed  Lady  Tennygal's  mind ;  "  I^  wonder 
whether  she  is  quite  a  gentlewoman  V*  The  next  moment  she 
took  herself  to  task ;  as  she  was  sure  to  do  if  her  kind  heart 
gave  momentary  vent  to  an  ill-natured  thought. 

"  Here  are  your  two  little  girls.  Miss  May ;  Lady  Laura 
and  Lady  Eose.  My  dear  children,  I  am  sure  you  will  wel- 
come  your  governess,  and  tell  her  you  are  glad  to  see  her." 

They  advanced  and  put  out  their  hands :  pretty  children 
of  nine  and  ten,  very  well-behaved. 

"  Mais  elles  ne  sont  pas — ^*  began  Miss  May,  and  then 
pulled  herself  up  hastily.  "  I  beg  your  ladyship's  pardon ;  I 
have  been  so  much  accustomed  to  converse  in  French,  that  I 
occasionally  run  into  it  when  I  ought  not.  I  was  about  to 
ask  if  these  two  young  ladies  were  all.'* 

"All!"  laughed  the  Countess,  "  all  the  children  !  There 
are  six  more,  younger  than  they  are.  The  last  is  only  three 
months  old — such  a  little  darling  !  These  are  all  who  will  be 
under  your  care  at  present.  I  hope  you  will  bring  them  on 
weU." 

"  Papa  says  we  are  backward,'*  interrupted  Laura. 

*'  Oh,  yes.  Lord  Tennygal  is  very  clever  himself,  and  he 
thinks  the  children  ought  to  be.  I  tell  him  there's  quite 
time  enough." 

"He  has  been  away  ever  so  long,  papa  has,"  cried  little 
Eose. 
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**  Nearly  nine  weeks,"  added  the  communicative  Countess 
to  Miss  May.  "  He  has  heen  out  yachting  with  some  friends 
in  the  Mediterranean.  But  he  is  in  Dublin  now,  and  will  be 
home  in  a  day  or  two^' 

"  Uncla  Tody  is  coming  with  him,"  said  Lady  Eose,  "  and 
he  is  going  to  bring  me  a  real  live  Venetian  doll  in  a  gondola. 
He  said  so.'' 

"  I  have  not  yet  inquired  what  sort  of  a  journey  you  have 
had,  Miss  May,"  said  the  Countess.      "  Was  the  sea  roughs" 

Before  Miss  May  could  answer,  the  sound  of  a  carriage  was 
heard,  and  the  children  left  their  tea  and  ran  to  the  window 
to  look  at  it. 

".Mamma!"  screamed  the  children  in  delight,  "it  is 
papa !" 

"  Never  1"  cried  the  Countess,  running  also  to  look.  "  Oh, 
how  glad  I  am  !  That's  just  like  him,  Miss  May ;  he  loves 
to  take  us  by  surprise." 

The  Earl  of  Tennygal  came  in.  A  small,  fair  man,  as  good- 
natured  as  his  wife.  She  met  him  in  the  doorway,  received 
his  embrace,  and  then  flew  upstairs  to  carry  down  the  baby 
herself,  and  tell  the  other  children  that  papa  was  come.  Miss 
May;  had  risen,  and  the  Earl  bowed  to  her,  wondering  what 
visitor  his  wife  had  staying  with  her. 

"  Now  who  is  going  to  be  mistress  of  the  ceremonies  and 
introduce  me  ?"  said  he  to  the  little  girls,  as  he  stood  before 
the  stranger,  with  a  genial  smile.  "  Mamma  seems  to  have 
flown  away." 

"  She  came  this  evening ;  she  is  our  new  governess." 

"  Hush,  Eose,"  cried  the  more  dignified  Laura.  "  Papa,  it 
is  Misg  May." 

Eose  thought  that  quite  enough.     She  pulled  his  arm  to 
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draw  his  attention.  "Papa,  why  did  not  Uncle  , Tody 
come  T 

"  Uncle  Tody  is  gone  to  London,  Eose." 

"And  taken  my  doll  and  gondola  with  him?*'  Rose 
seemed  to  think  much  of  this  "  Uncle  Tody." 

"That  lady  in  the  drawing-room  took  me  by  surprise, 
Bessie,"  remarked  the  Earl  to  his  wife,  as  they  strolled  out 
together  after  tea.  "  Rose  gave  me  the  information  that  she 
was  a  '  new  governess.' " 

"  So  she  is.  I  sent  you  word  that  I  had  engaged  one  when 
I  wrote  to — ^where  was  it  ? — Sicily." 

"  Did  you  1     I  do  not  remember  it." 

"  Yes,  I  did.  Do  you  think  she  looks  as  if  she  would 
suit  r 

"Dear  Bessie,  that's  one  of  your  fallacies — judging  by 
*  looks.'     Did  you  engage  this  one  for  her  looks  ?" 

"  I  never  saw  her  until  this  evening.  Why  ?"  added  the 
Countess,  with  quick  apprehension.  "  Do  you  not  like  her 
looks  r 

"  Oh,  her  looks  are  well  enough  :  if  her  capabilities  equal 
them,  she'll  do.  She  does  not  think  a  little  of  herself,  I  can 
see  that.     Where  did  you  get  her  from  1" 

"  I  wrote  to  London,  to  Lady  Langton.  She  heard  of  her 
through  an  agency,  I  think.  I  left  it  all  to  Lady  Langton. 
Miss  May's  style  of  playing  is  good,  I  am  told,  and  her 
French  that  of  a  native." 

"  Um !"  said  the  Earl.     "  What  of  her  English  1" 

"  Oh,  Erank  I  you  speak  as  if  you  did  not  think  well  of 
it." 

"I  fancy  her  tone — ^her  accent,  perhaps  I  should  rather 
say  —  is  not  quite    as  pure  and  perfect  as  it  might    be. 
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It  does  not  give  one  the  idea  that  she  has  mixed  in  good 
society." 

Now  Lady  Tennygal  had  a  doubt  on  her  mind  that  she 
had  noticed  the  same.  But  she  had  entire  faith  in  Lady 
Langton.  "  Perhaps  we  may  be  mistaken,  Frank  dear,"  she 
said.     "  I  do  so  hope  she  will  suit  us." 

"  So  do  I,  I  am  sure,"  assented  the  good-natured  EarL  "  la 
she  a  gentlewoman,  Bessie  ?" 

"  Oh  yes." 

"  Who  are  her  friends  1" 

"  Solicitors ;  eminent  solicitors.  That  is,  her  father  was. 
He  is  dead,  I  think.  I  will  find  Lady  Langton's  letters  for 
yon.  I  know  my  letter  to  Miss  May,  the  one  I  wrote  to 
ratify  the  agreement,  was  addressed  to  the  care  of  Lyvett, 
Castlerosse,  and  Lyvett ;  a  first-rate  legal  firm  of  long  stand- 
ing. Lady  Langton  says,  and  they  strongly  recommended 
her." 

"  Lyvett,  Castlerosse,  and  Lyvett  f  repeated  the  Earl.  '^  I 
know  the  firm  well  by  reputation :  most  honourable  practi- 
tioners. If  they  answer  for  Miss  May,  it  is  all  right.  Do 
you  give  her  a  high  salary,  Bessie  ?" 

"  Oh  no ;  very  reasonable  indeed.  Only  forty  pounds. 
But  she  is  young,  and  has  not  been  out  before.  I  think  she 
will  suit,  Frank  :  but  of  course  there's  no  telling  without  a 
trial. — So  Theodore  has  not  come  with  you  1" 

"  He  wiU  be  here,  I  expect,  in  a  few  days.  He  was  obliged 
to  go  on  to  London  to  see  about  one  or  two  matters  there ; 
pressing  ones,  Bessie.  Tody  has  been  at  the  old  game  again. 
I  don't  wonder  your  father  is  sick  and  tired  of  paying  his 
debts  for  him." 

"  Poor  fellow !    He  is  so  good-natured." 
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"  Not  much  of  that.  He  is  reckless-natured,  if  you  like. 
To  squander  away  his  money,  and  leave  his  just  debts  un- 
paid, is  not  being  what  I  call  good-natured.  From  London, 
Tody  goes  down  to  see  Sir  Archibald :  but  as  to  his  getting 
from  him  what  he  wants,  I  am  sure  he  won't;  and  Tody 
knows  it." 

"Papa  said,  the  last  time,  that  he  would  never  set  him 
straight  again,'*  observed  Lady  Tennygal. 

"  The  fact  is,  Bessie,  he  has  said  it  so  frequently,  and  had 
to  say  it  so  frequently,  that  it  falls  on  Tody's  ears  unheeded. 
But  he  got  a  sharp,  determined  letter  from  Sir  Archibald 
•the  day  before  he  left  the  yacht." 

"  Oh,  did  he  ?     What  did  papa  say  in  it  T 

"It  was  to  the  effect  that  he  would  advance  no  more 
money;  and  if  Tody  went  to  prison,  there  he  might  stop. 
Tody  had  been  writing  to  Sir  Archibald  that  he  was  in  immi- 
nent danger  of  arrest." 

"  What  will  he  do  1     How  I  wish  we  were  rich  I" 

"  If  we  were  as  rich  as  the  Indies,  and  could  hand  Tody  a 
•blank  cheque  to  be  filled  up  at  will,  it  would  be  doing  him 
no  kindness,  for  he  is  only  pulled  out  of  one  scrape  to  walk 
into  another.  It  will  take  two  thousand. pounds  now  to  set 
him  only  tolerably  clear." 

**  Oh,  Frank  1  Do  you  know  how  he  is  going  to  man- 
age T 

"  I  know  what  he  says  :  but  if  Tody  says  one  thing  to-day, 
he  aays  another  to-morrow.  He  means,  in  the  first  place,  to 
have  a  rake  at  Sir  Archibald — that  is  not  my  expression, 
Bessie ;  it  is  his — and  get  himself  freed  from  one  or  two 
things  that  he  must  get  himself  freed  from.  So  much,  per- 
haps, Sir  Archibald  will  do ;  for  they  are  very  bad." 
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"  What  are  they  ?"  hastily  inquired  f^dy  Tennygal. 
**  My  dear,  I  cannot  explain  them  to  you ;  you  would  not 
nnderstand  them.   Tody  is  in  a  mess ;  and  that's  all  you  need 
trouble  yourself  to  know." 

*•  What  has  it  to  do  with  ? — ^this  that  is  so  bad  1" 
"  Oh,  it  has  to  do  with  bills.  !Never  you  mind.  He  has 
been  in  a  mess  before,  and  he  will  be  in  one  again,  or  else  it 
would  not  be  Tody  Devereux.  Sir  Archibald,  no  doubt,  will 
help  him  out  of  thcdf  but  no»  further.  And  then  Tody  pro- 
poses to  come  over  here,  and  lie  perdu  with  us,  while  he  con- 
siders how  he  is  to  get  on  his  legs  again." 

"  I  have  always  thought  it  a  pity  he  sold  out" 
"  He  could  not  keep  in — he  would  have  been  sent  to 
Coventry.  You  know  it  was  not  once,  or  twice,  or  three 
times,  that  Tody  was  in  for  it,  but  always.  And  some  things 
got  to  the  colonel's  ears — if  they  did  not  get  to  the  commander- 
in-chiefs — and  altogether  there  was  no  other  resource.  Be- 
sides, he  was  compelled  to  turn  the  proceeds  into  money,  and 
make  stop-gaps  of  it." 

"  Still,  if  he  could  have  kept  his  commission 

"But  he  could  not,"  interrupted  Lord  Tennygal.  -'My 
dear  Bessie,  Tody  is  your  brother,  and  I  am  sorry  to  speak 
harshly  of  him,  but  he  is  just  a  vagabond,  and  that's  the  best 
that  can  be  said."  • 

A  few  days  passed  on.  Miss  May  set  to  her  duties  with  a 
will.  How  she  had  contrived  to  enter  this  family  was  best 
known  to  herself;  but,  being  in  it,  she  resolved  to  try  and 
please.  The  departure  of  Frederick  Lyvett  lay  on  her  still  as 
a  bitter  blow,  a  terrible  check  to  the  ambitious  views  she  had 
begun  to  cherish*  However,  as  she  told  herself,  if  she  could 
but  continue  in  these  families,  she  might  meet  with  some  one 
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as  eligible  as  he  who  would  fall  in  love  with  her  and  raise 
her  by  marriage  to  his  own  rank. 

The  little  girls,  Laura  and  Eose,  took  to  her  very  kindly; 
Lady  Tennygal  was  charmed  with  her  playing  and  singing ; 
and  all  parties  were  satisfied.  Miss  May  perhaps  would  have 
been  better  satisfied  had  Parkwater  been  more  lively.  It 
might  have  been  a  desert,  for  all  the  company  she  saw;  and 
she  could  not  understand  a  lord  and  a  lady  living  so  quietly 
in  regard  to  household  arrangements. 

On  the  first  Sunday,  as  they  were  walking  home  across  the 
park  after  morning  service.  Lord  Tennygal  suddenly  addressed 
his  wife. 

"  Is  that  governess  of  yours  an  Englishwoman,  Bessie  1" 

"  Certainly.     Whyl" 

**  Because  she  uses  a  French  prayer-book  in  church." 

"  No  !"  uttered  Lady  Tennygal,  in  an  accent  of  disbelief. 

"She  used  one  this  morning.  I  saw  it  in  her  hand. 
And ^" 

"  Mamma !"  cried  little  Eose,  running  up,  her  whole  air, 
eyes,  and  lips,  one  picture  of  admiring  awe — "  mamma,  only 
think  !  Miss  May's  book  is  not  a  common  book  like  ours : 
it  is  all  in  French;  every  bit.  How  I  wish  I  was  clever 
enough  to  have  a  French  prayer-book !" 

"  That's  corroborative  testimony,"  laughed  Lord  TennygaL 
**  I  don't  know  how  you  will  get  over  the  dilemma,"  he  added 
to  his  wife,  in  an  under  and  more  serious  tone.  "  It  is  a  pity  • 
the  children  observed  it  You  cannot  well  speak  against 
their  governess  to  them :  but  you  cannot  allow  their  minds  to 
retain  the  favourable  impression  that  French  prayer-book 
seems  to  have  made." 

The  kind  face  of  Lady  Tennygal  wore  a  vexed  expression. 
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**  How  could  Miss  May  evince  so  much  bad  taste  T 

'*  I  don't  think  *  taste'  is  quite  the  right  word,"  remarked 
Lord  Tennygal.  "Mark  me,  Bessie,  this  proves  that  the 
young  lady's  mind  has  not  been  altogether  well  trained :  I 
doubt  whether  her  talents  have.  ITobody  ever  took  a  French 
prayer-book  to  our  service  but  from  one  motive — display. 
And  a  well-educated  woman  knows  that  she  has  no  need  of 
that.  I  should  say  Miss  May  is  much  more  superficially 
acquainted  with  French  than  you  suspect,  or  she  would  not 
seek  to  parade  it." 

At  this  moment  they  turned  an  angle  of  the  walk,  and 
came  face  to  face  with  a  gentleman — a  tall,  dark  man,  with  a 
profusion  of  black  hair  and  whiskers,  black  eyes  that  seemed 
to  pierce  you  in  a  disagreeable  manner,  and  a  too  free,  but  at 
the  same  time  an  ill-tempered,  cast  of  countenance.  Some 
people  would  have  shrunk  from  him  instinctively — some 
might  have  called  him  handsome.  He  was  undoubtedly  a 
fine  man  as  to  figure,  towering  a  head  and  shoulders  above 
Lord  Tennygal.  It  was  Captain  Devereux,  brother  to  Lady 
Tennygal,  but  several  years  older;  and  no  two  faces,  and 
no  two  individuals,  could  be  much  less  alike. 

"  Theodore  !"  uttered  Lady  Tennygal,  in  an  accent  of  sur- 
prise, as  she  held  out  her  hand. 

"  What !  have  you  arrived  V  exclaimed  the  Earl.  '*  How 
well  you  kept  your  promise  of  writing !" 

"  Aw — I  had  nothing  good  to  write,"  said  the  new-comer, 
«peaking  in  a  very  affected  and  untrue  tone  of  voice.  "  I  got 
here  two  hours  ago,  and  saw  you  all  filing  off  to  church. 
What  a  thundering  long  sermon  you  must  have  had  infl  \  "^ed 
OB  you  !     I  wonder  you  could  sit  it  out !" 

"  Do  not  forget  our  old  bargain,  Theodore,"  hastily  inter- 


48  PARKWATER. 

rupted  Lady  Tennygal.  "  No  irreverent  speaking  before  the 
children.  They  are  coming  up  to  ii&  I  wish  you  would 
break  yourseK  of  the  habit." 

"  Oh,  it's  Uncle  Tody !"  exclaimed  Eose,  running  to  him, 
"  Uncle  Tody,  where*s  my  live  doll  V* 

"  She  died  on  the  voyage." 

"  It's  not  true,"  said  Kose. 

"  It  is.     She  was  sea-sick." 

The  child  looked  very  hard  of  beliet     She  spoke  again : 

"  Then,  where's  the  gondola  1" 

*^  Oh,  that  has  sailed  away." 

Lady  Eose  turned  away  in  supreme  indignation. 

*'  Mamma,  did  you  ever  know  Uncle  Tody  bring  us  any- 
thing that  he  promised  1     It  is  always  the  same." 

"  Uncle  Tody"  was  no  longer  attending  to  Eose :  his  notice 
was  given  to  the  handsome  girl  who  was  walking  with  Laura. 
She  wore  a  lilac  silk  dress  and  a  showy  shawl;  and  he 
thought,  as  Lord  Tennygal  had  first  done,  that  it  was  a  visitor. 
Having  a  propensity  for  admiring  all  the  handsome  girls  that 
came  in  his  way,  Captain  Devereux  lifted  his  hat  Strictly 
speaking,  he  was  no  longer  Captain  Devereux,  as  he  had  sold 
put;  but  habit  made  the  title  familiar.  Lord  Tennygal 
linked  his  arm  within  his  brother-in-law's,  and  drew  him  on. 

«  Stop  a  bit,  Tennygal     Who's  that  T 

"Nobody  that  need  concern  you — the  govemes&  How 
have  you  managed,  over  yonder  1" 

"  I  have  not  managed  at  all,"  was  the  reply,  accompanied 
by  an  oath.  In  those  days  swearing  was  thought  fashionable, 
and  Captain  Devereux  kept  the  fashion  up. 

"  Not  managed  at  all  1  I  suppose  you  mean  with  your 
father  1" 
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**  The  old  man  stands  out ;  he  won't  advance  a  stiver.  I 
think  he  would  have  done  something,  but  my  temper  got  up, 
and  we  came  to  hard  words." 

"  Your  temper  often  gets  up  when  it  ought  to  keep  down," 
remarked  Lord  TennygaL     "  Well  T 

"  There  was  nothing  left  for  me  but  to  make  my  escape. 
And  by  Jove  !  I  can't  feel  sure,  Tennygal,  that  I  shall  not  be 
followed.  Once  let  the  confounded  foxes  get  the  scent  here, 
and  I'm  done  for." 

"  And  what,  I  ask,  do  you  mean  to  do  V 
■    "  I  have  been  turning  it  over  in  my  mind,  and  I  think  a 
good  plan  would  be,  for  you  to  write  to  the  old  man " 

"  I  will  not  interfere  between  you  and  Sir  Archibald,"  in- 
terrupted the  EarL 

"  You  won't  r 

"  I  won't  I  have  no  right  to  do  so,  and  it  might  make  it 
unpleasant  for  Bessie." 

"  Then  Bessie  shalL  Hell  listen  to  her,  as  he  would  to 
you.     But  he  won't  to  me." 

*^  Bessie  must  do  as  she  thinks  best.  I  will  not  control 
her.  But  were  she  of  my  opinion,  she  would  remain 
neuter." 

"  What  the  plague  am  I  to  do  1"  was  the  angry  rejoinder. 
''  These  confounded  matters  must  be  settled,  and  with  speed 
too;  you  know  that.  Why  should  you  put  the  stopper  on 
Bessie's  trying  to  win  over  Sir  Archibald  V* 

"  I  don't  put  it  on.  I  said  I  would  not  control  her.  But 
these  things  are  not  of  a  nature  that  you  can  explain  to 
my  wife:  and  how  else  can  she  do  you  good  with  Sir 
Archibald  1" 

''  Of  course  I  am  not  going  to  give  the  details  to  her." 
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"  But  they  must  be  given  to  Sir  Archibald.  It  is  only  the 
dire  necessity  that  will  induce  him  to  listen  at  alL" 

"  You  ought  to  help  me  with  him,  Tennygal,"  was  the 
grumbling  rejoinder. 

"  Nonsense,  man  !  Write  a  proper  statement  to  Sir  Archi- 
bald yourseK — properly  worded,  I  mean,  and  apologising  for 
your  temper — and  crave  his  assistance,  so  far  as  that  you  can- 
not do  without  it.  That*s  the  best  thing  to  do.  We  will 
talk  it  over  to-morrow.  And,  look  here — don't  call  him  the 
'  old  man*  to  Bessie.  She  does  not  like  it.  It  savours  of 
disrespect :  and  your  father  is  not  old  yet.  Come  in  now, 
Devereux,  and  take  some  luncheon." 

Eose  still  harped  upon  her  wrongs,  enlightening  the  gover- 
ness as  to  the  ever  non-fulfilment  of  the  promises  as  to  dolls 
and  gondolas. 

"  Don't  you  think  it  is  a  great  shame  of  Uncle  Tody,  Miss 
May?" 

"  Perhaps  it  was  not  his  fault,"  suggested  the  governess, 
**  What  is  your  uncle's  name  ?" 

"  Why,  it's  Uncle  Tody." 

"  But  his  other  name  T 

"Captain  Devereux,"  said  Laura.  "He  is  mamma's 
brother." 

"  He  is  not  a  real  captain  now,  you  know,  because  he  has 
no  men  to  command,"  interposed  Eosa,  "  Grandpapa  was 
so  angry  with  him." 

"  Who  is  your  grandpapa,  Lady  Laura  ?"  inquired  the  go- 
verness. 

"  Sir  Archibald  Devereux.  He  is  one  of  the  Queen's  officers 
of  State,  and  he  makes  laws." 

With  the  last  piece  of  information  the  children  were  called 
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to  be  made  ready  for  their  dinner,  which  they  took  at  the- 
luncheon-table.  Miss  May  did  not  exchange  a  word  with 
Captain  Devereux,  but  he  glanced  at  her  often  with  his  black 
eyes.  Afterwards,  when  she  was  alone  in  her  sitting-room, 
she  unlocked  her  desk  and  took  out  a  French  book.  Sophia 
did  well  to  keep  it,  and  all  such  books,  locked  up  :  it  would: 
have  astonished  Lady  Tennygal  had  she  seen  them  at  Park- 
water.  The  governess  appeared,  however,  to  derive  amuse- 
ment &om  it,  for  she  sat  reading  it  till  the  bells  rang  out  for 
afternoon  service. 

"  Those  droning  bells  again  !"  was  her  grumbling  ejacula- 
tion. "  Of  course  I  shall  be  expected  to  attend — and  not  a. 
creature  to  look  at  one  except  parish  rustics  1  Had  I  known 
this  was  such  a  wretched,  out-of-the-world  neighbourhood,  I 
might  not  have  been  so  eager  to  get  to  it." 

Miss  May  was  right :  she  was  expected  to  attend.  But 
she  appeared  with  an  English  prayer-book,  the  gift  of  Lady 
Tennygal :  who,  in  presenting  it,  had  made  a  special  request 
that  the  Trench  one  might  be  put  away  out  of  sight,  and- 
never  be  taken  to  church  at  Parkwater  again.  Sophia  wished* 
the  church  at  Hanover,  or  as  much  farther  off  as  it  could'  be 
induced  to  go.  She  foresaw,  indeed,  that  she  should  lead  but 
a  dull  life  of  it  at  Parkwater.  Sober  routine  was  not  con- 
genial to  her,  she  feared.  As  to  this  gentleman.  Captain 
Devereux,  who  had  enlivened  their  dulness  to-day,  she  sup- 
posed he  had  but  come  on  a  very  temporary  visit,  and  thai 
the  probability  was  she  should  not  exchange  a  word  with  him. 
while  he  stayed.  But  she  would  have  liked  to  well  enough. 
He  struck  her  as  being  quite  a  noble-looking  man,  especially^ 
by  the  side  of  that  shrimp,  Lord  Tennygal  :  and  she,  at  least,. 
did  not  see  anything  to  dislike  in  his  manners  or  expression- 
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T  said  before  that  some  people  did  not :  rather  the  contrary  : 
and  Miss  May  was  one  of  them. 


CHAPTEE  V. 

CAPTAIN  DEVEREUX. 


There  were  signs  one  evening  of  a  reception  at  Parkwater. 
Kooms  were  lighted,  and  carriages  whirled  up,  bringing  guests. 
]S"ot  many  guests,  for  the  locality  did  not  produce  them,  and 
they  mostly  had  to  come  from  a  distance.  Still,  when  all 
were  assembled,  what  with  old  and  young,  it  was  a  goodly 
show.  Rose  was  nine  years  old  that  day,  and  they  were 
keeping  her  birthday  :  children  and  parents  were  equally 
welcome. 

The  governess's  eyes  and  senses  were  dazzled.  On  this 
occasion  she  made  one  with  the  rest.  Inordinately  alive  to 
the  value  of  rank,  to  the  pomp  and  pride  of  courtly  life,  the 
result  chiefly  of  her  childhood's  researches  in  the  Caterpillar 
romances,  her  expectations  had  been  raised  tQ  an  extraordi- 
nary pitch  when  about  to  enter  the  Earl  of  Tennygal's  family. 
Once  there,  she  had  found  herseK  immeasurably  disappointed. 
In  all,  save  the  titles,  it  might  have  been  taken  for  a  private 
gentleman's  household.  Miss  May  had  anticipated  something 
far  more  grand ;  though  precisely  what,  she  could  not  herself 
have  stated ;  whether  the  carpets  were  to  be  of  cloth  of  gold, 
or  the  every*day  dinner-plates  of  silver.  But,  on  certain 
occasions,  none  knew  better  how  to  hold  their  rank,  and  to 
display  its  appurtenances^  than  Lord  and  Lady  Tennygal : 
this  was  one  ;  and  Sophia  May,  who  had  never  before  wit- 
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nessed  the  social  unions  of  courtly  life,  forgot  that  she  was 
only  a  subordinate,  and  thought  herself  in  the  seventh 
heaven.  She  was  standing  looking  at  the  quadrille  in  the 
children's  room,  when  Captain  Devereux  approached  her. 

"  Where  is  it  that  you  hide  yourself.  Miss  May  1"  he  de- 
manded, his  voice  drowned  by  the  music.  "  I  have  been  in 
this  house  going  on  for  three  weeks,  and  have  hardly  met 
with  you  as  many  times.  It  would  have  been  like  three 
months  had  you  not  been  in  it." 

The  blush  of  gratified  vanity  rose  to  Sophia  May's  face. 
Captain  Devereux,  brother  to  a  Countess,  and  son  to  the  Eight 
Honourable  Sir  Archibald  Devereux,  her  Majesty's  Home 
Secretary,  bore  to  her  mind  an  exalted  charm.  And  besides 
that,  in  the  very  few  meetings  they  had  held,  she  had  felt 
herself  irresistibly  attracted  to  him.  Her  heart  had  already 
learned  to  flutter  for  him  as  it  had  never  fluttered  for  Frede- 
rick Lyvett. 

During  this  stay  of  Captain  Devereux,  the  children  were 
more  in  their  own  apartments,  except  on  Sundays  they  did 
not  dine  at  the  luncheon-table.  He  was  so  loose  in  his  idea^f!, 
and  sometimes  also  in  his  expressions,  that  Lord  and  Lady 
Tennygal  kept  their  little  girls  out  of  his  society  as  much  as 
they  could.  As  a  matter  of  course  this  also  kept  the  gover- 
ness from  it.  But  they  had  met  oftener  than  "  three  times  :" 
that  was,  so  to  say,  a  figure  of  speech. 

"  What  do  you  suppose  makes  me  linger  here,  in  this  re- 
mote boghole  of  a  sister-kingdom,  and  in  this  precious  house 
of  it,  ever  in  an  uproar  with  children?"  continued  the 
Captain. 

"  I  do  not  know,"  answered  Miss  May,  blushing  deeper 
and  deeper. 
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Captain  Devereux  thought  he  had  never  seen  a  mote  lovely 
face  than  that  one  with  the  blush  upon  it,  and  his  eyes  said 
it  so  plainly  that  the  governess  cast  down  hers. 

'^  Then  you  ought  to  know.  It  is  you.  And  if  you  had 
only  listened  to  what  I  said  the  other  day,  instead  of  darting 
away,  you  would  have  known  it  then."  He  spoke  in  that 
insinuating  tone  which  none  knew  how  to  assume  better 
than  Theodore  Devereux.  It  had  won  its  way  to  many  a 
anore  experienced  head  and  heart  than  poor  Sophia  May's. 
"  I  am  sorry  if  you  thought  me  rude,"  she  replied.    "  Lady 

Eose  was  with  me,  and  she  is ^" 

"  A  quick  genius,"  he  interrupted,  "  and  might  carry  tales. 
'Was  that  what  you  were  about  to  say  1  Quickness  runs  in 
^the  Devereux  family.  I  am  wanted  in  Scotland,  where  I 
.made  an  engagement  to  go  shooting ;  I  am  wanted  at  Sir 
-Archibald's ;  I  am  wanted  in  fifty  places  j  and  I  cannot  tear 
myseK  away  fi:om  the  spot.  You  alone  are  keeping  me 
•liere." 

Captain  Devereux  knew  he  had  never  told  a  greater  un- 
truth in  his  life ;  and  he  knew,  also,  that  if  he  could  have 
got  away,  Miss  May  and  her  charms,  ten  times  magnified, 
would  not  have  kept  him  for  a  single  moment.  He  went  on 
improving  upon  his  assertion ;  Sophia's  heart  fluttering  more 
■and  more  with  every  word,  and  believing  it  religiously. 

"  And  I  am  a  fool  for  my  pains  :  for  I  cannot  afford  yet  to 
take  a  Mrs.  Devereux.     What's  the  matter  1" 

She  had  turned  aside  and  appeared  to  be  busy,  tying  the 
sash  of  a  little  girl.     Captain  Devereui  looked  round,  and 
saw  Lady  Tennygal ;  who  was  beckoning  to  him  from  the 
^oor  of  the  room. 

"  I  have  been  searching  for  you,"  she  began.     "  You  must 
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ask  Harriet  Ord  for  the  next  quadrille.  You  have  neglected 
her  all  the  evening/* 

"  Harriet  Ord's  a  scarecrow." 

"It  is  a  pity  you  think  so,  Theodore,"  was  the  answer. 
•*  I  believe,  if  you  chose  to  ask  her,  you  might  have  her  for 
your  wife  to-morrow.  I  am  sure  she  likes  you.  And  she  is 
so  amiahle,  and " 

"  Oh,  I  knew  long  ago  I  might  have  her  for  the  asking," 
carelessly  replied  Captain  Devereux,  "but  I  shall  not  try 
tJiat  on  till  everything  else  has  failed.  When  I  am  so  deep 
in  the  well  that  I  can  sink  no  lower,  I  may  go  to  her  and 
her  eighty  thousand  pounds  to  draw  me  up." 

"  Theodore,  how  can  you  speak  so  1"  asked  his  sister  in- 
dignantly.    "  Is  she  worth  no  more  to  you  than  that  ?" 

"Not  at  present,"  was  the  cool  rejoinder.  "As  to  her 
amiability — cela  va  sans  dire.     It's  the  best  part  about  her." 

"  Well,  come  and  dance  with  her  now." 

Captain  Devereux  followed  his  sister,  with  a  wry  face : 
but,  once  in  the  society  of  Lady  Harriet  Ord,  he  became  all 
smiling  attention.  Slightingly  as  he  had  spoken  of  her  to 
the  Countess,  there  was  in  his  heart  a  latent  conviction  that 
he  should  sometime  be  thankful  to  win  her  and  her  coveted 
money,  and  he  would  not  mar  his  chance.  In  earlier  days, 
years  ago  now,  they  had  been  thrown  a  good  deal  together. 
Captain  Devereux  put  forth  some  of  his  blandishments^  just 
to  pass  the  time  away,  and  had  gained  her  heart.  He  knew 
he  gained  it — and  then,  like  the  knight  in  the  once  popular 
song,  he  rode  away.  Lady  Harriet  was  not  handsome;  in 
fact,  she  was  rather  remarkably  plain ;  but  she  was  sweet- 
tempered  and  of  sterling  worth.  Heaven  help  her,  said  the 
world,  if  she  linked  herself  to  that  Theodore  Devereux ! 
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Lord  Tennygal  said  it :  but  Bessie,  blinded  by  sisterly  affec- 
tion, thought  it  would  be  all  that  was  wanted  to  reform 
her  brother.  She  only  knew  of  a  few  of  his  lighter 
failings. 

"  I  have  something  of  import  to  say  to  you,"  spoke  Captain 
Devereux,  seeking  out  Sophia  when  he  quitted  Lady  Harriet. 
"  Can  you  contrive  to  give  me  a  few  minutes*  interview  to- 
morrow?— or  on  any  subsequent  dayl" 

"  Were  it  anything  very  particular,"  she  began,  with  her 
blue  eyes  cast  unconsciously  down — "  but  still,  it  could  not 
be.  I  do  not  see  that  it  could.  I  am  in  the  schoolroom  all 
day,  and  the  young  ladies  are  with  me." 

"  Provoking  little  reptiles  1"  he  ejaculated.  "  Do  you 
never  go  out,  Miss  May  ?" 

"  Not  often,  without  them." 

"  Well,  I  must  see  you.  Look  here :  the  day  after  to- 
morrow will  be  Sunday.  You  can  stay  at  home  from 
church." 

"  But  I — I  shall  have  no  plea  for  staying  at  home.  Cap- 
tain Devereux,"  she  urged.  "  What  would  Lady  Tennygal 
think  r 

"  Let  her  think  what  she  likes.  I  suppose  you  have  a 
headache  sometimes  %  You  can  have  one  then.  No  doubt 
you  wUly  after  this  dissipation." 

Strange  to  say,  on  the  following  Sunday,  Miss  May's  head 
did  ache.  It  was  so  painful  as  to  preclude  her  going  out ; 
and  an  intimation  to  that  effect  was  conveyed  to  the  sympa- 
thizing Lady  Tennygal,  who  carried  her  some  aromatic  vinegar 
with  her  own  hands. 

When  the  family  were  departing  for  church,  the  Countess 
knocked  at  the  door  of  her  brother's  apartments,  which  were 
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on  the  same  floor  as  her  own.  "  Theodore,"  she  called  out, 
"  do  come  to  church  with  us  for  once." 

"Much  ohliged  for  the  invitation,"  he  answered,  from 
within.  "  I  shan't  be  np  till  you  are  back  again.  You  and 
Tennygal  can  pray  for  me,  you  know."  Yet  Captain  Deve- 
reux  was  up  and  dressed  then ;  and  his  sister,  with  a  sigh  at 
his  mockiDg  tone,  joined  her  husband  and  children. 

Surely  Sophia  May's  better  angel  was  away  that  day  I 
Otherwise  she  never  would  have  consented  to  the  clandestine 
interview.  It  was  sufficiently  harmless  in  itself;  but  it  laid 
the  foundation  for  much  deception,  that  was  destined  in  time 
to  bring  forth  terrible  fruit. 

She  sat  in  her  sitting-room,  Lady  Tennygal's  vinaigrette 
on  the  table  by  her  side,  and  her  handkerchief  saturated  with 
eau  de  cologne  in  her  hand.  Captain  Devereux  stood  by  the 
open  window,  listening  to  her  complaints  of  the  pain  her 
head  gave  her,  and  speculating  within  himself  upon  whethej 
it  ached  or  not. 

After  all,  he  wanted  nothing  particular.  ^Nothing  but  to 
pass  an  idle  hour  with  her,  and  assure  her  that  he  cared  for 
nobody  but  her :  that  he  never  had  cared  for  anybody  else 
in  the  world.  The  hour  passed  very  quickly.  From  hia 
post  at  the  window  he  soon  saw  Lord  and  Lady  Tennygal 
approaching  in  the  distance,  on  their  way  from  church,  with 
their  children  and  servants.  Captain  Devereux  tore  himself 
away  from  Miss  May's  fascinating  presence,  as  he  styled  it,, 
and  withdrew  to  his  own  room,  lingering  yet  a  moment  to 
reiterate  his  affection  for  her,  and  to  assert  that,  now  it  had 
set  in,  it  would  last  for  ever. 

Sophia  believed  him  all  too  readily.  "Hfe  sighed,  ha 
vowed,  and  she  believed  him,"  runs  the  old  song,  or  to  that 
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effect.  But  tlie  same  old  song  says,  '^  When  men  flatter,  sigh, 
and  languish,  think  them  false — I  found  them  so." 

Sophia  listened,  and  believed ;  her  heart  beating,  her 
pulses  thrilling:  her  whole  being  filled  with  one  intense 
passionate  love  for  Theodore  Devereux.  For  that  day,  at 
least,  she  was  sure  of  seeing  him  again,  for  they  would  pre- 
sently meet  at  the  dining-room  luncheon  j  and  the  bliss  the 
thought  brought  to  her  was  unspeakable.  After  to-day — ^well, 
Captain  Devereux  had  told  her  that  she  must  contrive  to 
meet  him,  or  else  he  should  die :  he  would  snatch  a  con- 
venient moment  to  wait  upon  her  in  the  schoolroom,  and  she 
must  take  a  run  in  the  grounds  occasionally  without  those 
little  brats.  Sophia  tacitly  acquiesced.  She  had  no  thought 
of  harm  in  doing  so,  or  that  harm  would  come  of  it.  The 
only  thing  presenting  itself  to  her  mind,  was  the  necessity  of 
concealing  it  from  the  knowledge  of  Lord  and  Lady  Tennygal. 
They  would  be  sure  not  to  approve  of  it. 

And  so,  with  her  eyes  open,  Sophia  May  entered  volun- 
tarily on  a  course  of  deception,  and  met  Captain  Devereux 
when  circumstances  permitted.  It  was  a  very  innocent 
beginning — as  she,  looked  upon  it;  but  it  was  destined  to  lead 
to  a  most  sad  and  distressing  ending,  of  which  the  world 
would  hear.  And  in  the  depth  of  her  later  despair,  she  could 
not  recall  one  single  point  of  self-excuse  or  consolation,  for 
she  saw  it  was  but  her  own  self-sophistry  that  had  misled 
her,  and  her  misplaced  faith  in  Captain  Devereux.  At  pre- 
sent all  seemed  pleasant  and  easy  and  innocent ;  these  first 
links  of  the  chain  were  so  light. and  specious — they  generally 
are  so — that  she  felt  them  not ;  or  dreamed  that  it  would 
coil  and  coil  gradually  around  her  until  its  later  links  became 
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as  desperate  weights  of  iron,  that  would  crush  her  to  death, 
or  worse  than  death,  in  their  folds. 

It  is  not  a  grateful  task  to  record  these  histories ;  and  this 
— ^it  has  been  already  said — is  a  true  one ;  to  trace  out,  or 
even  to  touch  upon,  a  story  of  folly  and  sin  and  crime. 
Sophia  May  met  her  evil  genius  when  she  met  Captain 
Devereux.  Whether  she  was  much  or  little  to  blame,  com- 
paratively  speaking,  in  these  earlier  stages  of  the  affair  when 
they  were  at  Parkwater,  can  never  be  known.  She  declared 
later  that  she  had  been  entirely  and  craftily  deceived :  but 
whether  she  was  less  deceived  than  she  wished  to  make 
appear,  inight  be  a  nice  question.  At  all  events,  it  was  one 
left  undecided. 

At  the  best,  the  tale  was  but  the  old  tale  :  one  that  had 
been  enacted  over  and  over  again,  and  will  be  until  time  shall 
cease.  A  false  man  and  a  credulous  woman  :  a  wedding  pro- 
mised for  "to-morrow,"  and  the  morrow  never  came.  It  is 
well,  oh  reader,  to  tell  these  stories  in  the  twilight,  when  the 
atmosphere  is  dim,  and  the  voice  is  lowered  to  a  whisper,  and 
the  faces  opposite  to  ours  are  but  imperfectly  seen.  The  world 
teems  with  such  histories :  and  though  we  may  profess  to 
ignore  them,  and  shut  our  eyes  to  them,  there  they  are  never- 
theless :  and  perhaps  it  is  best  that  some  one  of  them  more 
notable  than  the  rest  in  its  sorrow,  or  disastrous  in  its  results, 
may  from  time  to  time  be  recorded,  if  only  in  the  light  of  a 
warning. 

But  in  the  twilight ;  in  the  twilight. 
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SUSPICION. 

The  weeks  and  the  months  went  on.  Captain  Devereux  was 
still  an  inmate  of  Parkwater.  He  could  not  get  away  from 
it.  No  slave  ever  longed  for  emancipation  more  intensely 
than  he  longed  to  escape  and  be  in  the  world  again ;  but  he 
dared  not  venture  to  go.  Sir  Archibald  Devereux  remained 
obdurate :  one  or  two  dangerous  liabilities  he  did  settle  ;  but 
he  would  do  no  more  for  his  hopeful  son. 

That  Miss  May's  education  was  superficial,  and  her  culti- 
vation entirely  unsuited  to  the  charge  she  had  undertaken, 
would,  it  is  probable,  have  been  long  ago  discovered,  but 
that  chance  removed  from  her  the  supervision  of  Lady  Ten- 
nygal. 

An  illness  that  proved  to  be  a  lingering  one  attacked  Lady 
Tennygal  late  in  the  autumn,  and  confined  her  for  some 
months  to  her  room.  ^NTot  until  February  did  she  begin  to 
get  about  again.  All  this  while  had  Captain  Devereux  been 
a  fixture  in  the  house,  keeping  his  locality  quiet  from  his 
creditors,  yawning  through  the  dull,  dark  days,  and  bemoan- 
il^  his  hard  fate  at  being  condemned  to  vegetate  in  L:eland ; 
whm  no  diversion  of  any  kind  was  to  be  had,  save  that 
arising  from  his  snatched  conversations  with  the  governess. 
And  of  those  conversations  he  had  grown  tired  now,  sick  to 
death. 

Once  in  a  way  he  would  ride  over  to  Mrs.  Barry's,  the  aunt 
uf  Lady  Harriet  Ord.     Her  place  was  some  ten  miles  distant 
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There  he  would  spend  a  few  hours  in  her  company  and  Lady 
Harriet's,  suppressing  his  weariness  as  he  best  could.  But 
when  the  winter  had  given  place  to  the  early  days  of  spring ; 
when  the  hedges  were  beginning  to  shoot  forth  their  green, 
and  the  glad  birds  to  sing,  Captain  Devereux  resolved  on  a 
desperate  step ;  for  indeed  it  did  seem  to  him  that  without 
aid  from  some  source  he  should  be  condemned  to  this  fright- 
ful state  of  existence  all  his  days. 

"  I  have  done  it  at  last,"  he  gloomily  said  one  morning 
at  breakfast,  soon  after  his  sister  appeared  amongst  them 
again. 

"  What  have  you  done  T  inquired  Lord  TennygaL 

"  Gone  and  sold  myself —bones,  body,  and  flesh — to  Harriet 
Ord." 

"  You  don't  mean  that  you  are  going  to  marry  her  ?"  ex- 
claimed the  Countess. 

"  It's  nothing  less,"  said  Captain  Devereux.  "  I  could  not 
go  on  in  this  mummying  way  any  longer :  and  one  might  as 
well  be  an  embalmed  mummy  as  have  one's  legs  and  wings 
tied  as  mine  have  been  lately.  I  should  have  hung  myself, 
or  something  equivalent,  had  it  lasted  another  month.  So 
yesterday,  when  I  was  over  there,  I  told  her  she  might  take 
me  if  she  liked ;  and  she  snapped  at  it." 

"  It  is  the  very  best  thing  you  ever  did,"  said  Lord  Tenny- 
gal,  warmly.  "  If  you  choose,  you  may  now  become  a  decent 
member  of  society ;  Harriet  will  make  you  one." 

*'  She  ought  to  make  me  something — sacriflcing  myself  for 
her  1" 

"  Where  is  the  sacrifice  V* 

«  Sacrifice  !    She's  forty.'' 

'/  Ifozusense  I    You  are  six-and-thirty.  Tody.* 
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"  If  you  look  to  the  peerage,  you  will  see  that  Harriet 
is  eight-and  thirty/'  interposed  Lady  TennygaL  "  Two  years 
are  not  so  great  a  difference,  my  fastidious  brother." 

"  Yes  they  are,  when  they're  on  the  wrong  side.  Besides, 
look  at  her  Chinese  eyes,  and  African  mouth  !" 

"  For  shame,  Theodore !"  interposed  his  sister  warmly, 
"  She  has  neither  the  one  nor  the  other." 

'*  Can  you  call  her  a  beauty  ?" 

"  You  are  no  Adonis,  Tod,"  laughed  the  EaxL 

"What  has  that  to  do  with  it?"  was  the  ex-captain's 
growling  answer.  "  The  uglier  a  man  is,  the  more  the  women 
like  him." 

"  Theodore,"  said  his  sister  gravely,  "  you  have  been  be- 
having ill  to  Harriet  Ord  for  this  many  a  year  past,  unless 
you  have  all  along  intended  to  marry  her.  You  have  paid 
her  attention :  you  have  kept,  I  am  certain,  other  suitors 
away  from  her:  this  is  the  only  fit  termination,  and,  for  your- 
self, it  is  a  most  fortunate  one.  Were  I  you,  I  should  make 
the  best  of  it  instead  of  the  worst." 

*'  And  a  very  good  '  best'  you  may  make  of  it,"  added  the 
Earl.  "If  Lady  Hamet  has  not  beauty,  she  has  money 
and  good  temper :  somebody  whom  I  know  is  deficient  in 
both." 

"  It  is  t#  be  hoped  her  temper  is  good,"  snapped  Captain 
Devereux.     "  She  wiU  find  it  put  i6  the  test." 

Lord  Tennygal  glanced  at  him,  a  keen  glance,  and  spoke  in 
a  serious  tone. 

"  Devereux,  mark  me :  when  a  man  marries,  he  had  better 
resolve  not  to  try  his  wife's  temper,  for  his  own  sake  as  well 
as  for  hers.  If  you  cannot  bring  yourself  to  endeavour  to  make 
Harriet  happy,  it  is  your  duty  not  to  marry  her." 
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*'  What  a  row  about  nothing  T'  answered  Captain  Devereux, 
as  he  rose  from  the  breakfast-table.  ''  I  am  not  going  to  beat 
her." 

Lord  Tennygal  drew  in  his  lips.  But  for  his  wife's  presence 
he  would  have  spoken  out  his  indignation. 

"  By  the  way/*  said  Captain  Devereux,  halting  with  the 
door-handle  in  his  hand.  "  Be  so  good  as  keep  what  I  have 
told  you  to  yourselves.  It  is  not  to  be  announced  yet.  There 
are  reasons  against  it." 

"  Your  debts,  I  suppose,"  replied  his  sister. 

"So  just  keep  it  dark,  both  of  you,"  concluded  the  Captain, 
not  giving  her  a  direct  answer. 

On  the  following  day,  the  Earl  departed  from  Parkwater. 
Business  called  him  to  London.  His  wife  and  family  would 
remain  where  they  were  until  Easter,  when  he  was  to  return 
for  them. 

And  thus  a  short  while  again  passed  on ;  Captain  Devereux 
paying  visits  to  Mrs.  Barry's  two  or  three  times  a  week,  by 
way  of  courting  Lady  Harriet. 

It  wanted  about  a  fortnight  to  Easter  when  there  stood  one 
day,  in  a  somewhat  remote  part  of  the  park,  a  lady  and  gen- 
tleman in  conversation  so  earnest,  that  the  approach  of  a  car- 
riage across  the  greensward  was  unnoticed.  As  it  came  upon 
them,  however,  the  gentleman  started,  and  took  off  his  hat  in 
some  confusion.     The  lady  walked  away. 

The  carriage  contained  Harriet  Ord  and  Mrs.  Barry.  Mrs. 
Barry  only  had  noticed  the  talkers.  "  That  looked  like  the 
governess,"  was  her  thought ;  but  she  said  nothing.  "  How 

earnestly  she  was  talking  with  Captain  Devereux  1 and 

how  pale  she  looked  !" 

Captain  Devereux,  on  his  part,  gazed  with  amazement  aft^r 
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the  carriage ;  for  it  not  only  bore  the  ladies,  but  some  luggage 
also,  as  if  they  had  come  to  make  a  stay. 

"  She  has  never  been  asking  them  !  "  was  his  muttered  ex- 
clamation, as  he  hastened  to  the  house. 

The  ladies,  he  heard,  were  in  their  dressing-rooms  :  he  sup- 
posed Lady  Tennygal  might  be  in  hers.  There  he  found  her, 
with  her,  two  eldest  children. 

"  "W^hat  are  Harriet  Ord  and  her  aunt  here  to-day  for  T  he 
asked. 

"Ah  !*'  said  the  Countess  clapping  her  hands,  "  I  knew  I 
should  give  you  a  surprise.  I  begged  Harriet  not  to  tell 
you.  I  have  invited  them  to  stay  with  us  until  we  leave  for 
London." 

"  You  have  a  curious  way  of  doing  things,  Lady  Tenny- 
gal," was  his  ungracious  remark,  as  he  turned  on  his  heeL 

"Theodore,  stop  a  minute!  Have  you  been  in  the 
park  ?" 

"  What  if  I  have  T 

"  Did  you  happen  to  meet  Miss  May?  It  is  the  children's 
hour  for  walking,  but  Laura  says  she  went  out  without  them. 
I  do  not  understand  it.     Did  you  see  anything  of  her  T 

He  did  not  give  a  flat  denial,  for  Mrs.  Barry  could  have  con- 
tradicted him.     Collecting  his  wits,  he  answered  coolly  : 

*♦  Miss  May  %  Yes,  I  saw  her  sitting  down  near  the  trees 
by  the  cross-cut.  She  looked  ilL  I  went  up  and  inquired  if 
I  could  do  anything  for  her,  but  she  declined  my  services,  and 
marched  away.  It  was  just  as  Lady  Harriet's  carriage  drove 
by." 

"  I  think  she  is  ill,"  said  Laura,  "  she  looked  quite  white 
all  study  time ;  but  she  did  not  tell  me.  When  I  asked  her 
what  was  the  matter,  she  told  me  to  mind  my  lessons." 
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*'Poor  thing!"  exclaimed  Lady  TennygaL  "Perhapa 
she  has  one  of  her  bad  headaches  to-day.'' 

Now  the  substance  of  this  conversation  with  her  brother 
was  iimocently  repeated  by  the  Countess  in  Mrs.  Barry's 
dressing-room,  when  she  ran  in  to  say  that  Theodore  knew  of 
their  arrival.  It  roused  some  doubt — or  suspicion — in  Mrs. 
Barry's  mind.  For  she  felt  certain,  from  the  manner  of  both 
Captain  Devereux  and  the  governess,  that  it  was  not  a  mere 
inquiry  after  health  which  had  been  passing  between  them. 
Why,  then,  should  Captain  Devereux  say  to  his  sister  that  it 
wasi 

"There's  something  behind  this,"  thought  Mrs.  Barry* 
"  It  looked  to  me  as  though  they  felt  they  were  detected  in 
some  way.  I  will  watch  a  little — ^for  Harriet's  sake  I  wiU — 
for  oh  !  I  wish  she  would  break  with  him  !  She  is  blindly 
infatuated  with  Tody  Devereux:  but  I  know  he  is  a  bad 
man,  and  it  will  be  a  bad  day's  work  for  her  if  she  marries 
him." 

Mrs.  Barry  was  as  good  as  her  word.  Keen,  persevering, 
and  secretive,  she  was  the  very  one  to  ferret  out  a  secret. 
And  in  this  instance  she  was  urged  on  by  seK-interest :  for 
Lady  Harriet  Ord's  proposed  marriage  threatened  her  with 
the  loss  of  a  good  portion  of  her  income;  and  she  was, 
besides,  anxiously  uncertain  in  regard  to  Harriet's  future 
happiness. 

But  for  several  days  she  saw  nothing ;  and  the  matter  had 
nearly  passed  from  her  mind,  when,  one  evening,  soon  after 
the  ladies  had  left  the  dining-room,  Mrs.  Barry,  in  passing  a 
staircase  window,  caught  sight  of  Captain  Devereux  walking 
quickly  towards  a  grove  of  trees  on  that  side  of  the  park. 
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Why  had  he  left  the  dining-room? — ^he,  who  was  so  fond  of 
his  winel 

"My  dear,"  she  whispered  to  little  Eose,  when  she  went 
back  to  the  drawing-room,  "where's  your  governess  this 
evening?" 

"  Oh,  she  is  in  the  study." 

"  I  thought  shQ  was  to  have  come  down  with  you  and 
Laura." 

"  Mamma  did  ask  her,  but  she  said  she  had  our  exercises 
to  correct." 

Not  another  word  said  Mrs.  Barry.  She  glided  out,  saw 
that  Miss  May  was  not  in  the  study,  put  on  a  cloak,  covering 
her  head  with  its  hood,  like  a  true  Irishwoman,  and  she  also 
went  out  into  the  dusk  of  the  evening.  They  were  walking 
just  where  she  expected  to  find  them,  in  the  shady  path 
beyond  the  grove — Captain  Devereux  and  the  governess, 
Mrs.  Barry  halted  amid  the  big  trunks  of  the  budding 
trees. 

"  Well,  don't  you  do  anything^o  hazardous  again,"  he  was 

'W. 

saying,  in  a  reproving  tcyie,  and  Mrs.  Barry  caught  the  words 
distinctly.  "  Sending  a  peremptory  note  to  me  in  the  dining- 
room  that  I  must  come  out  to  you  here  that  instant  I  Sup- 
pose it  had  fallen  into  the  hands  of  Lady  Tennygal !  She 
had  not  quitted  the  room  five  minutes." 

"  I  wish  it  had,"  was  Miss  May's  answer,  delivered  in  a 
passionate  tone.  "  If  what  I  have  heard  to-day  be  true,  I 
wish  it  had." 

**  Now,  Sophia^  don't  give  way  to  temper.  We  can  both 
do  that,  on  occasion,  as  you  and  I  know,  but  this  must  not 
be  one.  Just  calm  yourself,  and  tell  me  what  you  are  com- 
plaining of." 
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***  I  want  to  know  the  truth/' 

"  What  about  V 

"  Have  you  proposed  to  Lady  Harriet  Ord  V 

"  What  in  the  name  of  wonder  put  such  a  thing  as  that  in 
your  head  ?"  he  asked,  in  a  voice  teeming  with  astonishment ; 
and  little  Mrs.  Barry  leaned  forward,  and  put  her  sharp  re- 
trousse nose  between  the  trunks  of  two  proximate  trees,  and 
brought  her  sight  to  bear  upon  the  parties.  He  was  stand- 
ing with  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  a  slouching,  favourite 
mode  of  his ;  and  the  poor  young  governess,  as  Mrs.  Barry 
<;ould  not  help  thinking  her,  was  gazing  at  him,  her  blue 
inquiring  eyes  starting  from  their  pale  lids,  as  if  she  would 
read  into  his  very  soul. 

"  One  of  the  little  girls  said  to-day  in  the  schoolroom  that 
Lady  Harriet  was  to  be  her  aunt — your  wife,"  she  slowly  said, 
with  a  catching  up  of  the  sobbing  breath. 

"  And  you  believed  it !  and  must  make  all  this  fuss  and 
haste  to  ask  me  l"  he  rejoined,  no  doubt  giving  a  word  in  his 
heart  to  his  sister — for  it  must  have  leaked  out  through  some 
imprudence  of  hers.  "As  if  you  could  not  have  waited  a 
proper-opportunity.'' 

"  Is  it  so  r 

"  iN'o,  it  is  not.  Harriet  Ord  would  like  to  jump  into  my 
arms ;  and  if  I  tacitly  allow  her  and  others  to  think  that  it  is 
within  the  range  of  possibHity  I  may  some  time  let  her  take 
the  leap,  why  do  I  do  it  ?" 

She  did  not  speak  :  only  stared  at  him  still. 

"  And  these  are  the  sort  of  thanks  I  get !" 

"  The  two-faced,  diabolical  wolf  in  sheep's  clothing  T 
heartily  uttered  Mrs.  Barry,  from  between  the  trees.  "  Oh, 
if  Harriet  were  but  here!" 

J— 2 
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"  If  they  told  me  to  my  face  I  was  going  to  marry  her,  or 
any  other  woman,  I  should  not  contradict  them,"  he  went 
on.  ^'A  nice  taste  a  man  must  have  to  marry  Harriet 
Ord  I" 

"  Were  I  sure  you  were  deceiving  me — ^that  your  atten- 
tions to  Lady  Harriet  are  real,  I  would — I  would ** 

"  You  would  what  ?"  he  asked,  his  manner  idly  indifferentw 
"  Let  us  hear." 

"  I  would  tell  all  to  Lord  and  Lady  Tennygal,"  she  an- 
swered, bursting  into  tears.  "  I  would  tell  Lady  Harriet  that 
she  must  not  be  your  wife,  for  that  you  have  made  a  solemn 
promise  to  marry  no  one  but  me.  I  would  tell  them  that  the 
banns  for  our  marriage " 

"  Sophy,  you'd  do  nothing  of  the  sort,"  he  interrupted : 
"  you  are  no  simpleton." 

"  If  it  came  to  such  a  pass  as  that ^" 

"  But  it  is  not  coming  to  it.  Lady  Tennygal  and  Mrs. 
Barry  and  all  the  lot  of  them — she  herself  included — are 
possibly  deluding  themselves  into  the  hope  that  I  shall  have 
the  old  Chinese  image ;  but  don't  you  put  yourself  in  a  fan- 
tigue  over  the  matter,  whatever  you  may  hear.  Time' enough 
to  call  out  when  you're  hurt." 

He  walked  away.  Mrs.  Barry,  who  did  not  choose  to 
leave  her  hiding-place  till  both  had  disappeared,  peeped  at  the 
governess.  Miss  May  had  seated  herseK  in  the  rude  garden- 
chaii ;  her  eyes  were  strained  on  vacancy,  seeing  nothing, 
and  her  whole  attitude  bespoke  pain  and  misery.  Suddenly 
her  mood  changed  :  and  a  frightful  expression  of  anger  arose 
to  her  face.  Mrs.  Barry  could  only  compare  it  with  that  of 
a  demon  at  the  play. 

Of  course  there  was  a  dreadful  hul)bub  ;  for  Mrs.  Bany, 
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though  she  waited  till  the  next  day,  did  not  bring  her  tale 
out  so  cautiously  as  she  might  have  done.  Accusings,  and 
denials,  and  counter-accusings,  and  reproaches,  and  oaths  :  the 
latter,  of  course,  from  the  angry  Captain  Devereux. 

Mrs.  Barry  persisted  in  her  story,  and  Captain  Devereux 
persisted  in  his — ^which  was,  that  Mrs.  Barry  must  have 
dropped  asleep  after  dinner  and  dreamed  it.  In  this  he  was 
supported  by  Miss  May :  she  affirmed  that  she  had  been  cor- 
recting exercises  in  the  study  at  the  hour  mentioned :  had 
never  quitted  it;  and  he  swore  he  had  never  stirred  out  of  the 
dining-room.  Poor  Mrs.  Barry  was  completely  dumbfounded ; 
especially  when  Lady  Harriet  Ord  expressed  her  opinion  in 
fJEtvour  of  the  dream. 


CHAPTER  VIL 


Sophia's  desolation, 


Passion-week  arrived,  and  Lord  Tennygal  with  it.  Very 
much  surprised,  was  he,  to  find  the  house  in  this  uncomfort- 
able and  undecided  state,  one  party  in  it  mutually  accusing 

« 

the  other. 

He  listened,  in  his  calm  matter-of-fact  way,  to  the  two  sides 
of  the  case.  His  wife,  when  they  were  alone,  actually  shed 
tears.  The  affair,  she  told  him,  had  so  worried  her,  between 
her  anxiety  to  do  what  was  right,  and  her  fear  to  do  what 
was  wrong,  that  she  felt  nearly  as  ill  as  ever.  Lord  Tenny- 
gal took  an  opportunity  of  speaking  to  his  brother-in-law. 

"  Devereux,"  he  said,  "  this  is  very  bad.  Lady  Tennygal'a 
governess  ought  to  have  commanded  your  respect.     Wei-e  it 
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not  for  the  dangerous  position  your  affairs  are  in,  you  should 
not  remain  in  this  house  another  hour." 

"There's  nothing  wrong,"  answered  Captain  Devereux, 
*^  nothing  at  alL  It  is  a  delusion  altogether.  That  old  mis- 
chief-making cat  fell  asleep  in  her  room  after  dinner  and  must 
have  had  a  dream " 

"  Psha,  man  !"  interrupted  Lord  Tennygal,  "  don't  attempt- 
to  palm  off  your  dreams  upon  me.  Mrs.  Barry  heard  Miss 
May  say  you  could  not  marry  Lady  Harriet,  hecause  you  were 
imder  a  solemn  engagement  to  marry  her.  She  said  something 
about  hanns.    If " 

"Mrs.  Barry  did  not  hear  her,  then.     She's  a ** 

"  Hear  me  out,  Devereux,  if  you  please.  If  you  have  been 
gaining  Miss  May's  affections,  under  the  promise  of  marriage, 
you  are  bound  in  honour  to  marry  her,  although  she  is  but  a 
governess.  If,  on  the  other  hand,  you  have  behaved  ill,  or  in 
any  way  compromised  the  poor  girl,  I  will  never  forgive  it ; 
and  I  hope  Lady  Harriet  will  not.  But,  whatever  the  truth 
is,  I  must  be  made  acquainted  with  it,  that  I  may  know  how 
to  act." 

"  I  have  given  my  word  once,"  sullenly  replied  Captain 
Devereux ;  "  I  don't  see  the  use  of  repeating  it  ten  times  over. 
I  deny  it  altogether ;  and  I  say  that  Mrs.  Barry  either  in- 
vented or  dreamed  it." 

"  You  persist  in  this  ? — to  me  1" 

"  I  do.     And  to  everybody  else.'* 

"  Then  I  must  take  another  course." 

"^Look  here,  Tennygal.  Mrs.  Barry  has  been  dead  against 
my  marriage  with  Harriet  from  the  first ;  and  I  don't  believe 
she'd  stand  at  any  invention  to  put  it  aside.  If  she  didn't 
dream  the  thing,  she  invented  it" 
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*'  This  is  all  you  have  to  aay  to  me  upon  the  point,  De- 
vereux  V 

"  Every  word." 

Lord  Tennygal  next  proceeded  to  hold  an  interview  with 
Miss  May.  He  spoke  very  kindly  and  considerately  to  her ; 
but  he  begged  her  to  confide  in  him,  to  let  him  know  the 
truth,  promising  that  if  she  did  he  would  be  a  friend  to  her, 
whatever  that  truth  might  be.  Miss  May,  however,  was  just 
as  impervious  as  the  ex-captain.  She  persisted,  as  he  did, 
that  Mrs.  Barry  must  have  invented  the  story  or  dreamed  it : 
and  Lord  Tennygal  was  puzzled. 

The  Earl  was  a  clear-sighted  man,  reading  people  more  truly 
than  his  wife  did ;  and  in  the  manner  of  both  Miss  May  and 
the  Captain  there  was  something  he  did  not  like — ^a  want  of 
sincerity. 

He  had  never  truly  liked  Miss  May  as  governess  to  his 
children  :  and  he  now  determined  that  she  should  not  remain 
with  them.  But  there  was  a  difiference  between  turning  a 
young  lady  from  his  house  summarily,  and  giving  her  due 
warning.  Which  course,  he  wondered,  would  the  real  facts, 
that  he  could  not  come  at,  justify?  Like  his  wife,  he  only 
desired  to  act  fairly  by  her  and  by  themselves.  If  it  were 
but  a  dream,  for  instance,  of  Mrs.  Barry*s,  they  would  keep 
Miss  May  until  she  got  another  situation  and  help  her  to  get 
one :  if  it  were  not  a  dream,  but  fact,  why  that  was  another 
thing.  He  must  try  and  discover  daylight  for  himself  since 
nobody  seemed  able  to  throw  it  upon  him. 

"  Who  were  Miss  May's  references,  Bessie  T  asked  Lord 
Tennygal,  proceeding  to  his  wife's  room. 

She  had  to  look  to  Lady  Langton's  letters  before  she  could 
answer,  and  found  that  Lady  Langton  spoke  of  a  Mrs.  Penryn^ 
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as  having  written  in  her  favour :  but  who  Mrs.  Penryn  was 
Lady  Langton  did  not  state.  x**" 

"  And  probably  did  not  know,"  oberved  Lord  Tennygal. 
"  She  is  the  laziest  woman  in  the  world,  is  Lady  Langton :  jus 
the  one  to  be  imposed  upon  with  her  eyes  open." 

"  There  was  another  recommendation  from  some  solicitors ; 
they  wrote  most  strongly  in  her  favour,  Lady  Langton  said. 
They  were  friends  of  Miss  May's  late  father's,  I  remember ; 
partners,  or  something  of  that.  Miss  May  was  staying  with 
them  at  the  time." 

"  Yes ;  let  me  see — what  was  the  firm  ?  Quite  a  first-class 
one,  I  know." 

The  Countess  ran  her  eyes  down  Lady  Langton's  letters. 
**  Here  it  is  :  Ly vett,  Castlerosse,  and  Lyvett !" 

"  I  shall  write  to  them,"  said  the  Earl.  "  Do  you  say  Miss 
May's  late  father  was  their  partner  V 

"  I  am  not  sure  about  that ;  he  was  a  solicitor,  and  they 
knew  him  well.  I  think  I  had  better  write  to  Lady  Langton, 
Frank." 

"  Do  so,  Bessie,"  was  Lord  Tennygal's  reply. 

The  two  letters,  one  to  her  ladyship,-  the  other  t«  Lyvett, 
Castlerosse,  and  Lyvett,  were  despatched  on  that  same  day, 
and  reached  in  due  course  their  destination. 

Lady  Langton  read  her  letter  with  some  concern.  She  was 
an  extremely  indolent  woman  in  general,  but  she  did  not  like 
the  thought  of  having  placed  a  governess  with  Lady  Tenny- 
gal about  whom  some  doubt  had  arisen ;  neither  did  she  like 
to  think  she  had  been  herself  deceived. 

For  once  she  bestirred  herself ;  driving  first  of  all  to  the 
address  that  had  been  given  her  as  Mrs.  Penryn's.  But  of 
Mrs.  Penryn  she  could  obtain  no  tidings  whatever.     Other 
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people  lived  in  the  house  now  (which  proved  to  be  a  lodging- 
house,  "sufficiently  respectable),  and  they  had  never  heard  Mrs. 
Penryn's  name.  She  might  have  had  the  drawing-room 
apartments  in  the  last  tenant's  time,  they  said ;  and  that  was 
all  Lady  Langton  could  learn. 

Her  doubts  growing  greater,  herself  more  angry,  she  ordered 
her  carriage  down  to  Lyvett,  Castlerosse,  and  Lyvett's,  and 
obtained  an  interview  with  Mr.  Lyvett  himself 

**  You  wrote,  unasked,  and  recommended  Miss  May  to  me," 
urged  Lady  Langton  wrathfully.  Conscious  that  her  own 
carelessness  was  to  blame,  she  naturally  wished  to  nnd  some- 
body  else  to  throw  it  upon. 

"  We  never  wrote  at  all  to  you,  madam,"  coolly  replied  Mr. 
Lyvett,  who  was  not  accustomed  to  be  spoken  to  in  this  tone, 
even  by  peeresses.  "  And  so  we  are  about  to  inform  Lord 
Tennygal,  from  whom  wq  have  received  a  communication," 

**  If  you  did  not  write  to  me,  some  one  of  your  firm  must 
have  written." 

"Your  ladyship  is  altogether  mistaken." 

"  But  the  letters  to  Miss  May  were  addressed  here,  to  your 
care,"  next  urged  Lady  Langton. 

"  Certainly  not,  so  far  as  we  are  aware,"  rejoined  Mr.  Lyvett. 
"  But  May,  her  father,  who  was  formerly  our  porter,  may 
have  had  letters  left  here  for  him  without  our  knowledge." 

"  Could  that  fact  be  ascertained  ?" 

Mr.  Lyvett  rang  his  belL  Upon  inquiry,  it  proved  that 
the  postman  had  received  instructions  to  deliver  all  such  letters 
into  the  hands  of  a  Miss  Jenkins,  next  door  :  who  had  for- 
warded them  to  the  Mays. 

Lady  Langton  went  home  in  a  fury.  Without  delay  she 
wrote  to  the  Countess  of  Tennegal,  candidly  informing  her 
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that  Miss  May  was  a  dreadful  impostor,  and  had  imposed 
upon  her  by  false  pretences. 

Mr.  Lyvett  wrote  also  to  the  EaiL  His  letter  ran  as  fol- 
lows : — 

"  My  Lord, — In  reply  to  the  communication  with  which 
you  have  favoured  us,  we  beg  to  acquaint  your  lordship  that 
we  know  nothing  of  the  matter  you  allude  to.  We  never 
had  a  *  partner '  or  a  *  friend '  of  the  name  of  May.  Until 
recently,  a  man  of  that  name  lived  at  our  offices  as  porter, 
but  we  found  cause  to  discharge  him.  This  occurred  last 
July,  and  we  know  notjiing  of  his  movements  since  that 
period.  May  had  a  daughter,  and  we  deem  it  not  impossible 
that  she  may  be  the  individual  who  has  imposed  upon  your 
lordship  by  a  false  recommendation  in  our  name.  She  was 
educated  above  her  station,  and  her  Christian  name  is  Sophia. 
"  We  have  the  honour  to  be,  my  lord, 
"  Your  lordship's  obedient  servants, 

"Lyvett,  Castlerosse,  and  Lyvett. 

"  The  Eight  Honourable  the  Earl  of  Tennygal." 

Both  these  communications  reached  Parkwater  by  the  same 
post.  Lord  Tennygal  read  Mr.  Lyvett's  letter  and  threw  it 
into  his  wife's  lap. 

"  Take  better  care  in  future,  Bessie,"  was  all  he  said.  "  Miss 
May  must  leave  to-day." 

So  the  whole  plot  was  discovered ;  and  there  remained  not 
a  shadow  of  doubt  that  Miss  May,  or  her  friends  for  her, 
had  cleverly  furnished  her  own  letters  of  reference. 

The  Countess  of  Tennygal  was  in  a  state  of  consternation. 
Easy-natured  as  she  was,  her  indignation  was  aroused  now. 
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She  would  not  see  the  governess,  but  would  depute  her  house- 
keeper to  pay  and  discharge  her.  ''  I  could  not  have  believed 
such  a  thing  possible/'  she  exclaimed.  I  have  heard  of  ser- 
vants obtaining  places  under  false  pretences,  but  for  a  gover- 
ness  to  do  so  seems  incredible." 

Lord  Tennygal  smiled  a  half  smile— perhaps  at  his  wife's 
want  of  knowledge  of  the  world. 

"  Many  a  governess  has  done  it  ere  this,"  he  said,  "  and 
many  will  do  it  again." 

"  But  they  can  have  no  principle." 

«  That's  another  thing." 

Lord  Tennygal  was  not  far  wrong.  There  are  governesses 
in  families,  even  now,  who  have  entered  them  under  auspices 
as  false  as  those  by  which  Miss  May  obtained  admittance  to  his. 

"  But,  Frank,"  resumed  Lady  Tennygal,  her  kinder  nature 
reasserting  its  sway,  "  this  does  not  prove  that  Miss  May  and 
Tody  have  been  talking  and  walking  together." 

"  Of  course,  it  does  not  'prove  it,"  returned  the  Earl,  with 
rather  a  doubtful  stress  upon  the  word.  "No;  and  we 
will  give  her  the  benefit  of  the  doubt,  Bessie.  I  think  I  will 
see  her  myselfc" 

"  Oh,  Frank,  if  you  would !  It  was  a  very,  very  wrong 
thing  to  do ;  but  I  cannot  help  being  sorry  for  her.  Per- 
haps she  had  no  friend  in  the  world  to  help  her  to  a 
situation." 

"  I  will  hear  no  justification  of  her  on  that  score,  Bessie," 
lather  sternly  spoke  Lord  Tennygal 

He  saw  Miss  May,  quietly  told  her  of  his  application  to 
Mr.  Lyvett,  and  its  result,  and  that  she  must,  in  consequence, 
leave  Farkwater  as  soon  as  she  could  conveniently  get  her 
things  packed — ^that  day,  if  possible,     j^ot  a  word  did  he 
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say  as  to  the  other  matter ;  and  Miss  May  thoroughly  under- 
stood that  the  cause  he  spoke  of  was  truly  the  cause  of  her 
dismissal.  The  circumstances  would,  of  course,  have  justified 
him  in  paying  her  only  to  that  period ;  but  Lord  Tennygal, 
generous  at  heart,  handed  her  a  cheque  for  the  running 
quarter— which  was  but  just  entered  upon. 

Sophia  received  it  very  meekly.  She  begged  of  Lord 
Tennygal,  the  scalding  tears  standing  in  her  blue  eyes,  not 
to  think  of  her  more  hardly  than  he  could  help.  It  was  a 
friend  of  hers  who  had  done  it  all,  not  herself;  and  her  only 
hope  now  was  that  she  should  yet  get  on  in  the  world  so 
as  to  have  no  need  to  trouble  friends. 

"Tm  sure  I  hope  you  will,"  said  his  lordship  heartily, 
"With  regard  to  references,  I  fear — I  fear  Lady  Tenny- 
gal  » 

"I  shall  not  require  references,  my  lord,"  interrupted 
Sophia.  "  It  is  not  my  intention  to  continue  to  be  a  gover- 
ness." 

"  Oh,  very  well,"  said  he.     «  That's  all  right,  then." 

He  wished  her  a  civil  good-bye,  even  shaking  hands  with 
her,  for  he  was  a  man  who  could  not  be  discourteous  to  any- 
one. But  Sophia  keenly  felt  the  fact  that  she  did  not  see 
Lady  TennygaL 

Captain  Devereux,  contriving  to  meet  her  in  one  of  the 
passages,  snatched  a  parting  word.  "  You  will  go  straight  to 
London,  Sophia " 

"No,"  she  interrupted,  "I  shall  go  to  Liverpool  And 
^he  very  day  you  join  me  there,  our  marriage  can  take  place. 
Which  church  is  it  that  the  banns ** 

"Hush!  here  come  your  pupils.  Good-bye,  Sophia, 
.Send  me  your  addresa," 
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So  that  was  over.  And  Miss  May  took  her  last  farewell 
of  Parkwater. 

But  Captain  Devereux  never  joined  her.  He  wrote  letters 
to  her  instead.  They  were  not  so  fall  of  sweet  phrases  as 
they  might  have  heen ;  hut  they  were  full  of  pitiful  hemoan- 
ings  touching  his  hard  fate,  in  being  obliged  to  hide  his  head 
in  that  '^  fearful  bog-hole/'  until  his  affairs  could  be  so  far 
settled  that  he  might  venture  out  of  it,  and  into  the  sunny 
English  world.  Sophia  May  believed  it  all,  was  partially 
pacified,  and  most  intensely  miserable. 

Captain  Devereux  decidedly  came  off  the  best.  He  2|ot 
only  imposed  upon  her  with  his  idle  tales,  but  he  succeeded 
in  persuading  another  credulous  heart  that  he  was  not  a  wolf 
in  sheep's  clothing,  but  a  falsely-accused,  harmless  lamb,  the 
victim  of  old  ladies'  after-dinner  dreams.  And  in  less  than  a 
month  after  Easter,  the  public  papers  recorded  the  marriage 
of  Theodore  Hugh  Devereux,  third  son  of  the  Eight 
Honourable  Sir  Archibald  Devereux,  with  the  Lady  Harriet 
Ord. 


CHAPTER  VIIL 

HARD   TIMES. 

In  the  first-floor  apartments  of  a  house  at  Erompton,  one 
winter  evening,  there  stood  a  lady  at  the  fire,  holding  to  it 
first  one  foot,  then  the  other.  Her  shoes  were  damp  and 
muddy;  she  had  only  just  come  in  from  the  wet  streets; 
and  her  bonnet  and  doak  were  not  yet  taken  off. 
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It  was  Sophia  May.  But  oh,  how  was  she  altered  !  Her 
once  blooming,  blushing  face  was  pale  and  thin;  it  had, 
besides,  a  sharp,  weary  look  upon  it ;  and  the  eyes  were  sad, 
as  though  she  had  passed  through  sorrow.  !N"o  one  could 
have  believed,  seeing  her  now,  that  less  than  two  years  had 
elapsed  since  she  quitted  Parkwater. 

She  had  passed  through  some  experiences  since  then,  and 
they  had  not  tended  to  give  her  cheery  views  of  life.  Life, 
indeed,  had  been  a  somewhat  hard  battle  with  her  ever 
since.  For  one  thing,  she  had  learned  what  the  faith  of 
man  was  worth ;  more  especially  the  faith  of  such  a  man 
as  Theodore  Devereux.  He  and  his  vows  had  proved  alike 
false. 

"  How  quickly  shoes  wear  out !"  she  exclaimed,  looking 
down  at  those  she  was  holding  to  the  fire  :  "  these  let  in  the 
wet  already.  I  must  afford  myself  another  pair  somehow. 
Somehow !  It*s  all  very  well  to  say  '  somehow,'  for  I  don't 
know  how.  If  the  man  won't  let  me  have  them  on  trust,  I 
must  wait  till  the  next  quarter's  accounts  come  in.  And 
people  pay  so  slowly  !" 

A  young  servant-girl  in  a  pinafore  came  upstairs  with  the 
candles  and  tea-tray.  **  If  you  please,  ma'am,"  she  said,  as 
she  put  the  tray  on  the  table  and  proceeded  to  light  the 
handles,  "  here's  a  gentleman  come  to  the  door ;  and  he  says 
if  you  are  Miss  May  he  should  like  to  see  you.  He  is  waiting 
down  in  the  passage." 

"  A  gentleman  ! — to  see  me !"  she  exclaimed,  feeling  sur- 
prised. "  Why,  who  can  it  be  ?"  she  added  to  hersel£ — 
"  Oh,  I  daresay  it  is  somebody  to  offer  me  a  fresh  pupil,  or 
to  ask  my  terms." 

She  threw  off  her  bonnet  and  cloak,  settled  her  collar^ 
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pinned  on  a  bow  of  blue  ribbons  which  lay  on  the  table,  and 
turned  to  the  glass  over  the  mantel-piece  to  smooth  the  braids 
of  her  hair. 

"  You  can  show  him  up  now,  Mary." 

The  visitor  entered.  A  young,  well-dressed  gentleman, 
«omewhat  given  to  display  in  the  matter  of  ornaments — but 
it  was  the  fashion  to  be  so  then.  He  was  of  light  complexion, 
with  a  good-natured  but  not  over-wise  cast  of  countenance, 
and  a  very  light,  scanty  moustache.  Approaching  her,  he  held 
out  his  hand. 

"  Sophia,  have  you  forgotten  me  1" 

For  a  few  moments  she  stared  as  though  she  had.  "  It  is 
not  Frederick  Lyvett !"  she  exclaimed  at  length. 

"  I  knew  you  would  remember  me.  I  was  in  the  cigar- 
shop  lower  down,  and  saw  you  cross  the  street  and  come  in 
here.  I  thought  I  could  not  be  mistaken,  so  I  came  and  asked 
for  you." 

"  At  the  first  instant  of  my  recognizing  you,*'  she  said, 
fiitting  down,  and  motioning  him  to  an  opposite  chair,  "  the 
amotion  that  rose  to  my  mind  was  one  of  pleasure  :  but  that 
is  now  giving  place  to  pain.  For  the  cruelty  of  your  conduct 
is  rising  up  fast  before  me." 

"  What  cruelty  ?"  he  returned. 

"  Mr.  Lyvett,  if  you  have  only  come  to  insult  me,  I  would 
ask  why  you  have  come  at  all  ?  I  should  have  thought  a  gentle- 
man would  not  be  guilty  of  doing  so." 

^  What  have  I  done  V  he  asked  in  amazement.  "  I  never 
was  cruel  to  anyone,  least  of  all  to  you.  I  think  it  was  you 
who  were  cruel,  not  to  leave  your  address  when  you  quitted 
the  old  place.  I  have  been  home  nearly  twelve  months,  and 
have  never  been  able  to  hear  of  you.     If  you  forgot  me,  I 
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never  forgot  you,  and  I  should  only  be  too  glad  to  renew  our 
former  friendship." 

The  young  lady  was  keen-witted,  both  by  nature  and  ex- 
perience. These  words  of  Frederick  Ly  vett's  caused  a  doubt 
to  arise  in  her  mind  whether  some  deceit  had  not  been  for- 
merly practised  on  her ;  or  whether,  indeed,  it  had  been  but  a 
misapprehension.  Ever  since  Frederick  Lyvett's  departure 
on  that  sea-voyage  that  had  separated  them,  a  very  sore  feeling 
had  lain  on  her  mind  in  regard  to  it  and  to  him« 

"  When  you  went  away  some  two  to  three  years  ago,  Mr. 
Ly vett,  you  pretended  to  me  that  you  were  sent  to  Valparaiso 
on  pressing  business." 

"  So  I  was." 

^'  But  as  soon  as  you  had  sailed  we  were  informed  that  you 
went  of  your  own  accord,  and  that  it  was  a  planned  thing: 
planned  that  you  might  break  with  me." 

"  Wht)  said  that  1" 

"  The  firm.  And  they  turned  my  father  and  mother  out  of 
the  house  the  same  day." 

He  sat  looking  at  her  for  some  minutes  in  evident  be- 
wilderment, and  she  at  him.  Light  seemed  to  dawn  upon 
him. 

"  Then,  by  Jove !  you  may  depend  that  it  was  a  planned 
thing.  Planned  by  them  against  us  both,  Sophia ;  planned  to 
separate  us.  If  I  had  but  suspected  this  at  the  time !  I  re- 
member it  did  seem  to  me  strange  that  I,  inexperienced,  and 
only  just  taken  into  the  business,  should  be  started  out  on  an 
important  mission." 

"  You  did  not  willingly — purposely — run  away  from  m^ 
then  r 

"  JSTo ;  on  my  sacre3  word  of  honour.     1  would  not  act  so 


PARKWATER.  81 

tieaclierously.  It  must  have  been  my  father's  doings — and 
James's.     I  owe  them  something  for  this." 

"  Were  you  away  long  ?" 

"  Eighteen  months.  What  with  their  keeping  me  there  on 
(I  see  now)  frivolous  pretences,  and  my  knocking  up  (which 
I  did),  and  a  cruise  I  took  in  the  South  Seas,  I  was  longer 
than  I  need  have  been.  But  won't  you  tell  me  all  about 
yourself,  Sophia?  What  did  you  do  after  my  depar- 
ture r 

"I  tell  you  we  were  turned  out  of  the  house  without 
notice." 

"  Upon  what  grounds  1" 

"  Only  that  you  had  visited  us." 

"  Shameful  of  my  father !  I  don't  know  a  more  arbitary 
man  than  he  can  be  when  he  chooses,  kind  as  he  generally  is. 
Where  did  you  go  T 

"  My  father  and  mother  obtained  another  situation  aftei 
a  little  while,  and  I  went  into  a  nobleman's  family  as  go- 
verness." 

"  That  was  pleasant.    Did  you  stay  in  it  T 

"  IsTot  a  twelvemonth,"  rapidly  answered  Miss  May.  "  My 
health  grew  delicate — governesses  are  so  overworked,  you 
know—and  my  friends  sent  me  into  the  country  to  recruit  my 
strength.  I  gave  up  all  thoughts  of  going  out  after  that ; 
everybody's  health  will  not  stand  it.  Now  I  live  here  and 
teach  privately  in  the  neighbourhood,  chiefly  music.  Some 
of  my  pupils  I  go  to  :  some  come  to  me.  I  was  coming  in 
from  giving  a  music  lesson  when  you  saw  me  just  now-" 

"  Do  you  live  here  aU  alone  V 

''All  alone.  I  have  a  sitting-room  and  a  bed-room.  I 
never  see  a  soul  but  my  pupils.     When  the  girl  said  a  gentle- 
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man  was  inquiring  for  me^  I  thought  she  must  be  mistakeiL 
Will  you  take  some  tea  with  me  V 

"I  cannot  stop  now.  We  have  people  to  dinner  this 
evening,  and  I  must  make  a  rush  in  the  fleetest  hansom  I 
can  catch,  to  get  home  and  dress  for  it.  I  will  call  again 
to-morrow.     I  must  tell  you  one  thing,    Sophia,  before  I 

go." 

"  Yes  1"  she  said,  rising. 

"That  you  are  very  much  altered." 

They  were  standing  face  to  face  when  he  spoke,  and  he 
had  taken  her  hand  to  say  adieu.  So  that  it  may  have  been 
the  earnest  and  close  gaze  he  cast  upon  her,  that  caused  her 
to  blush  crimson ;  a  deep,  hot,  glowing  crimson. 

"  Not  less  beautiful,"  he  added,  as  the  rich  colour  lighted 
her  features ;  "  do  not  think  I  mean  that :  but,  still,  greatly 
changed.     There  is  a  look  of  worry  on  your  countenance." 

"  How  can  it  be  otherwise  V*  was  her  answer.  "  Living, 
as  I  do,  apart  from  all  sympathy,  possessing  no  congenial 
fiiends,  and  with  an  uncertain  future  before  me?  I  can 
assure  you,  Mr.  Lyvett,  it  is  rather  a  hard  struggle  for  an  un- 
protected woman  to  get  along  in  the  world." 

"True,  true:  that's  worry  enough.  But  brighter  days 
may  be  in  store  for  you,"  he  added,  with  a  meaning  smile. 
"  Think  so,  Sophia." 

He  quitted  the  room,  and  Sophia  snatched  one  of  the 
candles  and  went  to  the  glass  to  survey  herself.  A  dissatis- 
fied expression  stole  to  her  countenance ;  but  as  she  pushed 
and  pulled  at  the  braids  of  her  hair,  and  stroked  them  in 
places  with  her  finger,  it  changed  to  one  of  complacent  vanity. 
The  meaning  of  his  parting  sentence  seemed  to  her  clear 
enough :  that  he  would  be  glad  to  renew  their  former  footing. 
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and  address  her  honourably  with  the  view  of  making  her  his 
wife. 

^^This  is  better  luck  than  I  dreamed  oi^"  she  said,  as-  if 
talking  to  her  image  in  the  glass,  ''  and  if  I  play  my  cards 
well — ^who  knows  1" 

But,  as  she  was  seated,  taking  her  tea,  reflection  forced 
itself  upon  her,  and  her  mood  changed.  Ought  she  to  allow 
a  man  of  honour  to  make  her  his  wife  1  Or  any  man,  indeed  ? 
None  knew  better  than  Sophia  May  that  there  existed  grave 
impediments  to  it.  She  sat  balancing  the  question  in  her 
mind.     It  was  a  knotty  one,  and  not  easily  solved. 

"  K I  could  make  sure  that  he  would  never,  never  know  I 
It  was  not  my  fault,"  she  passionately  added ;  "  and  oh,  it  is 
crael  that  my  whole  life  should  be  blighted  through  the 
wickedness  of  that  one  false  man !  Yes,  if  I  were  sure  that 
I  could  keep  it  from  him,  I  might  venture  to  be  Frederick 
Lyvett's  wife.  And,  once  his  wife,  I  should  be  sheltered 
from  the  storms  of  this  cruel  world ;  all  my  struggles  and 
mortifications  and  difficulties  would  be  over." 

Einging  the  bell,  she  sent  the  tea-things  away,  and  was 
about  to  sit  down  to  her  piano  when  a  knock  was  heard  at 
the  room  door. 

"  It's  that  dreadful  woman !"  she  said,  with  a  shiver. 
"  And  I  have  not  a  farthing  for  her !  I  wish  the  floor  would 
open  and  swallow  her  up. Come  in." 

The  landlady  entered.  She  had  come  to  demand  the  rent 
owing  to  her.  She  spoke  civilly,  for  she  was  a  respectable 
woman,  and  one  of  a  superior  class  of  life ;  but  her  tone  was 
cold.  She  disapproved  of  some  of  her  lodger's  ways.  She 
believed  that  Miss  May,  who  had  a  fair  amount  of  teaching, 
could  have  paid  regularly,  if  she  had  not  been  so  extravagant 
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in  dress.     Besides  tlie  rent,  she  had  other  debts  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood ;  as  the  landlady  chanced  to  know. 

"  Teaching  is  always  flat  in  winter,"  observed  Miss  May. 
"  Families  are  out  of  town." 

The  landlady  thought  that  the  class  of  families  Miss  May 
taught  in  were  not  out  of  town,  but  she  passed  over  the 
i^mark. 

"  I  have  come  upstairs  to  give  you  warning,"  she  said, "  for 
I  cannot  afford  to  go  on  in  this  way.  It  will  be  better  foi 
me  to  have  the  rooms  empty,  with  the  bill  up  and  a  chance 
of  letting  them,  than  to  go  on  increasing  the  debt.  To- 
morrow week  I  shaU  be  obliged  to  you  to  vacate  them :  and 
I  will  not  stop  your  boxes.  Miss  May,  which  I  might  do,  but 
trust  to  your  sense  of  justice  to  pay  me  off  by  degrees,  as  you 
can." 

The  speaker  left  the  room,  and  Sophia  May  placed  her* 
elbows  on  the  table,  and  leaned  her  head  upon  her  hands. 
She  was  in  a  dilemma.  To  leave. now,  might  spoil  the  new 
prospect  just  flashing  on  her  vista :  let  Frederick  Lyvett  know 
she  was  in  debt,  and  he  might  be  scared  away  for  ever.  If 
she  changed  her  abode,  the  shopkeepers  might  take  alarm  and 
be  down  upon  her  unpleasantly :  and  the  neighbourhood  she 
could  not  leave,  because  her  teaching  lay  in  it. 

"  I  wonder  if  he  would  help  me  1"  she  suddenly  said. 

Once  more  she  took  a  review  of  her  position  past  and  pre- 
sent, bending  her  knitted  and  aching  brow  upon  her  feverish 
hand.  From  her  father  and  mother  she  could  expect  no  help: 
in  point  of  fact,  she  did  not  even  know  where  to  look  for 
them  in  all  the  wilderness  of  London.  After  quitting  Mr. 
Lyvett's,  her  father  obtained  another  situation.  It  was  a  &r 
inferior  one ;  and  when  Sophia  sought  them  out,  which  was 
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not  for  some  months  after  her  departure  from  Parkwater,  a 
great  d^taste  for  the  poor  way  in  which  they  lived  took 
possession  of  her.  "  It's  of  no  good,  mother,"  she  said ;  "  I 
can't  reconcile  myself  to  come  down  here;  and  there's  an  end 
of  it."  The  mother  sighed.  "  It's  cruel  of  you  to  say  it, 
Sophiar ;  but  it's  all  along  of  your  edication.  It  were  a  great 
mistake.  If  we  had  but  brought  you  up  to  be  the  same  as 
us  !"  "  But  you  didn't,  you  see,"  returned  Sophia :  "  mistake, 
or  no  mistake,  it  can't  be  altered  now."  That  was  the  one 
only  time  Sophia  had  seen  her  father  and  mother.  She  told 
them  she  was  about  establishing  herself  somewhere  in  London 
as  music  teacher,  in  what  locality  she  did  not  yet  know,  but 
would  write  to  them  when  she  was  settled.  She  did  write — 
it  was  many  weeks  afterwards — ^and  the  letter  was  returned 
to  her  through  the  post  with  "  gone  away "  written  on  it. 
Sophia  rightly  guessed  the  cause  of  the  removal.  She  had 
seen  in  the  Times  the  death  of  the  master  whom  her  father 
then  served,  and  concluded  it  had  lost  him  his  situation. 
Since  then,  she  had  not  looked  after  them ;  she  had  not  had 
the  time,  she  told  herseK :  and  so  she  did  not  know  their 
address,  and  they  did  not  know  hers.  Her  Aunt  Foxaby  had 
died  while  she  was  at  Parkwater. 

No;  she  had  neither  friends  nor  help  to  look  to ;  only  her- 
8el£  And,  as  she  had  just  said,  getting  along  was  very  hard] 
As  Frederick  Ly vett's  wife — oh,  what  a  triumph  it  would  be  1 
how  all  would  be  changed  1 

And  there  was  only  one  single  hindrance  :  which  might  be 
no  hindrance  at  all,  for  it  might  never  be  disclosed.  I  could 
do  this,  and  I  could  do  the  other,  reasoned  Sophia  in  her  de- 
lusive hope.  Sophistry  beguiles  the  best  of  us.  Still,  but 
for  the  loose  principles  and  the  absurd  notions  instilled  into 
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her  mind  by  her  early  training,  including  that  of  the  Cater- 
pillar literature,  it  might  not,  in  this  one  grave  instance,  have 
beguiled  even  Sophia  May.  She  resolved  to  suppress  all  in- 
convenient remembrances ;  and  Frederick  Ly vett's  fate  was 
sealed. 

"  And  money  for  pressing  present  needs  I  must  have,"  con- 
cluded Sophia,  bringing  her  reflections  to  a  close.  "  He  must 
help  me.     I  shall  write  and  demand  it." 

She  put  her  writing  materials  before  her ;  wrote,  sealed, 
and  addressed  a  letter.  Then  she  drew  up  a  short  notice  to 
send  to  the  Times. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

THE  ADVERTISEMENT  IN   THE    "TIMES." 

In  a  desirable  quarter  of  a  fashionable  winter  watering-place, 
where  the  communication  with  London  is  speedy  and  oft, 
there  sat,  one  morning,  a  lady  and  gentleman  at  breakfast  in 
a  room  that  faced  the  sea.  Colonel  and  Lady  Harriet  De- 
vereux.  Upon  his  marriage  he  had  repurchased  into  the 
army :  hence  his  rise  in  military  rank. 

Lady  Harriet  was  plain — it  has  been  already  said — but  the 
goodness  of  her  face  and  its  subdued  look  of  sorrow  rendered 
her  an  object  of  interest  to  a  stranger.  Colonel  Devereux  was 
plain  too,  far  plainer  than  he  used  to  be,  with  his  disagreeable 
black  eyes,  and  his  dark  dissipated  face.  He  looked  much  on 
the  wrong  side  of  forty  now ;  older  than  his  actual  years ;  for 
which  he  may  have  been  indebted  to  his  irregular  life  and  to  his 
irregular  temper.  He  was  dressed  in  a  flowered  crimson-silk 
dressing-gown,  looking  rather  loose  about  the  neck ;  and  he 
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lay  back  in  an  easy-chair,  yawning  and  twirling  his  great 
black  whiskers.  Something  had  delayed  the  post  that  morn- 
ing, including  the  newspapers.  It  was  quite  sufficient  to  put 
out  the  Colonel;  to  render  him  more  morose  than  usuaL  His 
temper,  never  good,  had  grown  very  bad  indeed,  almost  un- 
bearable :  the  result  of  his  indulgence  of  it. 

Suddenly  he  took  up  his  cup,  drank  what  was  in  it,  and 
pushed  it  from  him  with  a  jerk.  His  wife  drew  it  towards 
her. 

^  You  need  not  give  me  any  more  of  that  trash.  I  have  had 
enough  for  one  morning/' 

"  If  you  would  come  in  earlier  and  go  to  bed,  you  would 
feel  more  inclined  for  breakfast,"  she  observed,  in  a  quiet  tone 
— one  that  struggled  not  to  show  its  long-subdued  resentment. 
**  It  was  four  o'clock  this  morning." 

He  did  not  condescend  to  reply,  but  leaned  forward  and 
pulled  the  bell.  The  servant  answered  it  in  hot  haste  :  he 
knew  his  master. 

"  Bring  my  meerschaum." 

"  Oh,  pray  do  not  smoke  in  this  room !"  pleaded  his  wife  in 
alarm.     "  It  makes  me  feel  so  sick." 

"  If  you  don't  like  it  you  can  go  out  of  it,"  was  the  civil 
reply.  "  My  meerschaum — do  you  hear  ?  What  do  you  stand 
staring  there  for  ?" 

The  servant  did  hear,  and  flew  away.  But  a  longer  inter- 
val elapsed  than  his  master  thought  necessary,  and  he  had 
rung  another  violent  peal  when  the  man  appeared. 

"  Is  this  how  you  obey  orders  V 

"  The  postman  came,  sir,  and  I  waited  to  take  the  letters 
from  him,"  answered  the  man,  as  he  laid  down  the  meerschaum, 
the  Times,  and  some  letters  before  his  master.     Glancing  at 
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the  addresses  of  the  latter,  the  Colonel  flung  two  of  thez^, 
with  a  most  nngracious  movement,  towards  his  wife,  opened 
the  third,  read  it,  and  put  it  in  the  fire.  Then  he  unfolded 
the  Times,  and  his  wife  took  up  the  supplement.  Her  eye 
glanced,  as  the  eyes  of  many  ladies  will  glance,  to  the  top  of 
its  second  column.  There  was  only  one  mysterious  advertise- 
ment to-day,  and  that  she  proceeded  to  read  aloud,  in  what 
she  meant  for  a  merry  tone.  Poor  thing !  she  strove  to  keep 
up  at  least  a  semblance  of  good  feeling  between  herseK  and 
her  husband,  but  hers  was  a  hard  lot.  One  with  a  less  endur- 
ing spirit  would  not  have  borne  it. 

"*7%e  Corsair,  A  letter  awaits  him  at  the  old  address. 
Something  has  occurred.  Mvst  send  for  it  without  delay,  Tou- 
jours  triste,  et  la  sonnette,^ 

"  What  nonsense  they  do  put  in  !"  she  exclaimed.  "  I  won- 
dQT  whether  the  persons  these  notices  are  meant  for  ever  see 
them  or  understand  them  I" 

Lady  Harriet  looked  at  her  husband  as  she  spoke,  and  was 
astonished  at  the  expression  of  his  eyes.  They  were  strained 
on  hfsr  with  a  half-incredulous,  half-angry  glare.  Not  so 
much  meant  for  her — at  least  she  thought  so — ^as  for  what  sho 
had  read.     Had  she  offended  him  by  reading  it  1 

"  What  is  the  matter,  Theodore?"  she  timidly  asked. 

The  Colonel  recovered  his  countenance. 

"  Matter  ?    Nothing.     What  should  there  be  T 

"  You  were  looking  at  me  so  fiercely." 

"  Well  I  might  be,  to  hear  you  read  aloud  that  folly." 

Her  eyelids  drooped,  drooped  to  conceal  the  indignant 
tears;  but  she  was  patient  still,  and  did  not  retort.  He 
seized  his  pipe  with  the  fine  name,  crammed  it  full  of  tobacco, 
lighted  it,  and  puffed  out  as  much  smoke  as  he  could  pufi^ 


PARKWATER.  89 

probably  with  the  hope  of  driving  her  away:  but  it  was  his 
usual  mode  of  smoking.  It  had  the  effect  desired,  and  she 
left  the  room.  The  instant  she  had  departed,  he  took  the 
supplement,  and  devoured  the  very  lines  she  had  read 
aloud. 

"  Cursed  bother !"  he  muttered.  "  I  must  send  for  that 
letter,  now !  I  thought  all  annoyance  &om  that  quarter  was 
over  and  done  with.  What  *  something*  has  occurred  1 
Unless 1  hope  it  has  !" 

He  was  still  gazing  at  the  lines,  as  if  the  gazing  at  them 
would  solve  the  enigma,  when  a  servant-maid  came  into  the 
room. 

''  Lady  Harriet  has  sent  me  to  ask  if  you  will  please  step 
into  the  nursery.  Colonel  V* 

"  What  for  V 

"The  Httle  girl  is  ill,  sir." 

"  What  good  can  I  do  if  she  is  T 

"  Her  ladyship  thought '' 

"I  can't  come  yet,  I  am  busy,"  he  sharply  interrupted. 
"  Leave  the  room." 

Yet  it  was  his  own  child  ! 

That  the  advertisement  was  addressed  to  him,  "The 
Corsair,"  he  well  knew,  and  he  took  steps  to  obey  its  behest, 
and  have  the  letter  from  the  old  address,  which  was  one  in 
town,  conveyed  to  him.  It  reached  him  safely.  He  shut 
himself  into  his  room  alone,  while  he  opened  it.  And  if 
you  are  curious  to  see  its  contents,  good  reader,  here  they 
aie: — 

"  You  must  help  me.    A  gentleman  who  was  attached  to- 
me  before  I  knew  you  has  returned  from  abroad,  and  is,  I 
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thmky  inclined  to  make  me  his  wife.  He  used  to  think  me 
worthy  of  being  so ;  he  does  stilL  You  have  calUd  me  an 
angel  before  now :  he  thinks  me  one :  and,  if  not  rudely 
undeceived,  it  will  be  une  affaire  finie.  I  have  several  press- 
ing liabilities  upon  me :  rent,  bills,  and  something  else  that 
you  know  o£  I  am  to  be  turned  out  of  these  rooms,  which 
I  occupy,  in  a  week,  because  I  cannot  pay.  If  this  is  not 
prevented,  and  if  the  debts  come  to  his  knowledge,  it  will  set 
him  thinking,  and  most  probably  startle  him  away.  Surely 
you  will  aid  me !  It  is  to  your  interest  to  do  so.  About 
seventy  or  eighty  pounds  will  suffice ;  but  it  must  come  to 
me  without  the  delay  of  an  unnecessary  hour.  If  I  can  only 
accomplish  this,  the  ambition  of  my  early  life  will  be  gratified, 
for  I  shall  be  raised  to  a  position  in  society.  Mind  that  you 
fail  me  not. 

"S.  M." 

With  a  darkened  brow  he  scowled  over  the  letter,  pulling 
at  his  black  whiskers — an  inveterate  habit  of  his,  especially 
when  put  out.  ^^She  raised  to  a  position  in  society!"  he 
scornfully  spoke.  ''  I  shall  tell  her  that  it  is  waste  of  time 
to  trouble  me." 

Opening  his  desk  to  write  a  refusal,  he  put  the  paper 
before  him,  and  dipped  his  pen  in  the  ink.  But  irresolution 
supervened,  and  he  rose  and  paced  the  room. 

"  She's  such  a  tigress  when  put  out,"  said  he,  politely. 
"  There's  no  knowing  what  she  may  do  if  I  refuse :  find  me 
out,  down  here,  and  come  bothering  me,  or  something  1  But 
it  is  for  the  last  time,"  he  added,  finally  sitting  down  to  the 
desk,  and  dashing  off  a  few  lines  rapidly:— 


PARKWATER.  91 

"When  we  squared  up  our  scores,  I  handed  you  the 
balance  in  a  lump,  as  you  desired.  K  you  have  spent  it, 
that  is  no  concern  of  mine.  The  prospect  you  allude  to  is  a 
lucky  one,  if  it  can  be  accomplished ;  but  it  is  impossible  for 
me  to  help  you  to  the  extent  required.  I  am  as  poor  for  my 
station  as  you  are  for  yours :  and  you  know  that  all  I  have  is 
my  wife's,  not  mine.  I  send  you  fifty  pounds ;  it  is  the 
utmost  I  can  do,  and  is  final. 

«  T.  H.  D." 

Miss  Sophia  May  received  this  letter  and  its  enclosure. 
She  paid  her  landlady,  to  the  lattefs  extreme  surprise,  told 
her  that  she  should  remain  in  her  lodgings  for  the  present, 
paid  some  other  claims,  and  went  on  swimmingly.  Frederick 
Lyvett,  who  held  a  share  in  his  father's  practice  now,  became 
a  constant  evening  guest:  she  received  him  with  pleasure, 
and  played  off  her  various  fascinations  upon  him  as  she  had 
done  in  the  days  gone  by.  Whatever  qualms  of  conscience 
had  at  first  pricked  her,  as  to  encouraging  the  hopes  of  this 
gentleman,  were  thrust  aside  for  good.  He  had  not  outlived 
his  partiality  for  music,  and  was  never  tired  of  standing  over 
her  while  she  played  and  sang.  And  although  Sophia  May 
lived  alone,  and  no  third  person  was  present  to  break  their 
interviews,  not  a  look  or  word  escaped  either  of  them  that 
Qie  most  fastidious  censor  could  have  found  fault  with.  Once 
"lie  wished  to  take  her  to  one  of  the  theatres  :  she  laughingly 
declined,  and  told  him  he  knew  nothing  about  propriety.  He 
tuged  that  he  had  formerly  taken  her,  and  where  was  the 
harm  %  Oh,  no  harm,  she  answered,  but  she  was  only  an  in- 
experienced girl  then,  little  acquainted  with  the  usages  of  so- 
ciety.    All  this  told  upon  Frederick  Lyvett :  her  perfectly 


93  PARKWATER. 

collect  manners,  her  apparently  higli  principles,  her  straggles 
to  maintain  herself  creditably,  and  her  success  (for  he  saw 
nothing  to  the  contrary),  the  shameful  way  in  which  she  and 
her  Mends  had  been  treated  for  his  sake :  all  this,  with  her 
sweet  singing  and  her  rare  beauty,  combined  to  render  her  in 
his  eyes  very  like  what  Miss  May  had  said — an  angeL  She 
pleased  equally  his  judgment,  his  taste,  and  his  inclination^ 
and  he  soon  began  to  debate  why  he  should  not  take  her  for 
good  and  all.  .  The  answer  suggested  itself,  that  she  was  far 
beneath  him  in  birth.  True ;  but  her  education,  mind,  and 
manners  would,  so  ho  reasoned,  adorn  any  rank,  so  why  should 
he  not  raise  her  to  his  1  Of  course,  there  would  be  one  ob- 
jection— ^the  opposition  of  his  family.  But  he  asked  himself 
the  question,  and  asked  it  very  often,  was  the  choosing  of  a 
wife  a  matter  in  which  a  man  ought  to  consult  his  family  % 
ISoi  a  dishonourable  thought  had  ever  crossed  Frederick  Ly- 
vett's  mind  in  regard  to  her. 

Upon  his  return  from  abroad,  it  struck  hiTn  almost  as*  a 
blow  to  find  Sophia  had  disappeared,  together  with  her  father 
and  mother ;  that  a  firesh  porter  had  long  been  installed  at 
the  ofiice.  What  had  become  of  May  1  he  asked.  May,  he 
was  briefly  told  in  answer,  had  left  them  and  taken  service 
with  another  firm.  Fred  Lyvett  found  out  the  firm — which 
consisted  of  one  gentleman  only — and  saw  May  and  his  wife. 
He  inquired  after  Sophia.  They  did  not  know  where  Sophia 
was,  they  said  ;  and  said  truly — for  it  was  before  she  called 
upon  them.  Sophia  was  out  somewhere  as  governess,  they 
told  him ;  her  first  place  was  in  Ireland,  in  some  lord's  family, 
but  they  had  reason  to  believe  that  she  had  quitted  it  for 
another.  They  had  not  heard  from  her  very  lately ;  and — 
that  was  all  they  knew,  or  had  to  say.     Some  weeks  after- 
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"wards,  Fred  went  down  to  them  again — ^for  he  could  not  for- 
get Sophia :  and  then  he  found  that  they  were  gone  away 
&om  the  place  in  consequence  of  the  death  of  the  master,  and 
nobody  seemed  to  know  where  they  could  be  found.  From 
that  time  Frederick  Lyvett  had  never  seen  anything  of  the 
porter  and  his  wife,  had  never  so  much  as  heard  the  name  of 
May  mentioned.  He  was  beginning  to  look  upon  the  past 
episode  in  his  life  as  a  thing  gone  by  and  done  with ;  was 
indeed  beginning  to  forget  Sophia,  until  that  most  fatal  even- 
ing when,  chancing  to  be  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Brompton, 
he  saw  her  pass  in  the  street.  And  so  the  old  acquaintance- 
ship was  renewed ;  and  now  he  was  more  madly  in  love  than 
ever :  and  Sophia,  on  her  part,  saw  her  aspiring  hopes  and 
dreams  drawing  nearer  and  nearer  towards  realization  as  the 
days  and  weeks  went  on ;  saw  it  with  a  glowing  satisfaction 
that  few  could  tell  of,  but  which  had  nevertheless  some  trem- 
bling in  it. 

But  in  that  interview  with  Mr.  Fred  Lyvett,  May  and  his 
wife  had  suppressed  the  cause  of  their  leaving  the  old  firm, 
had  said  nothing  of  their  summary  ejection.  In  fact,  they 
did  not  presume  to  allude  to  past  events  in  auy  way.  No- 
body else  had  enlightened  him ;  and  therefore  the  fieict — that 
they  had  been  turned  away  through  him — had  come  upon 
him  all  the  more  startlingly  &om  Sophia. 

He  questioned  her  somewhat  minutely  as  to  her  life  during 
the  interval  of  his  absence.  Sophia  parried  it  as  well  as  she 
could,  but  some  of  the  questions  she  was  obliged  to  answer. 
For  instance,  when  he  said  to  her  one  day,  "  What  was  the 
name  of  the  nobleman  in  whose  family  you  lived  in  Ireland  ?" 
she  could  not  pretend  to  have  forgotten  it ;  she  had  to  say 
Lord  Tennygal.     She  left  because  of  her  health,  she  told 
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him ;  and  after  a  long  respite  of  country  air,  when  she  was 
staying  with  an  old  lady  known  to  her  Aunt  Foxaby,  she 
came  to  the  resolve  not  to  be  a  resident  governess  again,  bu^ 
to  try  and  get  music  pupils.  And  she  told  it  all  so  arOesaly 
that  Fred  Lyvett  would  as  soon  have  thought  there  was 
guile  or  untruth  in  himself  as  in  her.  And  thus  the  months 
of  the  spring  went  on. 


CHAPTER  X. 

WARNING. 


Onb  evening  Mr.  Lyvett  sat  at  home  in  his  handsome  resi- 
dence at  the  West  End.  His  wife  and  daughters  were  out ;, 
Frederick  had  not  come  in  to  dinner  at  all :  and  he,  being 
alone,  had  dropped  off  into  an  after-dinner  doze  in  his  easy- 
chair.  The  entrance  of  some  one  aroused  him.  His  eyes 
were  only  half  open,  and  he  took  it  to  be  his  younger  son. 

"  I  say,  Fred Oh,  it  is  you,  James." 

James  Lyvett  drew  a  chair  near  his  father.  Mr.  Lyvett — 
a  very  courteous  man,  even  to  his  children — tried  to  shake 
off  his  sleepiness. 

" I  am  paying  you  a  late  visit,  father,"  began  James ;  "but 
I  have  just  heard  something  about  Fred.  It's  not  very 
pleasant.  I  thought  I  would  come  at  once  and  speak  to 
you ;  I  knew  my  mother  and  the  girls  would  be  out." 

"Nothing  has  happened  to  him — no  accident  with  that 
young  horse  he  drives  ?"  exclaimed  Mr.  Lyvett,  who  was  still 
but  half  awake,  in  spite  of  his  efforts.  "  He  was  to  havo 
gone  with  your  mother  and  the  girls  to-night,  but  he  did  not 
come  in  to  go." 
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**  "No,  no,  nothing  has  happened,"  returned  James,  in  rather 
an  impatient  tone.  ''  Do  you  remember  that  foolish  business 
of  Fred's — ^his  getting  himself  entangled  with  old  May's  girl, 
when  you  shipped  him  off  to  Valparaiso  1" 

"Yes.  "Welir  returned  Mr.  Lyvett,  noYf  very  wide 
awake. 

"  He  is  intimate  with  her  again." 

"No!" 

"  He  is.  Jones  came  up  to  dine  with  me  this  evening, 
and  he  told  me  of  it  after  dinner,  when  we  were  alone.  He 
heard  it  somehow." 

"  Where  is  she  1     How  did  Fred  find  her  ?" 

"  She  lives  somewhere  in  Brompton.  I  can't  say  how 
Fred  found  her  out.     Jones  did  not  know." 

"  What  is  she  doing  at  Brompton  V* 

"  Teaching  music,  I  believe.  Jones  knows  nothing  against 
her.     Fred  is  up  there  with  her  every  day  of  his  life." 

"  Well,  if  Fred  chooses  to  play  the  fool,  he  must,  that's 
all,"  testily  retorted  Mr.  Lyvett. 

"Yes;  but  he  has  no  right  to  play  it  and  disgrace  the 
family.     Jones  thinks  he  means  to  marry  her," 

"  Nonsense,  James !  Fred's  not  such  a  simpleton  as  all 
that." 

"  I  would  not  answer  for  him,  father.  The  girl  must  have 
obtained  a  pretty  good  hold  upon  his  mind,  for  him  to  renew 
his  intimacy  with  her  after  the  lapse  of  two  or  three  years." 

"  What  has  brought  her  back  to  London  ?  I  thought  she 
was  away ;  in  Ireland  or  somewhere." 

"  Fred  knows,  I  suppose.  I  don't.  Jones  thinks  she  has 
been  teaching  in  Brompton  for  some  time ;  has  got  a  tolerably 
good  connection  together." 
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"  rU  tell  you  what,  James Who  is  that,  coming  up- 
stairs r 

"  Fred  himself,  I  think.     It  is  like  his  step." 

"  Then  FU  have  the  matter  out  at  once,"  angrily  exclaimed 
Mr.  Ly  vett. 

Pred  himself  it  was.  He  came  into  the  room,  whistling, 
an  evening  newspaper  in  his  hand. 

"  Frederick,"  began  Mr.  Lyvett,  in  a  temperate  voice,  "  how 
is  it  you  were  not  here,  to  go  with  your  mother  and  sisters  to- 
night r 

"  I  did  not  intend  to  go,  father.     I  told  Fanny  sok" 

"  Where  have  you  been  1"    • 

"  Been  T  echoed  Mr.  Fred,  rather  astonished  at  the  ques- 
tion :  for  Mr.  Lyvett  was  not  in  the  habit  of  cross-questioning 
his  sons.  '^  To  lots  of  places.  A  fine  night,  James,  is  it 
notr 

"  Perhaps  you  have  been  to  Brompton  V* 
To  Brompton,  sir !"  repeated  Fred  in  a  dubious  accent. 
Here,  come  and  sit  down.     I  don't  go  to  bed  this  night 
until  you  and  I  have  had  an  understanding.     A  pretty  thing 
James  has  heard:  that  you  are  playing  the  fool  again  with 
that  Sophia  May !" 

"  Pray  who  told  you  so  1"  demanded  Frederick,  turning  to 
his  brother. 

"  That  is  of  no  consequence,"  was  the  reply  of  Mr.  James 
Lyvett. 

"  Have  you  renewed  your  intimacy  with  her,  or  not  i" 
sharply  interrupted  Mr.  Lyvett. 

"  Yes,  I  have,"  replied  the  younger  son.  "  I  do  not  wish 
to  deny  it.  I  have  a  very  great  friendship  for  her,  and  I  am 
proud  of  it." 
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''  Welly  she's  a  nice  iBdividoal  to  acknowledge  a  friendship 
for,"  sarcastically  cried  Mr.  Lyvett.  "  You  might  remember, 
Master  Fred,  that  you  are  speaking  to  your  fiBtther.'' 

"  Why,  what  do  you  take  her  for,  sir  V*  was  the  indignant 
question. 

"  For  old  May's  daughter  originally :  for  an  adventurer 
lately,  and  a  pretty  clever  one.  What  do  ym  take  her  for  1" 
added  Mr.  Lyvett,  looking  keenly  at  his  son. 

**For  one  of  the  best  creatures  that  ever  struggled  with 
an  unfortunate  lot,"  returned  Fred,  with  something  like 
emotion.  ''It  is  rather  too  bad  to  call  her  an  adventurei; 
father." 

^'  I  call  her  what  I  please  :  and  what  I  deem  to  be  appro- 
priate," said  Mr.  Lyvett. 

"  Her  beauty  and  virtues  would  adorn  a  throne,"  cried  Fred, 
going  quite  off  into  rhapsody.  "  She  was,  unfortunately, 
bom  in  an  obscure  sphere,  but  her  qualities  fit  her  for  a  high 
one.     I  only  wish  you  knew  her,  sir," 

"  It  is  quite  enough  for  one  of  the  femily  to  boast  of  that 
honouf,"  was  the  sarcastic  rejoinder  of  Mr.  Lyvett,  "  I 
should  like  to  ask  you  one  thing,  Frederick  :  what  good  do 
you  expect  to  come  of  this  ?  Do  you  think  it  is  creditable 
for  my  son  to  go  visiting  people  on  the  sly  ]" 

"  I  have  not  gone  on  the  sly ;  I  have  gone  openly.  Ex- 
cept that  I  have  said  nothing  about  it  at  home.  I  was  think- 
ing of  doing  that." 

«  Oh,  indeed  T 

"And  you  could  not  expect  me  to  be  very  open  on  the 
point,  sir,  after  what  you  and  James  did  formerly.  Banishing 
me  off  to  Valparaiso,  on  purpose  to  separate  us,  and  then 
turning  her  and  her  parents  out  of  doors." 
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"  I  had  nofhing  to  do  witli  the  Valparaiso  business/'  said 
James. 

"  Some  of  you  had,  at  any  rate." 

"  We  may  as  well  cut  short  the  discussion^  or  it  "will  last 
till  your  mother  comes  home,  and  it  is  of  no  use  worrying  her 
with  such  a  subject,"  said  Mr.  Lyvett.  "Frederick,  you 
must  give  up  this  nonsense.  I  must  have  your  word  of 
honour  upon  it." 

**  I  am  not  prepared  to  do  that,"  was  Fred's  reply. 

«  Why  r 

The  young  man  was  silent. 

"  Why  1 1  ask  you,"  irritably  repeated  Mr.  Lyvett. 

**  My  friendship  with  Miss  May  is  more  serious  than  you 
imagine,  sir.     I  wish  to  make  her  my  wife." 

An  ominous  pause.  Then  Mr  Lyvett  broke  it  with  a  mock- 
ing laugh. 

"  James,  go  out  and  get  a  cap  and  bells.  We  will  fit  him 
«out  for  Astley's.  He  shall  play  the  fool's  part  in  the  next 
new  pantomime.  Oh,  Fred,  you  had  better  go  to  school  again 
and  learn  wisdom !" 

"  A  pretty  pantomime  it  is,  that  he  is  enacting  now,"  said 
James,  with  a  contemptuous  look  at  his  brother.  "  I  am 
ashamed  of  you,  Frederick." 

^*It  is  a  man's  privilege  that  he  may  marry  whom  he 
pleases,"  said  Frederick. 

"  No,  sir;  he  has  not  a  right  to  marry  whom  he  pleases, 
when  the  step  will  disgrace  himself  and  his  family,"  retorted 
Mr.  Lyvett. 

**  My  femily  are  prejudiced,  or  they  would  not  deem  this  a 
disgrace.  I  acknowledge  that  Sophia  May's  birth  and  rearing 
are  not  eq.ual  to  mine ;  but  many  better  men  than  I  have  got 
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oyer  that  obstacle  in  manyiiig)  and  found  themselves  none 
the  worse  for  it." 

f  *  "We  will  put  her  birth  out  of  t^e^diseiBfision  if  you  will," 
sbid  Mr.  Lyvett ;  '^her  rearing  also.  There  iqn'a  more  serious 
obstacle,  Frederick.  Pray  are  you  awaore  »that  she  went  out  as 
governess  T 

"  Yes.     In  Lady  Tennygal's  family."      ■    . 

**  And  did  you  hear  how  she  got  in  there  1" 

'^  Got  in  V  echoed  Frederick.  '^  I  don't  understand  you, 
«ir." 

"  She  got  in  to  Lord  Tennygal's  house  by  fraud.  Gave 
^alse  accounts  of  herself;  forged  certificates,  and  all  that. 
Now  you  are  a  lawyer,  Fred,  and  know  how  that  can  be 
punished." 

^'  If  onsense,  sir !    You  must  be  under  a  mistake." 

"  I  am  under  no  mistake,"  returned  Mr.i  Lyvett,  **  One  of 
the  letters  of  recommendation  purported  to  come  from  us — 
Lyvett,  Castlerosse,  and  Lyvett.  Her  father  was  palmed  off 
as  a  dead  man,  but  once  an  eminent  solicitor  and  friend  of 
ours.  Other  recommendations  were  equally  false ;  and,  on 
these,  she  was  admitted  to  the  family.  Lord  Tennygal  applied 
to  us  afterwards,  and  to  Lady  Langton ;  who,  in  point  of  fact, 
was  the  first  person  imposed  upon,  as  it  was  she  who  saw  the 
'Certificates  and  engaged  Miss.  May ;  and  thus  the  plot  was 
laid  bare.  Miss  May's  services  in  Lord  Tennygal's  family  was 
•dispensed  with  the  same  day." 

"  But  Miss  May  could  have  known  nothing  of  these  false 
recommendations  !"  exclaimed  Fred  Lyvett. 

'*  Of  course  not,"  mimicked  hia  father.  "  They  dropped  in- 
to Lady  Langton's  hands  from  the  clouds,  just  in  the  nick  of 
need.    What  a  greenhorn  you  are,  Fred  !" 

7—2 
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^*  11  yon  knew  her,  you  would  not  suspect  her  of  such  con* 
duct,"  retorted  Frederick.     "  She  is  honour  itself.    Perhaps 

her  parents,  over  anxious,  may  have  been  tempted But 

I  have  no  right  to  say  this.  However  it  may  have  been,  I 
will  stake  my  name  that  she  herself  was  innocent." 

"  You'd  lose  the  stake.  There  can  be  little  doubt  that  she 
herself  furnished  them.  At  any  rate,  there  can  be  none  that 
she  was  a  party  to  the  -conspiracy.  I  forget  the  details  now, 
but  it  was  aU  plain  enough  to  me  at  the  time.  The  old 
Dowager  Langton  came  to  me  at  the  office,  and  we  went  into 
the  matter  together.  A  fine  rage  she  was  in  ;  threatened  to 
prosecute  Miss  May.  Steer  clear  of  her,  Fred,  my  boy :  she's 
too  clever  for  you." 

"  Of  course,  I  will  inquire  into  this,"  conceded  Frederick. 
''  But  I  am  perfectly  sure  she  will  come  out  of  it  as  bright  as 
crystal :  you  could  not  look  at  her,  sir,  and  believe  other- 
wise." 

"  You  need  not  talk  about  looks,  Fred,"  broke  in  James. 
"  You  never  could  read  people  or  countenances  in  your  life. 
You  know  it." 

"  I  will  answer  for  her  perfect  innocence  in  the  affair  before- 
hand," repeated  Frederick  to  his  father,  turning  his  back  on 
James.  "  What  other  people  did  was  no  fault  of  hers,  sir ;  and 
I  shall  not  allow  it  to  make  any  difference  in  my  intentions." 

"Then  understand  me,  Frederick;  you  must  choose  be- 
tween this  girl  and  your  family.  If  you  degrade  yourself  by 
marrying  her,  you  are  no  longer  one  of  us,  and  you  must 
leave  the  business." 

"That's  aU  talk,"  thought  Fred.     "Said  to  intimidate 


me." 


'^  Either  he  or  I  shall  go  out  of  it,"  added  Mr.  James,  in  a 
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detennmedy  hauglity  mann^.  And  he  rose  and  said  good- 
night to  his  father. 

It  broke  up  the  conferenoe.  Indeed,  Mrs.  Lyvett  and  her 
daughters  entered  almost  immediately. 

On  the  following  evening  Frederick  dashed  up  to  Brompton. 
It  was  of  little  use  his  going  in  the  day  time,  as  Miss  May 
was  then  engaged  with  her  teaching.     She  was  at  tea. 

''  Is  it  true,  Sophia,  that  you  knew  of  those  false  recom- 
mendations V  he  asked,  after  a  confused  and  hurried  account 
of  what  he  had  heard. 

*^  Oh  dear  no,"  replied  Sophia,  lifting  her  hands  in  horror 
&t  the  bare  idea.  ''  /  know  of  them  !  what  do  you  take  me 
for  %  My  Aunt  Foxaby  managed  it  alL  A  friend  of  hers, 
Mrs.  Penryn,  who  interested  herself  greatly  for  me,  wrote  to 
Lady  Langton  in  my  favour.  What  she  really  said,  I  know 
no  more  than  you,  for  I  never  saw  the  letter,  but  it  would 
appear  that  it  was  not  too  clearly  worded.  She  said,  I  be- 
lieve, that  my  father  had  been  attached  to  the  house  of 
Lyvett,  Castlerosse,  and  Lyvett ;  Lady  Langton  took  that  to 
imply  that  he  had  been  a  partner,  and  wrote  to  that  effect  to 
Lady  Tennygal.  The  first  intimation  I  had  that  anything 
was  wrong  came  from  Lord  TennygaL  I  had  been  there  several 
months  then,  and  had  given  satisfaction.  You  may  imagine 
my  surprise.  It  came  upon  me  like  a  blow ;  for  it  caused 
ihem  to  dismiss  me.  Nothing  underhanded,  much  less  wrong; 
was  intended  by  my  Aunt  Foxaby  and  Mrs.  Penryn ;  they 
would  not  be  capable  of  it ;  and  they  would  both  tell  you  so 
if  they  were  not  dead." 

'^  But  the  letter  of  recommendation  purporting  to  come  from 
Xy vett,  Castlerosse,  and  Lyvett  1"  pursued  Frederick. 

**  I  never  comprehended  that,"  acknowledged  Sophia,  all 
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faiiHspoken  candour.  ^^  It  was  always  a  pticzle  to  me.  My 
own  opinion  was,  that  no  such  letter  was  eyer  written  :  if  it 
was^  it  must  have  been  the  wo^k  of  some  enemy  who  wished 
me  ilL  I  did  not  seek  much  to  fathom  it ;  the  matter  alto- 
gether was  too  painful  to  me ;  and  where  was  the  use  when 
my  situation  was  gone  ?  I'm  sure,  I  thought  I  should  have 
fainted  with.grief  the  day  they  turned  me  away.  One  thing 
alone  bore  me  up— the  consciousness  of  my  innocence." 

"  If  ever  I  desert  her,  may  I  be smothered  1"  ejacu- 
lated Fred  to  himself,  in  an  ecstasy  of  admiration.  ''  I  knew 
it  would  prove  to  be  no  fault  of  hers.  My  father  is  so  pre- 
judiced that  he  would  impute  anything  to  her.  And  James 
is  worse,  for  he  is  as  exclusive  as  the  day.  TU  marry  her  in 
private  at  once ;  and  if  they  find  it  out,  they  must  storm, 
that's  aU." 

He  sat  lost  in  thought,  letting  the  cup  of  tea  which  Sophia 
had  handed  him  grow  cold  on  the  table.  Perhaps  Frederick 
Lyvett's  guardian  angel  was  secretly  struggling  within  him 
against  the  resolution.  Certain  it  was,  that  many  reasons 
presented  themselves  before  him  why  it  should  not  be.  But 
a  man  in  love  and  a  wilful  man  are  alike  hard  to  grapple  with  j» 
and  Fred  Lyvett  threw  doubts  to  the  winds^ 

'*  Sophia^"  said  he,  lifting  his  head  at  length,  '^  my  people 
at  home  are  regularly  set  against  us :  it  is  of  no  more  use  to 
ask  their  consent  to  our  union  than  it  would  be  to  ask  the 
Lord  Chancellor's.  I  see  nothing  for  us  but  a  private  ma|^ 
riage.  You  are  wearing  yourself  out  with  this  lesson-giviag  ; 
btit,  as  my  wife,  you  wiU  at  least  have  leisure  and  comfort. 
I  don't  take  anything  like  the  income  James  has,  but  I  get  a 
good  round  sum,  and  I  think  it  is  the  best  thing  we  can  do.'' 

Sophia  thought  so  toow    She  sighed  down  her  satisfaction^ 
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aoid  timidly  whispeied  that  she  would  '*  resign  her  will  to 
his." 

He  wQut  on  to  say  that  he  thought  she  had  better  give  up 
her  teaching  instanter,  and  go  down  to  some  quiet  place  in 
/tiie  country  where  there  was  a  rural  church.  He  would  come 
and  see  her  on  the  Sundays ;  and  when  things  were  in  readi- 
ness, say  in  a  month  or  so,  they  would  be  married.  Sophia  said 
YestoalL 

Then  they  began  to  discuss  arrangements ;  and  the  evening 
passed  rapidly  on  till  the  clock  struck  ten.  It  was  Fred's 
signal  for  leaving,  and  he  wished  her  good-night. 

Putting  her  feet  on  the  fender  when  he  had  gone,  she  sat, 
plunged  into  the  golden  visions  that  the  future  was  to  bring 
forth.  But  all  in  a  moment,  when  they  were  at  their  bright- 
esty  there  came  upon  her,  unbidden,  a  thought  of  a  different 
nature.  It  gave  her  a  fit  of  shivering,  and  she  shook  for  a 
minute  or  two  from  head  to  foot. 

"  Oh,"  she  cried  to  herself,  "  would  it  not  be  better  to  refuse 
him  even  yet,  and  go  on  as  I  am  going  1  Why  should  I 
shiver,  all  on  a  sudden,  like  this  1  Does  it  come  to  me  as  a 
wamingr 

On  the  following  morning,  when  Fred  Lyvett's  cab  waited 
for  him,  as  he  was  about  to  leave  home,  the  groom  having 
«ome  trouble  to  restrain  the  impatient  horse,  Mrs.  Lyvett 
called  her  son  to  her  side. 

*^  What  is  it,  mother  ?  I  am  in  a  hurry.  My  father  is 
already  gone,  and  I  shall  get  in  for  it  again  for  being  late." 

^'Only  one  little  minute,"  she  said.  ^^What  is  this 
whisper  that  I  have  heard  1" 

Fred's  cheek  flushed.  He  dearly  loved  his  mother.  He 
sat  doTvn  on  the  so&,  and  Mrs.  Lyvett  rose  and  placed  hmr 
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hands  on  his  shoulders,  looking  into  his  face  with  her  loving 
eyes. 

''  Your  father  has  been  much  put  out.  I  have  gathered 
enough  to  know  that  it  is  about  you — that  you  are  acquainted 
with  some  one  not  at  all  proper — some  one  that  you  say  you 
wiU  marry." 

"  That's  my  father's  version.     She ** 

"  Hush,  Frederick,  I  would  rather  not  enter  into  it.  I 
only  want  to  say  a  word.  You  are  aware  that  you  were  ever 
my  favourite  child.  I  have  loved  you  dearly — better  than  I 
did  the  others." 

He  laid  hold  of  his  mother's  hands  and  kept  them,  and 
she  leaned  forward  till  her  cheek  touched  his. 

"  It  is  but  a  little  word  that  I  wanted  to  whisper,"  she 
continued  to  repeat.  "  Dearest  Frederick,  remember  that  no 
good  comes  of  disobedience;  ne/oer  he  betrayed  into  U.  If 
your  feither  is  averse  to  your  wishes,  and  thinks  them  unsuit- 
able, wait  with  patience.  Bemember  your  duty  to  him,  and 
perhaps  time  will  soften  obstacles  and  bring  your  hopes  to 
pass.  You  know  that  he  has  only  the  interest  of  his  children 
at  heart.  Be  not  tempted  to  act  rebelliously  against  your 
parents,  for  no  good  would  attend  it.  It  is  your  mother,  my 
darling  boy,  who  tells  you  this." 

She  kissed  his  cheek  with  affectionate  earnestness,  and 
hurried  from  the  room,  wishing  to  avoid  further  mention  of 
the  topic,  then  and  always.  !N'ever,  never  did  she  think  that 
more  than  a  word  was  needed  by  him,  who  had  always  been 
80  considerate  and  obedient. 

Frederick  Lyvett  descended  to  his  cab,  and  drove  down,  to 
the  office  in  so  sober  a  style  that  his  groom  wondered.  He 
was  in  a  serious  mood  all  that  day :  should  it  be  disobedience, 
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tnr  should  it  not  %  fie  was  well-pimcipled,  and  had  hitherto 
l)een  affectionately  dutiful  If  that  unhappy  girl  had  not 
taken  80  deep  a  hold  on  his  heart ! 


CHAPTEE  XL 

A      STOLEN      MAROn, 

It  is  truly  strange  how  things  come  about  in  this  world  of 
ours !  A  few  weeks  subsequent  to  the  above  eventSy  Mr. 
Oastlerosse,  the  second  partner  in  the  house  of  Lyvett^  was 
seeking  for  a  clergyman  with  whom  to  place  his  son  to  read 
for  Oxford.  One  Saturday  morning  a  client,  who  was  at  the 
offices  on  business,  strongly  recommended  to  him  a  Mr.  Bal- 
four, the  incumbent  of  a  retired  parish  in  Surrey.  So  Mr. 
dastlerosse,  being  an  impulsive  man,  took  an  early  dinner 
and  went  down  without  delay  to  see  Mr.  Balfour.  Luck  did 
not  &vour  Mr.  Castlerosse :  Mr.  Balfour  was  gone  to  town, 
and  would  not  be  home  till  late  at  night.  So  Mr.  Castlerosse, 
unwilling  to  have  had  his  journey  for  nothing,  and  finding 
there  was  a  comfortable  inn,  telegraphed  to  his  femuly  that 
he  should  not  be  at  home  until  Monday. 

Mr.  Castlerosse  was  a  good  churchman,  rarely  missing 
^vine  service.  But  on  the  Sunday  morning  the  skies  were 
80  blue,  and  the  leaves  of  the  trees  so  green,  the  air  was 
altogether  so  refreshing,  and  the  country  so  lovely,  that 
perhaps  he  may  have  been  forgiven  for  strolling  and  sitting 
in  the  fields  and  lanes  instead  of  attending  church.  He 
never  forgave  himself  for  it  afterwards. 
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He  went  to  diurch  in  the  evening :  and  after  service  was 
over^  walked  home  by  invitation  with  Mr.  Balfour,  and  sat 
with  him  for  an  hour  or  two.  Upon  rising  to  leave,  he  in- 
quired, pursuing  the  thread  of  their  conversation,  whether 
Mr.  Balfour  would  not  go  to  town  with  him  by  the  early  train : 
for  the  clergyman  was  to  go  up  to  see  Mrs.  Castlerosse  and 
his  future  pupiL 

"1^0,"  answered  Mr.  Balfour.  "I  have  a  marriage  to 
perform." 

"  You  do  not  get  many  of  them,  I  expect^  in  this  little 
place,"  cried  Mr.  Castlerosse. 

^  "  Very  few  indeed.  These  parties  are  from  London.  The 
lady  has  been  down  here  three  or  four  weeks,  lodging  at  a 
fjBtrm-house." 

"  A  nice,  lady-like  young  woman,  she  seems,"  interposed 
Mrs.  Balfour  j  '^a  Miss  May.  The  gentleman  is  a  Mr. 
Lyvett." 

"May!  Lyvett!"  echoed  Mr.  Castlerosse,  recalling  the 
old  affair  and  the  shipping  off  of  Fred :  he  had  not  been  in- 
formed of  the  recent  trouble.  "  What's  his  Christian  name  ? 
What  sort  of  a  looking  man  is  he  T 

"  A  fair  young  man,  with  a  light  moustache  and  an  eye- 
glass. And,"  added  the  clergyman,  referring  to  a  paper, 
"his  name  is  Frederick.  Frederick  Lyvett  and  Sophia 
May." 

The  effect  this  information  had  on  Mr.  Castlerosse,  who 
was  a  most  excitable  man,  was  such  as  to  startle  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Balfour.  He  soon  explained  himself,  and  demanded 
that  the  ceremony  should  be  stopped. 

"  I  have  no  power  to  refuse  to  marry  them,"  observed  the 
clergyman.     "  They  are  both  of  age." 
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*'  Of  age !"  repeated  the  heated  Mr.  Castlerosse.  "  Heaven 
and  earth,  sir !  Don't  I  tell  you  it  is  a  horrible  runaway 
marriage,  that  will  ruin  Fred  for  life,  and  drive  Mr.  Ly  vett 
madr 

^'  They  were  asked  in  church  for  the  third  and  last  time 
this  morning,  and  both  of  them  were  present." 

"  Good  heavens !"  cried  Mr.  Castlerosse.  "  And  I  should 
have  heard  it,  had  I  only  been  there,  and  could  have  pounced 
upon  him !  Well,  sir,  I  tell  you  that  this  marriage,  if  it 
takes  place,  will  drive  his  father  mad,  and  give  his  mother 
the  heartache  for  life.  The  girl  is  no  better  than  an  adven- 
turess," 

But  still  the  clergyman  shook  his  head,  and  urged  that 
without  just  grounds  he  could  not  stop  it. 

Away  tore  Mr.  Castlerosse  to  the  telegraph  station,  ^o* 
body  was  there  who  could  send  a  message :  it  was  beyond 
houzs.  Mr.  Castlerosse  stormed  and  bribed,  and  a  porter 
ran  for  the  telegraph  clerk.  More  storming,  more  bribing : 
and  at  length  a  message  was  flashed  to  the  head  office  in 
London,  and  Mr.  Castlerosse  returned  to  the  inn  to  sleep. 

Erederick  Lyvett  was  also  sleeping  there.  For  as  Mr» 
Castlerosse  ascended  the  stairs  to  his  bedroom  he  saw  a  door 
opened  in  the  corridor,  and  a  pair  of  boots  thrust  out  by  an 
arm  in  a  shirt  sleeve.  Whether  the  half-dressed  gentleman 
saw  bin)  he  did  not  know,  but  he  recognized  Frederick 
Lyvett.  "Ah,  ah,  Master  Fred,  my  boy!", he  thought, 
"  you'll  get  a  pill,  perhaps,  instead  of  a  wife."  He  did  not 
attempt  to  see  and  reason  with  him.  Instinct  told  him  it 
would  be  useless.  He  prefeired  to  leave  that  to  Mr.  Lyvett^ 
who  would  be  down  by  the  earliest  train. 

At  six  o'clock  the  following  morning,  Mr.  Castlerosse  was 
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np^  and  away  to  the  railway  station,  where  he  had  the 
pleasure  of  sitting  on  the  bench  outside  for  nearly  an  hour 
before  it  was  opened.  With  the  first  appearance  of  a  porter, 
he  rushed  up  and  seized  hold  of  him.  The  porter  recognized 
him  as  the  gentleman  who  had  played  some  antics  in  the 
telegraph-office  the  night  before,  wanting  to  telegraph  up  to 

the  chief  office  that  no clerk  was  in  attendance. 

'^  What  time  does  the  first  train  get  in  here  from  London)" 
demanded  Mr.  Castlerosse. 

"  The  first  train  don't  stop  here,"  said  the  porter. 

**  Then  the  first  that  does  stop  % But  he'd  no  doubt  get 

a  special,"  he  added  to  himself. 

"  Well,  it  don't  get  in  much  afore  8-45.  It's  due  at  8*40  > 
but  the  steam  ain't  never  up  with  a  will  the  forepart  of  a 
journey.     It  a'n't  had  time  to  get  itself  up." 

"  8*45  !  That's  a  quarter  to  nine,"  groaned  Mr.  Castlerosse, 
'''and  they  are  to  be  married  at  eight !  I  hope  and  trust  he 
will  be  able  to  get  a  special.  Are  there  any  flys  or  coaches  to 
be  had  here  ?"  he  inquired  aloud. 

''  There's  a  man  as  keeps  one  fly.  He  don't  get  much  to 
do.  He's  a  blacksmith  by  trade,  and  he  ain't  often  called  out 
-of  his  foige  to  drive." 

"  Where  can  I  find  him  T 

"He  lives  a  rood  or  two  t'other  side  of  the  Wheatsheaf 
Inn." 

Away  walked  Mr.  Castlerosse.  The  blacksmith's  shop  was 
^easily  found,  and  the  blacksmith  was  in  it,  shoeing  a  horse. 
A  tall^  intelligent-looking  man. 

"  I  am  told  that  you  have  a  fly  for  hire,"  began  Mr.  Castle- 
rosse. 

"  A  one-horse  fly,  sir." 
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''  I  want  you  to  be  with  it  at  the  station  this  morning,  to- 
wait  for  a  gentleman  whom  I  expect ** 

*^  By  up  tiain  or  down,  sir  V*  interrupted  the  man. 

^  Down.  And  when  he  comes,  drive  him  with  all  speed  to 
the  church.  Be  in  waiting  there  directly  you  can  get  ready : 
by  half-past  seven  if  possible.  I  think  he  will  come  by  a 
special  train. 

The  blacksmith  looked  up  &om  his  employment.  "  I  can't 
take  the  job,  sir,  if  you  want  me  to  be  there  before  the  regular 
down  train.  I  could  be  there  for  that,  but  not  before,  I 
have  got  a  wedding  this  morning  at  eight  o'clock." 

"You  must  go  to  the  station,"  peremptorily  spoke  Mr. 
Castlerosse.     "  I  don't  care  what  I  pay  you." 

"  It  is  not  a  question  of  payment,  sir,"  civilly  answered  the 
man.  *'  I  have  engaged  myself  to  this  lady  and  gentleman,, 
and  I  would  not  do  such  a  thing  as  go  from  my  word.  I  take 
them  to  the  church,  wait  for  them,  and  take  them  from  thence 
to  the  station,  to  catch  the  quarter  to  nine  down  train." 

Mr.  Castlerosse  seemed  beaten  on  all  sides.      He  turned 

• 

crustily  from  the  unmanageable  blacksmith ;  went  back  to  the 
station,  and  charged  the  porter  to  tell  any  gentleman  who 
might  arrive  by  a  special  train  from  London  that  he  must 
make  for  the  church  without  the  loss  of  a  moment.  Then 
bending  his  steps  towards  the  churchyard,  he  paced  about 
amongst  the  gravestones.  In  his  state  of  excitement  he  could 
not  sit  still,  or  remain  away  from  the  chief  scene  of  action. 
A  little  before  eight  the  doors  were  opened ;  he  entered  the 
church  and  ensconced  himself  behind  a  pillar,  where  he  could 
see  and  not  be  seen.  There  were  no  signs  yet  of  Mr.  Ly- 
vett :  but  presently  the  wedding  party  came  in. 

The  bride  was  first,  looking  lovely ;  that  fact  struck  even 
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the  prejudiced  mind  of  Mr.  Castierosfife.  Who  on  earih  was 
conducting  her)  Mr.  Castlerosse  stared,  rubbed  his  eyes  and 
stared  again.  To  his  horrible  conviction,  his  unbounded  in- 
dignation, it  was — his  own  favourite  nephew !  A  medical 
student,  graceless  in  the  sight  of  the  rest  of  the  world,  pains- 
taking in  that  of  Mr.  Castlerosse,  whom  ^  had  had  thoughts 
of  benevolently  setting  up  in  practice;  the  good-looking, 
careless,  random  Charley  Castlerosse. 

Scarcely  had  the  clergyman  begun  the  service  when  Mr. 
Castlerosse  glided  forward.  "  I  forbid  the  marriage,"  he  said. 
*'I  can  show  cause  why  it  should  not  take  place." 

A  shudder  passed  through  the  frame  of  Sophia  May. 
She  did  not  know  who  caused  the  interruption,  or  what  plea 
was  going  to  be  urged.  Her  face  assumed  the  paleness  of 
the  grave,  and  she  bent  it  forward,  and  hid  it  on  the  altar 
rails.  The  bridegroom,  however,  turned  round  and  con&onted 
the  intruder.  Whilst  Charley  Castlerosse  never  turned  at  all, 
for  he  had  recognized  the  voice,  and  hoped  to  escape  unseen, 
only  wishing  there  was  an  open  grave  at  hand,  that  he  might 
drop  into  it. 

The  scene  that  ensued  was  one  never  yet  witnessed  in  that 
quiet  little  church ;  but  Mr.  Castlerosse  failed  to  show  any 
legal  grounds  for  delaying  the  marriage.  ^'  His  father  will 
be  here  directly,"  he  screamed ;  "  he'll  be  here  with  a  strait- 
waistcoat  ;  he's  coming  by  the  first  train !" 

Frederick  Lyvett  took  a  high  tone.  He  dared  Mr.  Castle- 
rosse to  show  just  or  legal  cause  for  his  interruption,  and  he 
dared  the  clergyman  to  stop  the  ceremony.  Mr.  Balfour, 
with  a  sigh,  opened  his  book  again,  and  Mr.  Castlerosse 
looked  vainly  out  for  Mr.  Lyvett.      There  was  time  yet. 
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Bow  was  it  that  Mr.  Lyvett  had  not  come)    Where  was  the 
special  trauif  « 

How  was  it,  indeed,  that  Mr.  Lyvett  had  not  come  %  On 
the  previous  evening,  the  family  and  servants  having  retired 
to  rest^  for  it  was  Mr.  Lyvett's  safe  and  good  old  custom  to 
l>e  up  last  in  the  house,  as  it  had  heen  his  father's  before 
him,  he  and  his  wife  were  preparing  to  follow  thenii  when 
Mrs.  Lyvett  spoke : 

"  James,  I  do  believe  Frederick  has  not  come  in !" 

"  My  dear,  I  told  you  that  Fred  went  out  yesterday  for 
some  days." 

"  Oh,  I  understood  you  to  say  until  to-night  only.  Where 
is  he  gone )'' 

*'  I  did  not  ask  him.  He  has  taken  his  own  course  lately 
with  little  reference  to  me.  Somewhere  in  the  country.  I 
expect  Charley  Castlerosse  is  with  him,  for  Rowley  saw  them 
in  a  cab  together,  with  a  portmanteau  or  two  upon  it.  They 
are  off  on  some  expedition,  I  suppose.  Fred  has  lately  been 
out  of  London  a  good  bit :  and  I  am  rather  glad  that  it 
fihould  be  so,"  added  Mr.  Lyvett,  significantly.  He  had  no 
idea  that  somebody  else  was  also  out  of  it. 

He  had  put  out  the  lights  and  taken  up  the  bed-candle- 
stick, when  a  tremendous  peal  at  the  hall-bell  echoed  through 
the  house. 

^  What  can  that  be  T  exclaimed  Mrs.  Lyvett. 

"  Some  drunken  fellows  passing.  I  wish  I  was  behind 
them."  But  there  followed  a  second  peal  louder  than  the 
first. 

"  Don't  go  down,"  cried  Mrs.  Lyvett.  "  Look  from  the 
window."  Mr.  Lyvett  took  the  advice,  opened  it,  and 
leaned  out. 
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"Wlioisthatr 

"  Is  this  J.  Lyvett,  Esquire's  T 

"Yes." 

"  Telegraphic  despatch,  sir.** 

"Who  from r 

"  Don't  know." 

Mr.  Lyyett  went  down,  and  returned  with  the  despatch  vet 
his  hand.  He  read  it  by  the  light  of  the  bedroom  candle,, 
his  wife  looking  over  him.  Sure  such  a  message  was  never 
sent  by  telegraph  before :  but  Mr.  Castlerosse  was  not  col- 
lected when  he  wrote  it. 

"Fred's  4pwn  here:  going  to  be  married  to-morrow  at 
eight  o'clock  to  that  serpent-crocodile.  Take  a  special  engine 
and  come  and  stop  it.  The  old  afGair  revived*  May,  the 
porter. 

"Henry  Castlbrossb." 

Mr.  Lyvett  was  in  a  cab  the  next  morning  betimes,  and 
had  nearly  reached  the  railway  station,  prepared  to  demand  a 
special  train,  when  in  putting  his  hand  in  his  pocket  to  get 
the  fjEure  ready  for  the  cabman,  he  discovered,  to  his  con- 
sternation, that  he  had  left  his  money-case  at  home.  This 
was  through  being  over-cautious.  He  had  put  the  case  out 
on  the  drawers  the  previous  night,  lest  he  might  forget  to 
change  it  from  one  suit  of  clothes  to  the  other  in  the  hurry 
of  dressing;  and  on  the  drawers  it  was  stiU.  He  had  to 
drive  back;  and  this  delayed  him  considerably  above  an 
hour.  The  clock  was  striking  eight  as  he  finally  drove  up  to 
the  station.  He  knew  that  the  train  must  be  then  about 
going  out 
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''A  first-class  ticket  for  Eaton/'  he  breathlessly  exclaimed, 
"throwing  down  a  sovereign.  " How  much  time  have  If*  he 
kidded,  as  he  took  up  the  change. 

"  None.    It  is  starting  now.     You  can't  go  by  it.     The 
express  leaves  at  ten." 

'^  I  must  go  by  it/'  he  said,  rushing  up  to  the  line  of 
carriages.     "  Hi !  stop  !  stop !    Porter  I  stop  !" 

"  Too  late,  sir/'  said  the  porter.     "  Train's  on  the  move/' 

^^  Open  a  door,  man !  It's  a  business  of  life  or  death. 
Open  a  door,  I  say.     Here !  all  right ;  never  be  known." 

Something  of  a  golden  colour  mysteriously  found  its  way 
into  the  porter's  hand,  and  a  door,  quite  as  mysteriously,  flew 
open.  It  belonged  to  a  third-class  carriage,  the  last  of  the 
train.     Mr.  Ly vett  scrambled  into  it. 

The  train  steamed  up  to  its  destination ;  that  is,  Mr.  Ly- 
vett's  destination;  steamed  welL  It  was  only  forty-one 
minutes  past  eight  when  it  reached  Eaton.  He  sprang  from 
the  carriage. 

"  This  is  a  first-class  ticket,"  cried  the  porter,  eyeing  him 
suspiciously. 

''  And  if  I  choose  to  pay  for  a  first-class  carriage  and  sit  in 
a  third,  what's  that  to  you  1    How  far  is  the  church  off?" 

"  Half  a  mile." 

«  Which  is  the  way  to  it  ?" 

'<  Out  at  the  back,  down  the  steps,  and  straight  along  up 
the  road." 

"  Any  carriage  to  be  had  V 

**  No.  Payne's  fly  was  here,  bringing  folks  to  the  train, 
bat  it's  gone  again." 

Mr.  Lyvett  rushed  madly  down  the  steps.  The  road  was 
l)efore  him,  and  he  could  see  the  church  spire  rising  at  a  dis- 
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tance,  but  it  looked  more  like  a  mile  away  than  half  one^ 
How  could  he  get  there  1  What  a  shame  that  no  conveyance 
was  in  waiting  !  The  knot  might  be  tied  then^  and  he  arrive 
just  too  late:  As  to  running,  that  was  beyond  him  :  it  was 
up-hill,  and  he  was  a  fat  man.  He  espied  a  horse  fastened  to 
the  palings  of  a  small  house  close  to  the  egress :  a  butcher^s 
boy  and  his  tray  had  just  jumped  off  it :  he  was  taking  the 
station-master's  wife,  who  lived  there,  some  steak  for  their 
dinner.  "Without  consideration,  Mr.  Lyvett  unhooked  the 
bridle,  mounted  on  the  horse,  and  urged  him  to  a  gallop; 
The  dismayed  boy,  when  he  had  recovered  his  astonishment, 
started  in  the  wake,  hallooing,  "Stop  thief!"  with  all  hi» 
stentorian  lungs,  which  only  made  the  horse  fly  the  faster. 
About  half-way  to  the  church  the  rider  came  upon  ISx* 
Castlerosse,  sitting  philosophically  on  the  top  of  a  milestone 
by  the  roadside. 

"Well?"  cried  Mr.  Ljrvett,  pulling  up,  as  speedily  as  the 
pace  he  was  going  would  allow. 

"  WeU  it  is,  I  think,"  grunted  Mr.  Castlerosse.     "Why 
couldn't  you  come  before  V* 
"Am  I  in  timer 

"!N"o,  you  are  not.  They  are  married  and  gone.  You 
couldn't  expect  to  be." 

-"  Are  they  really  married?"  gasped  Mr.  Lyvett,  his  arms 
dropping  powerless  with  the  news. 

"  They  are.  I  stood  in  the  church  and  saw  it  done.  I 
strove  to  prevent  it,  but  was  not  allowed,  /was  not  his 
fathet.'* 

Mr.  Lyvett  slowly  descended  from  the  horse.  To  encounter 
the  panting ,  and  abusive  butcher-boy,  who  protested  the 
policeman  was  a-coming  up  with  the  'ancuffs.     A  short  ex- 
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phn^tion  and  another  golden  piece  settled  the  lad,  and  sent 

him  riding  off  in  wild  glee. 

.   "  You  say  they  are  gone.     Where  V* 

'<  In  that  train  which  I  suppose  you  got  out  of/'  was  poor 
Mr.  Castlerosse's  testy  reply,  as  he  pointed  to  the  smoking 
eaiaiagte  whirling  along  in  the  distance.  ''A  more  deter- 
nuned,  obstinate,  pig-headed  man  than  your  son  has  shown 
himself  this  day,  I  never  saw.  It  will  come  home  to  him,  as 
sure  as  his  name's  Fred  Lyvett." 

^  As  he  has  made  his  bed,  so  he  must  lie  on  it,"  returned 
Mr.  Lyvett,  striving  to  make  light  of  his  bitter  grief.  But  not 
in  their  worst  anticipations  could  he  and  Mr.  Castlerosse  sus- 
pect how  very  hard  that  bed  was  to  be. 

And  meanwhile  Frederick  Lyvett  and  his  bride  were  steam- 
ing gaily  away,  having  won  their  stolen  march. 


CHAPTEE  XXL 

THE   COUNTRYWOMAN. 

There  appeared  one  day  before  the  gate  of  a  rather  handsome 
house,  some  little  distance  north  of  the  Eegent's  Park,  a 
countrywoman  carrying  a  child  and  a  bundle.  The  moment 
she  was  inside  the  gate,  she  put  the  child  down,  and  with  a 
movement  that  bespoke  fatigue,  led  him  to  the  door  and  rang 
— a  humble  peaL 

**  I  want  to  see  the  missis,  please,"  she  said  to  the  maid- 
servant who  answered  it,  her  accent  a  very  broad  one. 

"What  for?"  inquired  the  girl,  scanning  the  applicant, 
who,  however,  looked  far  too  respectable  for  one  of  the  beg- 

8—2 


116  PARKWATER. 

ging  firatemity.     '*  My  mistress  is  not  at  liberty  to  anybody 
this  morning.     I  can't  admit  you." 

"  Then  I  must  sit  down  with  the  child  on  this  here  step, 
and  wait  till  she  can  see  me/'  returned  the  woman^  in  a  per- 
fectly civil,  but  determined  voice. 

"  It's  not  of  any  use  your  waiting.  This  is  the  day  the 
new  people  come  in,  and  the  rooms  are  not  ready  for  them,  in 
consequence  of  the  mistress  being  called  from  home  last  week 
to  stop  with  her  sister,  who  was  taken  ilL  Me  and  the  cook 
and  missus  are  all  busy,  and  she  can't  be  interrupted." 

"  I'm  sorry  to  hinder  work,"  returned  the  stranger,  '*  but 
it's  your  missis's  own  fault,  for  changing  her  house  and  never 
telling  me.  If  it's  not  convenient  for  me  to  sit  down  in  the 
kitchen,  PU  wait  here ;  but  see  her  I  must,  for  this  is  a'most 
my  last  day.  Perhaps,  young  woman,  you'd  be  so  obleeging 
as  mention  that  it's  Mrs.  Thrupp,  with  little  Ean  1" 

The  servant  began  to  think  she  might  be  doing  wrong  to 
refuse,  the  more  especially  as  the  woman  alluded  to  things 
which  she  did  not  comprehend;  and,  leaving  the  visitor 
standing  there,  proceeded  to  inform  her  mistress.  She  re- 
turned almost  immediately. 

'^  Ton  axe  to  walk  in,"  she  said ;  *'  but  my  mistress  says 
she  does  not  know  anybody  of  your  name." 

The  countrywoman  was  shown  into  a  well-furnished  par- 
lour, and  Mrs.  Cooke  came  to  her — a  tall,  stately  widow  lady, 
in  a  black  silk  dress  that  rustled  as  she  walked.  She  had 
recently  lost  her  husband,  and  with  him  a  large  portion  of 
her  income.  Unwilling  to  vacate  her  house,  which  was  her 
own,  and  by  far  too  large  for  her  reduced  means,  she  had 
come  to  the  resolution  of  letting  part  of  it  if  she  could  find 
any  friends  to  come  to  it.    And  this  she  had  done. 
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The  countrywoman  dropped  a  curtsey.  '*  I  should  be  glad^ 
mmn,  if  you  please,  to  see  the  missis." 

'^  I  am  the  mistress,"  answered  Mrs.  Cooke. 

The  stranger  looked  confounded.  She  put  the  child  down, 
whom  she  had  again  taken  in  her  arms,  telling  him  to  be 
still :  but  indeed  he  seemed  to  be  a  quiet,  tractable  little 
fellow.  Searching  in  her  pocket,  she  drew  forth  a  piece  of 
paper. 

"  Be  so  obleeging  as  to  read  it,  mum,"  she  said.  "  That's 
the  direction  as  they  give  me,  and  Tm  sure  I  thought  I  had 
come  right.  If  not,  perhaps  you'd  be  good  enough  to  direct 
me,  for  Pm  a'most  moithered  in  this  great  Lunnon  town,  and 
half  dead  a-carrying  of  the  child.  There  seems  to  be  no  end 
to  the  streets  and  roads  and  turnings." 

^'  This  is  my  address,  certainly,"  said  the  lady,  looking  at 
the  paper.  "  Who  gave  it  you  %  What  is  your  business  %  I 
have  Hved  here  many  years.     I  am  Mrs.  Cooke." 

"  The  lady  I  want  is  not  you  at  all,  mum.  She  is  young. 
They  told  me  she  lived  here.  She  used  to  live  there,"  show- 
ing the  back  of  a  letter,  ''  and  that's  where  I  went  after  her, 
yesterday.  But  the  people  there  said  she  had  left  them  ever 
80  many  weeks  back,  and  had  got  a  house  of  her  own,  and 
they  wrote  down  the  address  for  me.  They  said,  mum,  that 
they  only  knew  it  by  the  man  as  came  for  her  piano  telling 
them  where  he  was  going  to  take  it  to,  for  she  did  not  tell 
them  herself" 

"  Now  it  is  explained,"  said  Mrs.  Cooke.  "  The  lady  you 
speak  of  has  taken  part  of  my  house — Mrs.  Lyvett." 

"  That's  not  the  name,"  quickly  observed  the  woman. 
"Perhaps  not  the  one  you  knew  her  by.       She  is  just 
manied." 
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*^  Married  again,  is  she !  Well,  mum,  I  must  see  heri  if 
you  please." 

'^  She  is  not  here  yet.  They  are  in  the  country,  and  are 
coming  home  to-day.*' 

''That's  had  news  for  me,"  said  the  stranger,  after  a  pause. 
*'  What  time  is  she  expected  V* 

"  It  is  uncertain.  Prohably  not  much  before  six.  They 
have  ordered  dinner  for  that  hour." 

''  Good  patience  !  what  am  I  to  dp  T*  exclaimed  the  woman. 
''  And  the  ship  a-going  to  sail  on  Saturday,  and  not  a  thing 
yet  got  together  !  Good  lady  I  if  you'd  let  me  leave  them 
with  you !" 

"Leave  what r 

''  The  child  and  his  bundle  of  things,  and  a  little  matter  of 
money  I  have  got  to  return." 

"  My  good  woman,"  said  Mrs.  Cooke,  "  I  do  not  understand 
you.     Leave  them  for  what  purpose  V 

''To  hand  over  to — what  did  you  please  to  say  her  name 
was  now  V* 

"  Mrs.  Lyvett." 

"  Ay,  Mrs.  Lyvett !  I  am  a  rare  bad  one  at  minding  names. 
He's  a  year  and  nine  months  old,  and  we  have  had  the  care 
of  him  since  he  was  quite  an  infant.  But  now,  me  and  my 
husband  have  joined  the  Land  Emigrant  Society  to  Sydney^ 
and  I  can't  keep  him  no  longer." 

"  Whose  child  is  it  ?"  inquired  the  astonished  Mrs.  Cooke. 

*'  Well,  ma'am,  that  has  never  been  told  to  us  quite  direct. 
The  lady  did  not  say.  His  father,  poor  little  fellow^  was 
abroad  fighting,  she  said.     He  have  died  since." 

The  woman  stopped  to  wipe  her  hot  fEice ;  Mrs.  Cooke  lis- 
tened in  a  maze  of  perplexity. 
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(  ••A  month  or  more  ago,"  proceeded  the  woman,  "there 
came  a  man  down  to  our  country,  mum ;  a  agent,  they  called 
him,  of  the  Foreign  Land  Society,  and  he  persuaded  a  many 
of  us  to  go  out ;  so  I  wrote  to  tell  the  lady  of  it,  and  that  she 
must  find  another  place  for  little  Bandy.  No  answer  came, 
mum,  and  we  wrote  again,  and  then  we  wrote  a  third  time  ; 
and  still  no  notice  was  took.  Very  ill-convenient  it  was  for 
me  to  keep  him  while  we  sold  off  our  things  and  journeyed 
up  here ;  but  what  was  I  to  do  ?  We  got  up  yesterday,  and 
I  went  to  the  place  where  she  used  to  live,  and  found  she  had 
moved  from  there,  and  had  come  here." 

<<I  think  there  must  be  some  mistake,"  returned  Mrs. 
Cooke,  wondering  greatly.  "I  do  not  believe  we  can  be 
apeaking  of  the  same  person." 

'  '^  Oh,  yes,  we  are,  mum.  Leastways,  I  should  think  so.  I 
saw  our  own  letters  awaiting  there  on  the  mantel-shel£  She 
ordered  the  people  to  keep  all  letters  safe  for  her  till  she  sent 
for  them," 

"  What  was  the  lady's  name  ?" 

"^  Mrs.  Peniyn ;  the  same  as  .the  child's.  I  fancy  she  is 
bis  aunt." 

i  '^  Then  we  are  speaking  of  different  people.  This  lady,  bor 
fore  she  became  Mrs.  Lyvett,  was  Miss  May." 

'^  It  is  so,  mum.  Once,  when  she  got  behind  in  her  pay- 
ments— for  it's  she  that  has  always  paid  us  for  the  child, 
though  she  has  not  told  us  who  the  parents  are — my  husband 
journeyed  all  the  way  to  Lunnon  to  see  about  it  She  was 
going  by  her  maiden  name,  he  found,  Miss  May :  it  w;as  more 
convenient,  she  explained  to  him — for  her  school  and  musio 
teaching.    The  payment  has  been  quicker  lately,  and  some 
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that's  remainmg  in  hand  I  have  brought  back.  It's  sixteen 
shilling,  muniy  which  I'd  leave,  please,  with  the  child." 

''  You  cannot  leave  the  child.  It  is  quite  impossible  thai 
I  can  receive  so  extraordinary  a  charge.  I  must  decline  to 
interfere.     Indeed,  I  am  sorry  to  have  been  told  this." 

''  Dear,  good  lady,  pray  be  merciful !  Kot  a  thing  can  I 
set  about  while  Tm  saddled  with  this  child ;  and  we  argoing 
out  o'  dock  on  Saturday.  He's  such  a  dreadful  weight  to 
carry  about,  and  we  be  a-stoppiug  all  down  in  Eotherhithe. 
Mrs.  Penryn  must  take  him  and  give  him  back  to  his 
mother." 

^^  Perhaps  he  has  no  mother." 

^'  Oh,  yes,  he  has,  mum.  She  sends  messages  to  him  in 
Mrs.  Penryn's  letters." 

Mrs.  Cooke  considered.  She  saw  that  the  person  before 
her  was,  beyond  doubt,  a  decent  and  honest  countrywoman. 
The  story  was  a  very  curious  one.  Mr.  Frederick  Lyvett's 
connections  were  so  highly  estimable :  could  it  be  that  the 
lady  he  had  married  was  less  so  She  felt  perfectly  certain 
that  he  did  not  know  of  his  wife's  previous  marriage ;  she 
knew  him  very  well  indeed,  and  he  would  be  sure  to  have 
mentioned  it  to  her.  That  Miss  May  was  not  his  equal,  and 
that  he  had  married  her  against  the  wish  of  his  family,  he 
had  told  her  freely.  If  Miss  May  was  indeed  Mrs.  Penryn, 
why  had  she  concealed  it  from  him  % 

"  All  I  can  do,"  she  said  aloud,  "  is  to  allow  you  to  wait 
here  till  Mrs.  Lyvett  returns.  You  can  have  some  dinner 
with  my  servants.  But  I  must  request  you  not  to  speak  of 
this  matter  to  them,  for  it  would  not  be  prudent." 

Early  in  the  afternoon,  and  before  the  house  was  well 
ready  to  receive  them,  the  travellers  arrived.     Frederick 
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Lyvett  lianded  his  wife  &om  the  cairiage^  brought  her  in, 
introduced  her  to  Mrs.  Cooke,  and  waited  while  that  lady 
installed  them  in  their  apartments.  He  then  hastened  away  : 
there  was  time  for  him  to  run  down  to  the  office  before 
dinner.  Not  a  single  word  had  Fred  heard  from  his  &ther 
or  mother,  or  anybody  connected  with  him,  during  his 
absence.  He  had  written,  but  his  letters  obtained  no 
answers. 

The  servants  carried  the  luggage  upstairs,  and  Mrs.  Lyvett 
cast  scrutinizing  glances  over  her  new  home.  The  drawing- 
rooms  were  handsome  enough  to  satisfy  even  her ;  and  she 
was  growing  tolerably  particular.  She  then  went  into  the 
sleeping-room,  and  told  the  servants  to  uncord  the  boxes. 
Mrs.  Cooke  had  gone  downstairs  again.  Some  instinct  had 
prevented  her  from  speaking  of  the  subject  which  had 
troubled  her.  The  better  plan,  she  thought,  would  be  to 
send  the  woman  up  herself. 

The  servants  uncorded  the  boxes  and  retreated.  Mrs. 
Lyvett  knelt  down  before  one  of  the  trunks,  near  the  bed, 
and  was  taking  out  some  of  the  things,  when  a  knock  was 
heard  at  the  door,  and  the  countrywoman  entered.  She  was 
leading  the  boy ;  who  was  dressed  in  a  blue  cotton  frock  and 
pinafore,  his  light  hair  dispersed  in  pretty  curls  over  his 
little  head.  She  carried  the  bundle  in  her  hand,  and  his 
hat  and  cape.     Mrs.  Lyvett  stared  in  amazement. 

"  Mum,  you  have  forgot  me,  I  see ;  but  sure  you  have  not 
forgot  your  little  ward — the  child.  I  be  Mrs.  Thrupp,  firom 
Suffolk.  Eandy,  give  your  hand  to  the  lady,  and  hold  up 
your  pretty  fetce.  Indeed  then,  mum,  I  see  a  likeness  in  it 
to  yours :  we  always  thought  he  might  be  some  blood  re* 
lation." 
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To  describe  the  startling  effect  this  had  upon  Mrs;  Lyvett 
would  be  a  difficult  task.  A  spasm  seized  her  face;  its 
colour  became  livid^  as  if  she  were  ready  for  the  gravQ.  The 
•child,  led  up  to  her  by  Mrs.  Thrupp,  held  out  his  hand,  but 
she  started  from  him  with  a  cry  of  agony. 

"Why  have  you  come  here?  Why  have  you  brought 
himf  were  the  first  connected  words  she  gasped  forth,  in  a 
piteous,  wailing  tone.  And  the  woman  explained  why :  just 
as  she  had  to  Mrs.  Cooke. 

That  the  lady  was  shocked,  startled,  frightened,  and  in  no 
measured  degree,  was  evident  to  the  countrywoman.  But  in 
a  few  moments  Mr&  Lyvett's  mood  changed :  anger  replaced 
her  fear.  Taking  a  haughty  tone,  she  refused  to  receive  the 
child.  She  was  not  his  mother,  she  said,  and  did  not  at 
present  know  where  his  mother  was  to  be  found*  But  Ma 
Thrupp  quietly  said  she  should  leave  him. 

Seemingly  at  her  wits'  end,  and  all  her  hauteur  fo^tteo, 
Mrs.  Lyvett  resumed.  Entreaties,  promises,  were  in  turn 
resorted  to,  to  induce  Mrs.  Thrupp  to  take  away  the  chil^ 
and  keep  him ;  to  take  him  to  Australia ;  to  put  him  put  to 
nurse  in  London ;  anywhere,  with  anybody ;  do  with  hiin 
what  she  would.  Mrs.  Thrupp  steadily  refused  to  cpmpijf 
Kot,  she  said,  that  she  did  not  feel  the  parting  with  him  j 
she  loved  him  as  a  child  of  her  own.  The  boy  was  frightene(i}i 
hid  his  face  in  his  nurse's  dress,  and  cried  out  aloud.  Mx^ 
Lyvett,  rendered  uncontrollable  by  the  noise,  and  hoping  to 
stop  ifc,  seized  the  child  and  shook  him.  £[e  screamed  out 
all  the  louder,  for  very  t^or;  and  she  beat  him  about  the 
ears,  and  shook  him  still  till  his  breath  was  go:qie.  ,,,  . 

.    "  Good  mercy  1"  uttered  the  Suffolk  woman,,as  she  tore  |iini 
from  Mrs.  Lyvett,  and  folded  him  in  her  sheltering  anoa^ 
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f*  tibeie'U  be  mischief  done  next.  Why,  you  have  got  no 
kindness  o'  nature  about  you,  mum  !  It's  no  feiult  of  his, 
poor  child,  that  I  can't  keep  hinu" 

.  **  You  must  take  him  with  you,"  Mrs.  Fred  Ly vett  con- 
tinued to  urge,  but  in  a  subdued  voice,  as  if  fearful  it  should 
1)6  heard  outside.    ^^  You  must !"  , 

"  I  have  said  I  cannot,"  returned  the  woman ;  "  where's 
the  good  o'  my  repeating  it,  mum  %  We  have  hired  ourselves 
out  to  do  hand-labour  over  seas,  and  it's  not  possible  for  me 
to  be  encumbered  with  a  child." 

**  And  yet  you  would  encumber  me  with  him  !" 

*^  But  it's  your  right  to  take  him,  mum.  You  mu^t  know 
who  he  is :  you've  always  paid  for  him.  Anyway,  I  can't 
carry  him  with  me." 

*^Put  him  out  in  London  then,"  again  frantically  urged 
Mia.  Lyvett  ''  Find  people  to  take  him ;  I  will  pay  you 
ireUL  Xook  here,"  she  added,  opening  a  purse  and  pouring 
out  the  sovereigns  with  her  shaking  hands,  ''  you  shall  have 
it  alL    Here's  a  bank-note  as  welL" 

<<  Mum,  I  thank  ye,  but  I  have  not  a  minute  of  ikiy  own, 
and  we  dont  know  a  soul  in  this  big  city.  My  husband  will 
be  almost  ready  to  beat  me  for  the  time  I'm  losing  to-day. 
Money  is  not  of  so  much  value  to  us  now  as  time :  and  we  be 
going  where  they  say  we  shall  get  plenty.  And  now  I  must 
Bay  good-bye  to  you,  Eandy.  Lord  help  ye,  child,  and  raise 
you  up  a  fiiend  in  your  need." 

She  tried  to  unwind  his  arms,  but  the  child  sobbed  and 
moaned,  and  dung  to  her. 

'^  I  haven't  got  the  heart  to  do  it,"  she  said,  the  tears  drop* 
ping  finm  her  eyes  on  his  little  face.     ''  I'll  get  him  to  sleep 


124  PARRWATER. 

afore  I  go^  and  we'll  part  that  way.  There,  dear:  Bandy  shall 
go  to  sleep  with  nursey." 

She  untied  the  strings  of  her  bonnet,  leaned  her  flEUse  on 
the  little  child's,  rocked  him  in  her  arms,  and  began  a  low, 
chanting  sort  of  ditty.  It  was  her  favourite  mode  of  hushing 
him  to  sleep ;  and  the  boy,  exhausted  by  the  recent  scene^ 
was  soon  soothed  to  it. 

"  He's  as  fast  as  a  church  now/'  she  whispered.  ^'  I  sup- 
pose I  may  lay  him  down  on  the  bed." 

Mrs.  Lyvett  offered  no  opposition.  She  sat  as  one  stupefied, 
opposite  to  the  woman  and  child,  looking  at  them  and  biting 
her  lips.  Mrs.  Thrupp  cleared  a  place  on  the  bed  amid  the 
articles  that  had  been  carelessly  thrown  on  it — shawls,  paper, 
cord — turned  down  the  coverlid,  gently  laid  the  child  on  the 
blanket,  kissed  him,  and  covered  him  up. 

"  Now,  mum,  I'll  wish  you  good-day,"  she  said,  "  and  good 
luck  in  this  world  if  we  should  never  meet  again.  But, 
oh !  think  better  of  the  hard  things  you  have  said,  and  be 
kind  to  little  Eandy,  till  you  give  him  up  to  his  own 
people." 

She  had  got  out  of  the  room,  when  Mrs.  Lyvett,  as  if  a 
sudden  thought  struck  her,  opened  the  door  and  called  her 
back.  The  woman  returned,  but  somewhat  reluctantly,  for 
she  was  indeed  pressed  for  time. 

"  You  will  oblige  me,"  said  Mrs.  Lyvett — and  she  was  now 
as  calm  as  the  sky  in  summer — ^^  by  going  out  of  this  house 
at  once,  without  exchanging  a  word  with  anyone." 

'^  And  thaf  s  what  I  mean  to  do,  mum.  To-day  can't  be 
no  day  of  gossiping  for  me." 

**  Then  go  down  quietly,  so  that  the  household  does  not 
hear  you,  and  let  yourself  out.   I  wish  it.   Here  is  something 
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to  climk  BandolpWs  health  on  his  next  birthday,"  she  added, 
putting  a  sovereign  in  her  hand. 

"  Mum,  I  thank  you,  and  we'll  do  it  heartily.  It's  in  Sep- 
tember, you  know,  and  I  hope  we  shall  then  be  nearing  the 
other  side.  '^  Mum,"  she  added,  the  tears  rising  to  her  eyes, 
<<  you  will  surely  be  kind  to  him  as  long  as  he  stays  with 
your 

"  Of  course  I  shall  be  kind.    But  I  was  put  out  just  now. 

Ton  ought  to  have  given  me  notice  of  bringing  him,  and  then 

I  would  have  provided  for  it.  There  is  no  accommodation  for 

him  here,  and  Tm  sure  I  don't  know  how  I  shall  manage  with 

him  until  his  mother  comes  back  to  town.  I  wish  you  a  safe 
journey." 

The  woman,  obedient  to  Mrs.  Lyvett's  wishes,  went  quietly 
down  the  stairs  and  left  the  house.  The  hall  door  was  some- 
what difficult  to  shut  outside,  and  as  she  proceeded  along  the 
garden  path,  she  turned  round,  to  make  sure  she  had  not  left 
it  open.  Mrs.  Cooke  was  standing  at  her  parlour  window, 
watching  her  over  the  short  Venetian  blind.  It  was  a  warm, 
June  day,  and  the  window  was  wide  open.  Mrs.  Thrupp 
dropped  a  curtsey. 

''  I'm  obleeged,  mum,  for  your  hospitality,  and  feel  it  was 
kind  of  you  to  bestow  it  on  a  stranger,  such  as  me." 

The  lady  nodded  in  reply;  and  the  countrywoman  passed 
out  at  the  gate,  just  as  the  clocks  were  chiming  four. 

Kow  we  cannot  follow  the  thoughts  and  acts  of  Mrs. 
Lyvett.  What  really  passed  in  that  chamber,  after  the  de- 
parture of  the  woman,  was  seen  by  none — ^by  none  save  her- 
self and  heaven.  That  she  was  in  a  perplexing  predicament 
it  would  be  folly  to  deny.  Any  minute  between  then  and 
flix  o'clock  she  might  expect  home  her  husband.    IT^aturally 
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lie  wotdd  be  Burprised  at  the  new  inmate — ^naturally  he  would 
say,  Whose  is  the  child  ?  Sophia  might  reply,  It  is  the  child 
of  a  finend  of  mine.  Who  is  the  Mend,  and  where  is  she? 
would  be  the  next  question :  and  she  knew  her  husband  quite 
well  enough  by  this  time  to  make  sure  he  would  insist  upon 
the  question  being  satisfactorily  answered.  Frederick  Lyyett 
might  be  (as  she  paid  him  the  compliment  to  think)  rather 
soft  in  some  matters,  but  at  least  he  possessed  a  nice  sense  of 
honour,  and  had  the  instincts  of  a  gentleman.  What  if  she 
were  not  able  to  find  this  friend,  the  mother  ? — ^what  if  she 
were  out  of  town,  as  intimated  to  the  countrywoman,  and  not 
to  be  got  at  %  And — putting  the  poor  child  aside — ^in  the 
examination  into  matters  that  her  husband  would  inevitably 
set  afloat,  what  past  inconveniences  and  episodes  might  not 
come  to  light !  Whether  she  had  been  married  before,  or 
whether  she  had  not  been,  she  had  certainly  called  herself 
Mrs.  Penryn.     Who  was  Mr.  Penryn,  and  where  was  he  % 

When  she  had  knelt  at  the  altar  by  Frederick  Lyvett's  side, 
and  the  officiating  minister  had  adjured  her  to  declare  whether 
there  was  any  impediment  to  her  being  wedded  in  holy  matri- 
mony, and  to  answer  as  she  would  answer  at  the  dreadful  Day 
of  Judgment,  she  had  held  her  peace. 

What  if  she  now  avowed  a  previous  marriage  to  her  hus- 
band? Would  it  avail  her?  She  would  have  to  furnish 
proofs  of  it,  and  of  Mr.  Penryn's  death.  And  it  might  be 
that  she  could  do  neither  the  one  nor  the  other.  Alas ! 
alas! 

Sitting  there  opposite  the  calmly  sleeping  child,  all  these 
thoughts  and  suggestions  passed  rapidly  through  her  mind  in 
a  wild  chaos.  We  cannot  tell  how  they  affected  her,  what 
terrible  mischief  they  may  have  wrought  upon  her  brain. 
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She  had  never  gone  through  an  hour's  agony  such  as  this, 
she  had  never  been  in  a  strait  so  fearfuL  In  one  sense  of  the 
word,  she  was  not  altogether  inexperienced  in  these  shoals 
and  quicksands  of  life;  for  the  Caterpillar  romances  and 
French  novels  on  which  she  had  been  nurtured,  and  on  which 
her  mind  had  been  formed — if  it  was  formed  on  anything — 
abounded  in  such.  That  very  fact  had  probably  caused  her 
path  in  later  years  to  be  more  complicated  than  its  events 
would  otherwise  have  made  it.  Quite  a  repository  of  resorts, 
t6  which  the  various  heroines  had  been  driven  to  fly  to  from 
unmerited  dilemmas,  lay  stored  in  her  memory :  many  and 
many  a  time  had  she,  in  sympathetic  imagination,  put  herself 
in  their  places,  and  said,  I  should  have  done  this,  or  that : 
and  the  doing  of  this  or  that  had  all  seemed  very  eai^y ! 
Things  appear  easy  in  theory  to  most  of  us  :  but  when  that 
theory  has  to  be  reduced  to  practice,  they  assume  an  aspect 
altogether  different.  Sophia  hitherto  had  revelled  in  th& 
specious  trials  of  romance ;  now  she  was  brought  face  to  face 
with  stem  reality.  She  had  passed  through  some  straits ;  but 
had  never  encountered  such  a  one  as  this. 

She  wrung  her  hands ;  she  would  have  shed  scalding  tears, 
but  that  her  burning  eyes  dried  them ;  she  shrank  from  look- 
ing at  the  little  sleeper  on  the  bed.  Ever  afterwards  she 
believed,  honestly  believed,  that  the  trouble  bereft  her  of  her 
senses ;  that  she  was  not,  inthat  dreadful  hour^  responsible 
for  her  actions. 


128  PARKWATEB. 


CHAPTER  XIIL 

A    FIT    OF    SHIVEBINO. 

Frederick  Ltvett  proceeded  to  the  office,  and  entered  Ms 
own  room.  Very  much  surprised  was  he  to  see  Mr.  Jones 
(now  of  some  consequence  in  the  house)  seated  at  his  desk. 

"  How  are  you,  Jones  V  said  he,  shaking  him  by  the  hand. 
'*  What's  going  on,  out  of  the  common  ?" 

"  Nothing,"  replied  Mr.  Jones.     "  Why  V 

"  That  you  are  in  this  room  ?" 

"  That's  the  governor's  doing,"  said  Mr.  Jones  confidentially, 
alluding  to  the  head  of  the  firm.  "  Wish  you  joy,  Fred. 
How's  Madam  T 

"  Quite  well.     Let  me  come  there." 

*^I  say,  it  was  too  bad  to  steal  a  march  upon  us  alL 
'Twould  have  been  but  civil  to  invite  a  fellow  to  the  wed- 
ding." 

"  Get  out  of  the  way,  Jones.  I  want  to  come  to  my  place. 
Pretty  cool,  I  think,  your  usurping  it*" 

Mr.  Jones  laughed.  "I  dare  not  get  out,  Fred.  The 
firm  has  assigned  this  place  to  me,  for  good  and  alL  I  am  a 
member  of  it  now." 

"  Don't  talk  to  me  in  that  strain." 

"  It's  true.     I  signed  articles  yesterday." 

Frederick  Lyvett  looked  at  him  for  a  few  moments,  as  if 
unable  to  take  in  the  information. 

"  Ym  signed  articles  yesterday  /  What  on  earth  do  you 
mean?" 
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"  Just  that.  They  have  made  me  a  partner.  Not  to  any- 
great  extent  yet  awhile ;  but  still  they  have  made  me  one  of 
them,  and  given  me  a  share." 

"  Is  my  father  in  his  room  ?" 
I  suppose  so.     I  say,  stop  a  minute.     How  you  whirl 
yourself  off  from  one  !" 

"WeUr 

Mr.  Jones  suddenly  took  his  hand,  speaking  in  a  low  tone. 
"  If  they  have  put  you  out,  and  me  in,  Fred,  believe  me,  it 
is  no  fault  of  mine.  I  never  should  have  sought  to  raise 
myself  on  your  downfall.  You  will  hear  more  from  Mr, 
Lyvett  and  James." 

Frederick  Lyvett  went  upstairs,  and  opened  the  door 
of  his  father's  private  room.  The  latter  waved  him  away, 
for  a  client  was  sitting  there  in  eager  converse.  He  next 
looked  for  his  brother  James.  Mr.  James  Lyvett  was  not 
in.  He  then  went  down  to  the  old  confidential  clerk,  Mr. 
Eowley.  ^ 

"  Eowley,  what  is  all  this  that's  up  1  Jones  has  possession 
of  my  desk,  and  says  it  is  by  my  father's  orders." 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Frederick,  I  am  as  much  grieved  as  if  you  were 
my  own  son,"  was  the  old  clerk's  answer.  "  I  did  try  to 
say  a  word  for  you  to  Mr.  Lyvett,  but  he  would  not  hear 
me.  Perhaps  time  may  make  things  right.  I  hope  and 
trust  it  will.     You  have  not  seen  him  V* 

"  No.     Sir  Charles  Dalrymple  is  there." 

"  Sir  Charles  will  not  stay  long.  I  know  what  he  wants 
to-day.  Mr.  Frederick,  I  must  say  a  word  of  counsel  to  you. 
It  will  not  be  the  first  I  have  said,  you  know." 

"  Not  by  a  good  many,"  laughed  Frederick. 

"  Your  father  is  very  much  put  out.     This  has  been  the 
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worst  Wow  he  has  ever  had.     He  feels  it  for  you,  not  for 
himself *^ 

"Then  he  has  no  cause  to  feel  it  for  me,"  interrupted 
Frederick,  "  for  the  step  I  have  taken  has  assured  my  happi- 
ness."   But  Mr.  Eowley  held  up  his  finger  for  silence. 

"  I  would  ask  you  to  be  prepared  for  any  ebullition  of 
anger,  and  to  bear  it  without  retort,"  he  continued  to  say. 
"  In  his  vexation  he  may  use  hasty  words ;  but  don't  you 
retaliate,  Mr.  Fred,  for  that  would  only  make  matters  worse. 
"When  his  anger  has  calmed  down — say  in  a  few  months — ^he 
may  set  things  again  on  the  old  footing  for  you." 

"  But  Jones  is  in." 

"  There's  room  for  you  and  for  him  too.  The  business  is 
large  enough.  I  fancy  they  always  intended  to  give  Jones 
a  small  share.  See  your  father,  Mr.  Fred,  and  be  submissive 
to  him.     If There  goes  somebody.     "Wells  1" 

"  Yes,  sir." 

^'  Is  that  Sir  Charles  Dalrymple  who  has  gone  out  ?** 

•**  Yes,  it  is,  sir." 

"!N'ow's  your  time,  Mr.  Frederick,  before  anybody  else 
•comes  in,"  resumed  old  Rowley,  in  a  whisper. 

Away  tore  Frederick  up  the  stairs,  a  flight  at  a  time,  anxi- 
ous to  "  stand  the  firing  and  get  it  over." 

"  The  firing"  was  not  that  anticipated.  Mr.  Lyvett  said 
little,  and  that  little  calmly.  It  was  apparent  that  his  feeliug 
of  anger  had  merged  itseK  into  the  deeper  one  of  sorrow.  He 
quietly  explained  to  his  son  that  after  the  marriage  he  had 
made — had  persisted  in  making,  in  express  defiance  of  his 
mother's  wishes  and  his  own  commands — he  could  no  longer 
remain  a  member  of  the  high-standing  firm  of  Lyvett,  Castle- 
rosse,  and  Lyvett ;  and  that  he^  Mr.  Castlerosse,  had  exercised 
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the  power  he  held  in  his  hands  to  dissolve  the  partnership, 
80  far  as  his  younger  son  was  concerned.  But  he  did  not 
wish  to  be  harsh,  more  so  than  the  proprieties  of  the  case  de- 
manded, Mr.  Lyyett  continued  to  say,  and  a  certain  sum  of 
money  (£6,000,  being  a  portion  of  what  Frederick  would 
inherit  hereafter)  he  had  caused  to  be  placed  to  Frederick's 
account  at  the  banker's.  The  interest  of  this  would  supply 
household  exigencies  (the  wife  he  had  married  could  not  re- 
quire refinements  or  luxuries,  not  having  been  reared  to  them, 
he  added  in  a  parenthesis),  and  he  would  recommend  Frede- 
rick to  commence  practice  on  his  own  account. 

Mr.  Frederick  Lyvett  heard  his  father  to  an  end,  and  then 
spoke. 

«  My  marriage,"  he  said,  ''  is  an  act  that  concerns  only  my 
private  life.  How  can  it  affect  my  remaining,  or  not  remain- 
iDg,  in  the  firm  ?" 

"  The  person  you  have  married  is  particularly  objectionable 
to  us,  Frederick,  and  you  i^re  aware  of  this.  As  the  daugh- 
ter of  the  man  and  his  wife  who  were  our  servants  for  many 
jears  in  these  offices — ^low,  common  people  with  nothing 
whatever  to  redeem  them  £:om  their  native  sphere — ^it  is  im- 
possible that  we  can  ever  associate  with  her.  If  they  gave 
ilie  girl  an  accomplished  education,  though  at  the  best  it  must 
iiave  been  a  superficial  one,  why  it  only  served  to  render 
her  miserable  and  themselves  ridiculous.  There  were  other 
and  more  weighty  objections  to  her,  of  which  I  informed 
you '' 

"  They  were  not  true :  she  disproved  them  all,",  eagerly 
interrupted  Frederick. 

"  They  were  true.  But  she  is  now  your  wife,  and  I  will 
not  again  allude  to  them.    Your  brother  felt — ^I  felt — your 
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mother  and  sisters  felt — Mr.  Castlerosse  felt — ^that  your 
giving  your  name  to  this  person  cast  a  slur  upon  yourself  so 
great  as  to  render  it  inexpedient  for  you  to  remain  a  member 
of  this  firm ;  indeed,  it  could  not  be  permitted.  I  can  only 
say  I  hope  you  will  do  well,  alone.  We  can,  no  doubt,  put 
some  odds  and  ends  of  practice  into  your  hands,  and  we  will 
do  so." 

Frederick  Lyvett  did  not  answer.  He  was  reflecting  on 
his  father's  words,  revolving  the  prospect  before  him. 

"  Upon  one  point,  Frederick,"  Mr.  Lyvett  went  on,  "  we 
must  have  a  thorough  understanding.  Upon  no  pretext  must 
you  seek  to  introduce  her  to  the  family.  Do  not  attempt  it. 
It  would  be  derogatory  to  your  mother  and  sisters  and  to 
James's  wife.  ITeither  at  present  nor  in  future  shall  we  ever 
submit  to  know  her " 

"  Do  you  not  think  you  are  harsh,  sir,  in  this  1"  interrupted 
the  son. 

"  K'o.  The  fact  is,  Frederick,  our  feeling  towards  her  is 
very,  very  sore.  There's  no  doubt,  though  you  may  not  see  it 
— I  hope,  indeed,  for  your  sake  that  you  never  may — but 
there  is  no  doubt  that  she  has  shamelessly  and  cunningly 
played  her  cards  to  draw  you  in.  While  you  have  thought 
her  all  that  she  appears  on  the  surface ;  guileless,  innocent, 
inexperienced,  generous ;  she  has  in  reality  b«en  hard  at  work 
at  her  crafty  game — that  of  entrapping  you — and  she  has 
played  it  out.  No ;  we  can  never  consent  to  know  her.  Your^ 
self  we  will  receive.  Come  and  see  us  whenever  you  please — 
your  mother  wishes  it — remembering  that  your  wife's  name, 
and  all  allusion  to  her,  is  an  interdicted  topic.  Come  and 
dine  with  us  to-morrow  if  you  wiU.  This  evening  we  are 
going  out  to  dinner." 
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"  I  will  not  promise  to  come,"  answered  Frederick.  "  Of 
course,  it  would  cause  me  great  pain  to  be  on  estranged  terms 
with  you  all,  and  especially  with  my  mother.  I  think  I  am 
treated  ill  in  this  affair,  but  for  my  mother's  sake  I  will  not 
resent  it." 

"  My  boy  !"  cried  Mr.  Lyvett,  the  agitation  of  his  voice 
betraying  that  his  wounds  were  sharp  just  then,  "  I  trust  that 
should  children  be  bom  to  you,  they  may  never  bring  the 
grief  to  you  that  you  have  brought  home  to  us." 

Frederick  Lyvett  met  the  hand  that  was  held  out  to  him 
and  clasped  it  warmly,  gulping  down  the  heart-ache  that  rose 
in  his  throat. 

"This  estrangement  is  very  bitter,  father.  I  am  deeply 
sorry  to  have  grieved  you,  but  I  did  not  think  you  would 
have  taken  it  to  heart  like  this." 

"  Until  you  shall  be  a  father  yourself,  Frederick,  and  your 
children  grown,  you  can  never  know  what  this  trouble  is.** 

"  I  shall  live  but  in  one  hope  now,  father  :  that  in  time  you 
may  see  cause  to  be  reconciled  to  my  wife,  and  esteem  her.  In 
time." 

Frederick  went  downstairs ;  the  old  clerk  was  looking  out 
for  him. 

"  How  have  you  sped,  Mr.  Frederick  ]" 

"  Sped  1  "Well,  not  very  well.  My  father  has  chosen  to 
take  it  up  as — as  I  never  thought  he  would.  And  that  farce 
of  turning  me  out !     It  is  to  stand." 

Mr.  Eowley  shook  his  head.  "  I  knew  it  was  to,  when 
they  did  it.  Mr.  Lyvett  talks  to  me  of  most  things.  Was 
he  very  outrageous  ?" 

"  Cool  and  calm.  The  family  don*t  want  to  break  with  me. 
He  asked  me  to  dinner  to-morrow." 
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"  That's  better  than  I  hoped  for,"  was  the  hearty  responsev 
"  Pray  go.    You  will,  won't  youl" 

"  TSoy  of  course  I  shall  not.  A  pretty  compliment  to  my 
wife  that  would  be — ^to  go  home  to  dinner  and  leave  her  be- 
hind." 

*'  It  is  the  best  thing  you  can  do.  Conciliation  is  the  chief 
step  at  present :  much  lies  in  that.  All  lies  in  it,  for  it  paves 
the  way  for  other  steps  later.  You  don't  know  the  feuds  that 
time  and  conciliation  have  reconciled*  Go,  Mr.  Fred,  go ; 
take  old  Kowley's  advice  for  once." 

"  I  think  I  have  taken  it  pretty  ofbeuv  I  say,  Eowley,. 
just  look  about  for  what's  mine.  Here's  the  key  of  the  pri- 
vate drawer  in  the  desk  Jones  has  usurpedw  Put  all  ther 
things  together,  and  I  will  send  for  them.  There  ought  to  be 
a  few  books  of  mine  somewhere." 

And  thus  Frederick  Lyvett  was  turned  out  of  his  father's: 
offices.  It  was  the  first  unpleasant  result  of  his  marriage.  If 
it  had  but  been  the  last ! 

Calling  a  cab,  he  returned  home,  getting  there  at  six  o'clock. 
The  dinner  was  ready  to  be  served,  and  he  hastily  went  to 
wash  his  hands.  The  bed-room  and  dressing-room  looked  in 
much  disorder :  things  were  half  in,  half  out  of  the  trunks, 
the  floor  was  strewed.  Fred  Lyvett  had  the  bump  of  order, 
and  the  sight  jarred  on  that  organ's  sensitive  nerves.  He 
kissed  his  wife,  so  young  and  fair,  and  said  something  about 
her  fatigue.  She  was  in  the  dress  she  had  worn  on  the 
journey;  quite  a  noticeable  event,  for  she  was  so  fond  of 
finery. 

"  Sophia !"  he  suddenly  exclaimed,  as  they  were  beginning 
dinner,  "  are  you  ill  1" 

She  was  attempting  to  eat  her  fish,  but  her  face  had 
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turned  livid,  and  a  fit  of  trembling  seemed  to  have  seized 
on  her. 

"It  is  only  the  fatigue  of  the  journey,"  she  said,  her 
teeth  chattering  as  she  spoke.  "  And  I  exerted  myself, 
impacking." 

"  You  should  not  have  attempted  to  unpack  to-day.  I  see 
you  have  been  unable  to  put  anything  away." 

"  I  felt  iU,"  she  murmured. 

Frederick  Lyvett  rose  and  approached  his  wife.  The  very 
chair  shook  under  her. 

"  Once  or  twice  before — ^when  I  have  been  much  fatigued 
— ^I  have  been  attacked — like  this,"  said  Mrs.  Lyvett,  in 
disjointed  sentences. 

"Can  I  bring  you  anything  up,  ma'am?"  inquired  the 
maid  who  was  in  waiting.  "Anything  warm?"  she  added, 
looking  on  with  compassion. 

"Yes,"  cried  Mr.  Lyvett,  hastily  seizing  on  the  suggestion, 
"  bring  some  brandy  and  water.  Did  the  brafidy  and  wine 
come,  that  I  ordered  in?" 

"  It  is  placed  in  your  cellar,  sir." 

"Bring  up  a  tumbler  directly.  Hot  and  strong.  My 
dearest  Sophia,  what  can  this  be  ?" 

"  I  shall  be  better  soon,"  she  faintly  answered. 

Mrs.  Lyvett  drank  the  brandy  and  water,  and  became 
better;  but  she  refused  her  dinner,  and  leaned  back  in  an 
arm-chair  while  Mr.  Lyvett  finished  his.  After  the  things 
had  been  removed,  the  servant  again  appeared  at  the  door. 

"  Can  I  speak  to  you  for  a  moment,  if  you  please,  ma'am?" 

"To  me?"  asked  Mrs.  Lyvett.  She  rose  and  approached 
the  door,  a  nervous  movement  running  through  her  frame. 

The  girl  pulled  the  door  to  behind  Mrs.  Lyvett  before  she 
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spoke,  bat  did  not  close  it.  ''My  mistress  wished  me  to 
ask,  ma'am,  if  we  should  make  some  bread  and  milk  foi  the 
baby's  supper  r 

"  The — ^baby's — supper  ?"  she  stammered. 

"  Or  is  there  anything  else  he  would  like  better  V* 

Mrs.  Lyvett  made  a  sudden  movement,  which  brought 
her  back  against  the  door-post.  "What  baby?"  she  asked. 
"  What  are  you  talking  of]" 

The  maid  looked  surprised.  "  The  little  boy,  ma'am,  that 
the  countrywoman  brought  here." 

"  The  woman  took  the  child  away  with  her,"  gasped  Mrs. 
Lyvett. 

"  Took  it  away Oh,  then,"  added  the  girl,  breaking  off 

her  sentence,  "  my  mistress  must  have  been  mistaken.  She 
thought  it  was  left." 

Frederick  Lyvett  had  quick  ears.  "  What  was  that  consul- 
tation about  a  baby,  Sophy  ?"  he  said,  when  his  wife  returned. 

Mrs.  Lyvett  strove  to  smile,  but  when  her  lips  were  drawn 
away  from  her  teeth,  she  could  not  get  them  back  again. 

"  People  do  make  such  stupid  mistakes,"  she  attempted  to 
say,  but  at  best  it  was  but  a  low  mutter.  "A  woman  who 
— ^knew  my  mother — called  here  this  afternoon — with  her 
baby — and  the  servant  thought  she  had  not  gone." 

The  excuse  came  to  her  lips  on  the  moment's  impulse. 
But  it  is  probable  that  had  poor  Sophia  Lyvett  known 
where,  in  all  the  wide  world  of  London,  her  mother  waa 
that  day  to  be  found,  the  great  tragedy  of  her  life  had  never 
taken  place. 

The  words  and  the  matter  passed  away  fix)m  Fred  Lyvett^s 
mind.  His  wife  threw  herself  into  the  easy  chair  again,  and 
he  related  to  her  the  substance  of  what  passed  at  the  office. 
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suppressing  only  the  stem  prohibition  as  to  all  future  inter- 
course with  herself  He  strove  to  make  light  of  it,  just  as 
though  it  were  a  farce.  "They  are  on  the  corky  system 
just  now,  Sophy,"  he  concluded,  "but  they'll  come  down. 
Don't  be  disheartened." 

She  urged  his  acceptance  of  the  following  evening's  invita- 
tion—urged  it  so  strongly,  in  so  agitated  and  eager  a  manner, 
that  it  turned  the  scale  of  his  mind  in  favour  of  going.  He 
had  wished  to  go.  I^ot  only  on  the  score  of  policy,  as  the 
old  clerk  urged,  but  that  it  would  be  terribly  painful  to  him- 
self to  be  estranged  from  his  family. 

"  I  would  have  liked  to  go,"  he  honestly  avowed,  "  but  I 
don't  like  to  leave  you  alone  for  a  whole  evening,  Sophy. 
They  dine  at  seven ;  I  should  not  get  home  till  ten,  or  later, 
for  it  won't  do  to  run  away  the  minute  dinner's  over.  A  dis- 
graced child  must  be  on  its  good  behaviour." 

Mrs.  Lyvett  only  pressed  it  the  more  urgently.  She  should 
be  happier  alone,  knowing  he  was  there,  than  if  he  remained 
away  for  her  gratification. 

When  they  retired  to  rest,  Mr.  Lyvett  saw  that  the  clothes 
and  packages  had  been  put  tolerably  straight  by  the  servants. 
In  the  middle  of  the  night  his  wife  was  taken  with  a  second 
fit  0/  trembling,  so  violent  that  it  woke  him  up  in  alarm. 


CHAPTEE  XIV. 

AN   EXPEDITION   IN   THE   DUSK. 


MoBNiNG  dawned.     A  beautiful,  sunny  June  day.     Mrs.  Fred 
Lyvett  seemed  pretty  wdU — a  bright  morning  is  always  good 
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for  the  epirits.  She  got  up  and  was  nearly  dressed,  when  sh^ 
heard  a  noise,  as  of  shaking,  in  the  dressing-room.  She 
sprang  into  it  with  a  gesture  of  fear.  Mr.  Lyvett,  with  some 
coats  on  his  arm,  had  hold  of  the  brass  knob  of  one  of  the 
closets,  and  was  shaking  it  to  get  it  open. 

"  Oh,  don't  do  that !"  she  uttered,  seizing  his  arm. 

"  Why,  what  is  the  matter  1"  he  inquired,  for  her  fewse  was 
nothing  less  than  a  face  of  intense  terror. 

"  You  may  break  the  lock." 

"  Sophy,  dear,  what  ails  you  1"  he  asked,  looking  at  her  at- 
tentively. "  Break  the  lock  !  Not  I.  And  if  I  did,  it  need 
not  put  you  out  like  this.  This  is  a  capital  closet.  I  noticed 
it  when  I  took  the  rooms.  Lots  of  brass  pegs  in  it;  the 
very  place  for  my  clothes,  as  I  and  Mrs.  Cooke  decided.  You 
will  want  the  other  one  and  the  wardrobe.  Where's  the  key 
of  this  closet  1"  he  demanded  of  the  servant,  who  appeared 
in  answer  to  his  peal  at  the  belL 

"  I  don't  know,  sir,"  she  replied.  "  It  was  in  the  door 
when  we  made  the  rooms  ready  yesterday." 

"  It  is  not  in  it  now." 

"  I  have  not  touched  it,  sir.  I  noticed  last  night  that  it 
was  out,  when  I  was  putting  the  things  straight." 

"  I  must  have  it,"  said  Mr.  Lyvett. 

Mrs.  Lyvett  interrupted.  She  had  been  standing  with  her 
back  to  them,  one  hand  pressed  on  the  dressing-table. 

"  Perhaps  I  took  the  key  out,"  she  said.  "  I  can't  quite 
remember,  but  I  know  I  was  looking  in  the  closet.  I  will 
search  for  it  after  breakfast." 

But,  even  while  she  spoke  these  few  words,  she  had  turned 
her  face  away  again  to  bury  it  over  a  drawer,  and  they  could 
not  see  its  shivering  whiteness. 
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The  maid  left  the  room,  and  they  went  in  to  breakfasts 
When  it  was  over,  Mr.  Lyvett  rose.  "Now,  Sophia,  thi& 
key." 

"  I  will  look  for  it  by-and-by." 

"But  I  want  it  now.  I  want  to  arrange  my  things  at 
once.     Otherwise  you  will  be  troubling  yourself  to  do  it." 

"  It  will  be  no  trouble." 

'^  My  dear,  I  shall  do  it  myself.  Be  so  good  as  find  m& 
the  key." 

She  rose  and  left  the  room.  But  the  moment  she  was  in 
the  bedroom,  far  from  searching  for  the  key,  she  sank 
down  on  a  chair,  wringing  her  hands;  her  whole  appear* 
ance,  her  &ce,  her  attitude,  bespeaking  a  state  of  wild  alarm^ 
Mr.  Lyvett  suddenly  opened  the  door,  and  saw  her. 

"  My  dear  Sophia,  what  is  the  matter  ?"  A  fit  of  trembling, 
violent  as  that  of  the  previous  evening,  was  shaking  her 
now. 

"  What  can  it  possibly  be  1  You  must  have  medical  ad- 
vice.    When  was  it  you  experienced  these  seizures  before  ]" 

"  It  is  nothing — nothing,"  she  panted.  "  I  did  have  them- 
some  years  ago.     Frederick " 

"My  lover 

"  Do  not  tease  me  to  look  just  now  for  the  key.  I  will 
get  it  for  you  by  this  evening." 

"  Oh,  never  mind  the  key.  My  things  will  do  any  time. 
Think  of  yourself.  I'll  ask  Mrs.  Cooke  to  recommend  a 
medical  man,  and  we  will  have  him  in  at  once.  She  is  sure 
to  employ  one  in  the  neighbourhood." 

He  was  hastening  &om  the  room,  but  Mrs.  Lyvett  arrested 
him  by  a  gesture  and  a  groan — for  it  could  not  be  called  a 
word. 
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"  Call  no  one,"  slie  murmured.  "  Let  me  only  be  quiet,  and 
it  will  pass  away.  It  is  an  attack  of  the  nerves,  brought  on 
by  fatigue." 

He  stood  and  watched  her :  and  presently  she  arose,  lan- 
guid but  composed.  She  took  his  arm,  and  they  went  back 
to  the  breakfast-room.  Two  dark  circles  were  round  her  eyes, 
and  altogether  she  looked  as  her  husband  had  never  seen  her 
look.  He  gently  put  her  into  the  easy-chair,  and  drew  a 
footstool  before  her. 

"  l^ow  I  tell  you  what,.  Sophia — ^you  must  not  stir  out  of 
that  chair  all  day.  And  if  the  trembling  comes  on  again, 
take  some  brandy-and- water  immediately.  It  did  you  good 
last  night.  You  shall  not  go  travelling  again,  if  this  is  to  be 
it.     Shall  I  remain  at  home  with  you  ?" 

"  i^o,  oh,  no  1"  she  eagerly  answered.  "  You  could  do  me 
no  good.  I  only  want  quiet.  You  know  you  have  a  great 
deal  to  arrange  to-day,  and  several  people  to  see.  Pray  do 
not  neglect  anything." 

"  Well,  I  shall  not  go  home  to  dine  this  evening." 

"  You  must  go — you  shall  go  !"  she  exclaimed,  with  a  ve- 
hemence that  positively  startled  Mr.  Lyvett.  "  I  tell  you, 
Frederick,  any  worry  would  only  make  me  worse,  and  it 
would  worry  me  dreadfully  to  know  that  you  neglected  this 
first  invitation  of  your  father's.  It  might  render  the  breach 
irrevocable." 

"  Good-bye,  then,"  he  said,  stooping  to  take  his  farewelL 
"  But  I  can  tell  you  my  going,  or  not  going,  depends  upon 
whether  you  are  better.  And  be  sure  don't  get  worrying 
yourself  with  the  luggage  to-day.  The  things  can  wait  until 
to-morrow." 

Mr.  Lyvett  passed  down  the  stairs,  and  as  he  was  crossing 
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the  hall,  mefc  Mrs.  Cooke.  He  had  known  her  many  years. 
Her  son,  now  dead,  had  heen  articled  to  his  father's  house. 
He  stopped  to  shake  hands,  and  they  turned  into  the  parlour. 

"  I  am  sorry  to  hear  Mrs.  Frederick  Lyvett  is  not  well," 
she  said. 

"  Not  very.  From  fatigue  of  travelling,  I  believe.  She 
says  it  will  soon  pass  off.  I  wish  you  would  go  up  and  see 
her,  Mrs.  Cooke.  And,"  he  added,  dropping  his  voice  to  a 
whisper,  "  if  you  think  it  anything  serious,  just  send  for  a 
doctor,  and  say  nothing  about  it  to  my  wife  until  he  is 
here." 

He  took  his  departure  for  the  day,  and  in  a  short  time  Mrs. 
Cooke  went  upstairs.  The  young  wife  seemed  very  well  then. 
She  received  her  landlady  haughtily,  not  to  say  ungraciously; 
and  spoke  in  a  resentful  tone  of  her  husband's  having 
thought  she  needed  special  inquiry  or  assistance.  Mrs.  Cooke 
perceived  the  illness  was  not  a  welcome  topic,  and  passed  to 
another. 

"  Did  the  countrywoman  take  away  the  child  yesterday  1" 
asked  she  in  a  friendly  tone. 

"  Of  course  she  did,"  was  Mrs.  Lyvett's  reply,  looking , 
steadily  at  her.     And  nearly  at  the  same  moment  she  was 
taken  with  a  fit  of  coughing,  and  had  to  put  her  handkerchief 
to  her  face. 

"  So  Ann  brought  me  word,  when  I  sent  up  to  ask  if  you 
would  like  some  food  for  him ;  but — I  do  not  know  how  my 
sight  could  so  far  have  deceived  me.  I  saw  her  go  away,  and 
it  seemed  to  me  that  she  had  nothing  with  her.  Where  he 
was  hidden,  will,  to  me,  always  be  a  mystery." 

"  He  was  asleep  in  her  arms,  under  her  shawl." 

"Well,  no,  that  could  hardly  be.     Both  her  arms  were 
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hanging  down.  I  noticed  her  hands :  she  had  one  brown 
cotton  glove  on,  and  was  carrying  the  other." 

"  She  would  scarcely  leave  her  child  a  present  for  me,"  re- 
turned Mrs.  Lyvett,  with  a  forced  laugh. 

Mrs.  Cooke  cleared  her  throat,  and  looked  another  way, 
speaking  hurriedly. 

"  The  woman  mentioned  to  me  some  particulars,  and  said 
she  had  brought  the  child  to  leave  him  with  you.  I  regret 
much  that  she  should  have  spoken,  for  of  course  it  is  no 
business  of  mine ;  but  I  beg  to  assure  you  that  I  shall  never 
think  of  mentioning  the  subject  to  anyone." 

"  I'm  sure  I  don't  know  what  she  said  to  you,"  was  the 
answer,  delivered  in  a  curt,  discourteous  tone.  "  And  it  is 
of  no  consequence.  She  is  a  woman  who  is  slightly  deranged 
at  times,  and  is  then  given  to  say  strange  things ;  but  nobody 
notices  her.  I  have  occasionally  given  her  money  in  charity, 
and  that  is  what  she  wanted  yesterday.  The  child  is  her 
own,  her  youngest ;  but  when  the  mania  is  upon  her,  she  dis- 
owns him." 

Mrs.  Cooke  said  good-morning,  and  betook  herself  to  her 
own  portion  of  the  house.  She  found  much  food  for  reflec- 
tion that  day.  Was  she  to  believe  the  countrywoman's  tale, 
or  Mrs.  Frederick  Lyvett'sl  She  inclined  to  that  of  the 
former,  who  not  only  appeai'ed  perfectly  sane  and  sensible, 
but  had  honesty  written  on  her  face ;  which  Mrs.  Lyvett  had 
not.  Moreover  the  countrywoman's  tale  carried  probability 
with  it,  and  the  bringing  back  of  the  sixteen  shillings,  which 
she  said  she  had  been  overpaid,  corroborated  it,  as  did  the 
little  bundle  of  the  child's  clothes. 

It  was  a  disagreeable  matter  altogether;  at  least  that 
was  the  impression  left  on  Mrs.  Cooke's  mind ;  and  somewhat 
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mysterious.  In  the  first  place  Mrs.  Cooke  could  have  posi- 
tively affirmed,  if  necessary,  that  the  woman  had  not  the 
child  when  she  departed.  Carrying  it  she  certainly  was  not ; 
jet  where  could  it  have  been  hidden  1  Under  her  petticoats  1 
No.  She  was  of  slender  make,  and  her  lavender  cotton  gown 
hung  down,  flat  and  scanty,  as  peasants'  gowns  generally  do 
hang.  Yet  it  was  equally  certain  that  the  child  had  gone, 
for  Mrs.  Lyvett  could  not  have  got  him  hidden  in  the  house. 
How  and  when  had  the  child  departed  1  Who  had  taken  him 
away,  if  not  the  woman  1  And  yet,  if  Mrs.  Cooke  could  trust 
the  evidence  of  her  own  sight  and  senses,  the  woman  had  not 
taken  him. 

Mrs.  Cooke  felt  intensely  mystified.  However,  as  she  re- 
peated to  herself,  it  was  no  business  of  hers,  so  she  would  not 
wonder  any  more  about  it.  But  the  more  she  strove  to  fol- 
low  this  resolve,  the  less  was  she  able  to  do  it.  The  affair 
haunted  her  all  day. 

Frederick  Lyvett  came  home  in  his  cab  to  dress.  How 
long  that  cab  and  horse  would  be  his,  he  knew  not ;  he  was 
already  making  preparations  for  their  sale.  He  had  found  a 
vast  deal  to  do  all  day,  what  with  one  thing  and  another,  and 
apologized  to  his  wife  for  his  long  absence,  as  he  stooped  to 
kiss  her,  and  hurried  into  the  dressing-room. 

He  found  the  closet  open,  and  his  things  placed  in  it. 
His  wife  had  done  it.  She  appeared  to  have  recovered,  and 
«he  left  her  own  dinner,  just  served,  to  go  and  talk  with  him. 
■She  begged  of  him  not  to  leave  his  family  for  the  sake  of 
hurrying  home,  saying  she  would  not  wish  to  see  him  one 
moment  before  eleven.  He  was  elated  at  her  being  so  well, 
and  descended  at  half-past  six  to  his  cab,  which  had  waited 
for  him.     Mrs.  Lyvett  finished  her  dinner — with  a  very  poor 
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appetite,  as  it  seemed — and  had  a  cup  of  cofifee  brought  to 
her. 

The  evening  went  on  to  dusk.  Mrs.  Cooke  was  shut  up  in 
her  hack  parlour,  which  opened  to  the  garden,  the  servants 
were  in  the  kitchen,  when  Sophia  Lyvett,  wearing  a  large 
shawl  and  carrying  something  cumbersome,  passed  down  the 
staircase  in  the  gloom.  Slowly  and  cautiously  stole  she,  as  if 
she  dreaded  even  the  creaking  of  a  board,  across  the  hall, 
whose  lamp  was  not  yet  lighted,  and  out  at  the  front  door. 
She  pulled  the  door  to,  but  did  not  close  it  after  her,  dreading 
perhaps  the  noise  it  would  make ;  sped  through  the  gate,  and 
turned  towards  the  Eegent*s  Park.  The  road  lamp  flashed  on 
her  face.  Its  features,  as  seen  through  her  veil,  were  white 
as  death,  and  her  mouth  opened  with  every  laboured  breath 
she  drew. 

She  bore  steadily  on  her  road,  but  with  diflficulty,  for  she 
was  not  accustomed  to  heavy  burdens.  The  road  is  tolerably 
lonely  there  ;  and  every  now  and  then,  when  not  a  soul  was 
in  sight,  she  leaned  against  a  dead  wall,  or  a  railing,  or  a 
stone  gate-post,  for  rest.  Once  when  she  was  well  nigh  ex- 
hausted she  sat  down  on  a  garden  step.  She  had  sat  a  minute 
when  a  policeman  appeared,  coming  round  the  comer  she  had 
passed.  She  sprang  up  and  darted  away,  helped  on  by  un- 
natural strength. 

She  came  to  the  Eegent's  Park — it  was  no  great  distance 
— and  was  entering  it,  when  another  policeman  appeared, 
coming  from  it.  She  turned  short  round,  and  stood  back 
against  a  dark  wall.  She  knew  her  way  quite  well  about  the 
locality ;  for,  before  settling  at  Brompton,  she  had  tried  this 
neighbourhood,  and  had  stayed  in  it  for  two  months,  hoping 
to  pick  up  pupils.     The  policeman  did  not  see  her ;  he  turned 
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off  the  other  way ;  and,  as  the  echo  of  his  footsteps  died 
away  in  the  distance,  she  went  on  again  and  entered  the  Park. 

When  she  came  out  of  it  her  arms  were  free ;  what  she 
had  carried  was  no  longer  in  them.  Hailing  a  cab  that 
chanced  to  be  passing,  she  got  into  it,  giving  the  driver 
only  a  word  of  direction ;  that  of  the  road  in  which  Mrs. 
Cooke's  was  situated. 

"  What  part  of  it  T  he  inquired. 

"  Drive  on.     Til  tell  you  when  to  stop." 

She  sat  in  it,  panting  and  breathless,  shaking  as  she  had 
been  shaking  at  home  on  the  previous  evening.  She  let  the 
man  drive  past  her  house  some  sHght  distance,  and  then 
stopped  the  cab.  The  fare  was  very  trifling,  but  she  put 
half-a-crown  into  his  hand,  and  w£ilked  ow,  away  still  from 
home.  Cabmen,  as  a  whole,  are  suspicious  men,  remarkably 
wide  awake.  This  one  glanced  keenly  at  her  face  through 
her  veil,  and  looked  after  her.  Then  he  turned  his  horse 
round,  and  drove  slowly  back,  looking  out  for  a  fare. 

When  the  cab  was  out  of  sight,  Sophia  Lyvett  turned  and 
approached  her  home.  No  lights  were  in  the  drawing-room, 
so  her  husband  had  not  returned.  That  was  fortunate :  she 
had  not  felt  perfectly  sure  that  he  would  not  come  home 
early,  in  spite  of  her  injunction ;  but  another  circumstance 
was  less  so.  The  door,  which  she  had  hoped  to  find  ajar,  as 
she  left  it,  was  closed ;  and  she  could  not  get  in  unseen,  as 
she  had  wished  to  do.  The  hour  she  did  not  know,  but 
thought  it  might  be  half-past  ten. 

What  should  she  do  1  She  scarcely  liked  to  knock  and 
enter,  and  face  the  surprise  as  to  her  proceedings,  at  so  late 
an  hour.  An  idea  came  over  her  that  if  she  could  go  in  with 
ker  husband  it  would  be  thought  she  had  but  gone  out  to 
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fetch  him.  Yes,  she  would  wait,  and  do  that.  The  shutters 
of  Mrs,  Cooke's  parlour  windows  were  closed;  So  much  the 
better ;  the  prying  eyes  of  that  lady  could  not  be  upon  her. 

Sophia  paced  back  along  the  garden  path  to  the  gate,  and 
paused  there,  in  the  full  light  of  the  gas  lamp.  At  that  mo- 
ment a  cab  drove  past.  She  did  not  recognise  it;  but  the 
driver  recognised  her  as  the  liberal  fare  he  had  recently  set 
down.  He  had  met  another  fare,  a  cab  full,  whom  he  was 
driving  home.  He  turned  round  on  his  box,  and  noted  the 
house :  no  fear  that  he  would  not  know  it  again. 

Another  cab  came  up,  a  private  one,  and  stopped  at  the 
gate.  Mr.  Frederick  Lyvett's.  Fred  jumped  from  it,  and 
his  groom  drove  off  immediately. 

*^Why,  Sophia!"  he  exclaimed,  in  the  very  excess  of 
astonishment,  as  he  entered  the  gate  and  encountered  her. 
"Is  itymV* 

She  laughed  loudly.  "  I  put  on  my  great  shawl,  and  came 
out  to  walk  up  and  down  before  the  gate,  waiting  for  you. 
It  was  hot  in-doors,  and  the  night  air  is  pleasant." 

But  he  seemed  rather  cross :  seemed  to  think  the  proceed- 
ing an  extraordinary  one ;  and,  while  they  waited  for  admit- 
tance, recommended  her  not  to  do  it  again.  Sophia  fsincied 
that  the  servants  stared  curiously  at  her;  nothing  in  th& 
world  is  so  imaginative  as  conscience.  Both  the  servants 
were  in  the  hall :  the  one  opened  the  door  to  admit  them, 
the  other  was  speaking  to  her  mistress.  Mrs.  Cooke  was  sit- 
ting in  her  parlour  near  the  door,  which  was  wide  open. 

"  Good-evening,"  said  Mr.  Lyvett,  halting  to  speak.  "  A 
warm  night,  is  it  not  1" 

Mrs.  Cooke  rose  and  came  forward.  "Yes;  it  is  very 
warm.     You  gave  us  a  fright,  Mrs.  Frederick  Lyvett,"  she- 
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added :  and  Sophia,  who  was  hastening  up  the  staiis,  felt  at 
these  words  compelled  to  turn.  "  When  Ann  came  up  to 
light  the  hall  lamp,  she  found  a  beggar  boy  in  the  hall :  a 
young  man,  indeed ;  a  great,  strong,  ill-looking  fellow.  He 
pretended  to  ask  for  bread ;  but  it  is  a  mercy  she  saw  him, 
or  we  might  all  have  been  attacked  in  our  beds  to-night." 

"  How  did  he  get  in  V*  asked  Mr.  Lyvett.' 

"  We  could  not  imagine  how,''  said  Mrs.  Cooke,  "  until  we 
found  Mrs.  Lyvett  was  out.  Tou  must  have  left  the  door 
open,"  she  added,  looking  at  the  lady.  "  If  you  will  kindly 
take  the  trouble  to  ring  when  you  are  going  out,  one  of  the 
servants  will  be  at  hand  to  show  you  out,  and  close  the  door 
after  you.  Perhaps,"  she  continued,  smiling,  "  Mrs.  Lyvett 
is  not  accustomed  to  London,  and  little  thinks  that  the  streets 
and  roads  are  infested  with  thieves  and  vagabonds  ever  on 
the  watch  for  plunder." 

"  Oh,  Mrs.  Lyvett  has  lived  in  London  all  her  life,"  was 
Fred'Lyvett's  reply.  "  Had  you  much  trouble  in  getting  rid 
of  him,  Mrs.  Cooke  V 

"  No,  I  thought  it  best  to  conciliate  the  gentleman,  and 
called  the  cook  to  give  him  some  broken  victuals.  He  then 
asked  for  old  shoes ;  and  I  was  obliged  to  threaten  him  with 
a  policeman  before  he  would  quit  the  house." 

"  It  is  the  police  who  are  to  blame,"  returned  Mr.  Lyvett. 
*^  What  right  have  they  to  suffer  these  fellows  to  be  prowling 
about  the  roads  at  eleven  o'clock  at  night  V* 

"Oh,"  said  Mrs.  Cooke,  "it  is  an  hour  and  a  half  agow 
More,  I  think." 

"  I  hope  you  will  not  be  troubled  again  with  such  a  custo- 
mer," concluded  Fred.     "  Good-night,  ma'am." 

His  wife  had  run  upstairs,  and  he  followed  her.     The  ser- 
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vant  had  also  gone  up  with  lights.  "  Sophy,"  he  said,  as  the 
girl  withdrew,  "  you  must  have  been  out  a  long  while.  Where 
can  you  have  been  T 

"  Only  walking  about,  watching  for  you.     I  told  you  so." 

"  Don't  go  letting  yourself  out  again,  my  dear,  in  that  odd 
sort  of  clandestine  way.  And  at  night,  too  !  King  the  ser- 
vants up,  and  let  them  wait  upon  you.  It  is  dijfferent  here 
from  that  place  you  were  in  at  Brompton.  Mrs.  Cooke  is  a 
gentlewoman,  you  know,  and  accustomed  to  proper  ways. 
Besides,  you  are  Mrs.  Frederick  Ly vett  now ;  don't  be  afraid 
of  giving  necessary  trouble." 

Mrs.  Lyvett  turned  the  conversation  off.  She  was  very 
tired,  she  said,  and  should  go  on  to  her  room  and  undress. 
Fred  nodded,  and  said  he  would  follow  her  presently. 

She  had  no  further  attack  of  trembling  that  night.  But 
she  tossed  and  turned  from  side  to  side  in  wakeful  restlessness ; 
and,  when  she  did  get  to  sleep,  she  moaned  and  started  so 
repeatedly  that  her  husband  obtained  no  rest.  ^ 

"  I  am  sure,"  thought  he,  "  that  honeymoon  journey  of  ours 
must  have  been  too  much  for  Sophia !  Travelling  does  upset 
some  people ;  I  suppose  she's  one  of  them." 


CHAPTER  XV. 

THE  CHILD. 


On  the  following  Monday  evening  there  sat  in  a  room  at 
Botherhithe  a  small  collection  of  country  people,  men  and 
women.  A  discontented  expression  was  on  their  faces ;  and 
not  without  cause.    They  were  from  Suffolk,  intended  emi- 
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grants  to  Sidney,  who  ought  to  have  gone  out  of  dock  on  the 
previous  Saturday,  but  from  some  bad  management,  which 
•they  could  not  or  would  not  comprehend,  the  ship  was  to  be 
detained  for  another  week ;  and  they  rebelled  at  the  delay. 

"  A  boxing  of  us  up  in  this  here  wicked  London,  as  is  full  of 
accidents  and  revellings  !'*  cried  a  woman,  who  was  spelling 
over  a  newspaper.  "  A  poor  innocent  lamb  they  have  been  a 
drowning  of  now.  A  pretty  little  fellow,  with  flax-coloured 
hair,  it  says.*' 

"Bead  it  out.  Goody  Giles,"  said  some  one  of  the 
company. 

Goody  Giles  preferred  to  tell  it.  "  He  were  found  in  a 
place  they  call  the  Eegent's  Park.  A  gentleman  were  a-pass- 
ing  along,  and  his  dog  jumped  into  the  water  and  fished  up  a 
bundle,  which  they  think  had  lodged  on  the  side,  without 
sinking.  They  got  it  out  and  opened  it,  and  it  were  a  poor 
little  boy." 

""When  was  it  1  How  big  was  he  V*  inquired  one  of  the 
men. 

"  It  were  last  Friday  morning,  and  he  looked  to  be  a-going 
on  of  two  year,"  replied  Goody  Giles;  "  His  frock  and  pina- 
fore was  of  blue  cotton." 

Another  woman,  seated  at  the  window,  turned  round  her 
head.  "What  else  do  it  say?"  she  asked,  in  a  quick 
tone. 

"  Well,  I  don't  mind  as  it  says  much  else.  Tam,  take  the 
news,  and  look." 

"Tam"  took  the  newspaper,  and  ran  his  eyes  over  the 
account  "  Yes,  it  does,  mother.  It  says  as  there's  a  reward 
of  £20  offered.  And  he  had  got  on  a  shirt  and  petticoat 
dumaily  marked  '  R  P.*  in  grey  worsted," 
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"  Hey,  Mrs.  Thrupp !  what's  the  matter  of  you  ?"  cried  a 
man  named  Miles. 

For  Mrs.  Thrupp  had  risen  from  her  seat  at  the  window, 
and  stood  as  if  petrified.  "  Forgive  me  if  I'm  wrong  !"  she 
breathed,  "  but  it's  just  the  likeness  of  little  Eandy." 

"Thou  foolish  woman!"  uttered  her  husband.  "Thy 
thoughts  be  tied  on  nought  but  that  little  un;  night  and 
noon.     Thee'll  get  crazy  about  him  shortly." 

"  Eandy  wore  his  blue  frock  and  pinafore  the  day  I  left 
him." 

"For  the  matter  of  that,  Mother  Thrupp,"  interposed 
Peter  Miles,  "  there  be  two  or  three  hundred  children  in  blue 
frocks  and  pinafores  in  this  town  of  Lunnon  alone." 

"  And  that's  the  very  mark  of  his  shirt  and  petticoat,"  per- 
sisted Mrs.  Thrupp,  paying  no  attention  to  the  rebuke.  "  I 
thought  his  folks  might  be  fashed  at  seeing  no  mark^  for 
ladies  is  particular^  and  when  I  were  a-mendin'  up  Thrupp's 
stockings,  ready  for  the  start,  I  took  the  needle  and  worsted, 
and  marked  his  three  shirts  and  his  two  petticoats ;  B,  for 
Eandy,  and  P,  for  Penryn." 

"E.  P.  is  but  common  letters,"  interposed  Eobert  Pike, 
"  and  stands  for  many  a  name.     They  stands  for  mine." 

"  Don't  take  no  note  of  she,  Eobin,"  cried  John  Thrupp ; 

her  head's  turned  with  losing  the  little  urchin." 

Mrs.  Thrupp  said  no  more.  But  she  caught  up  the  paper 
and  read  the  account  for  herself.  She  noted  the  address  of 
the  police-station  where  application  might  be  made,  and  the 
body  of  the  child  seen.  When  she  was  alone  with  her  hus- 
band at  night,  she  told  him  she  should  go  and  ask  to  see  it. 

"  Thee'd  never  be  so  soft  !" 

"  1  must  satisfy  myself.     Something  keeps  whispering  me 
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that  it's  little  Eandy.     I  told  you  his  mother  shook  him  and 
hit  him,  almost  like  a  dog  shaking  a  rat." 

"  A  pretty  figure  thee'll  cut,  a-going  to  own  a  drownded 
child,  when  thee  gets  sight  on%  and  find  it's  one  thee  never 
set  eyes  on  afore  1"  exclaimed  John  Thrupp. 

^JX*&  only  my  time  and  a  walk,"  remonstrated  the  woman ; 
*^  and  my  mind  '11  he  at  rest.  While  we  he  kept  a-waiting 
here,  we  have  got  nothing  to  do,  now  all  our  things  is 
aboard." 

The  same  evening  that  these  several  labourers  and  their 
families  were  conversing  together,  there  appeared  at  the 
police-station  mentioned  in  the  advertisements  a  shrewd- 
lookiDg  man,  airily  attired  about  the  neck  and  waistcoat.  He 
demanded  to  see  the  inspector. 

"  What  for  1"  inquired  an  ofl&cer  in  attendance. 

"Something  touching  that  child  that  has  been  found," 
was  the  answer.  "  K I  can't  see  the  inspector  now,  I'll  come 
again." 

"  Go  in  there,"  said  the  policeman. 

The  man  went  into  the  room  indicated,  and  stood  before 
the  inspector:  who  heard  what  his  business  was,  and  in- 
quired his  name. 

"  John  Eipley." 

"  Who  and  what  are  you  V 

"  I  was  well-to-do  once,  but  I  got  down  in  the  world,  and  I 
have  lately  been  reduced  to  drive  a  night  cab.  I  tried  a  day 
one,  but  I  had  to  pay  sixteen  shillings  to  its  master  every 
morning  before  I  took  it  out,  and  I  could  not  make  it  answer. 
I  pay  six  shillings  for  the  night  one." 

"Its  number,  and  the  owner  ?"  continued  the  inspector. 

John  Eipley  satisfied  him ;  also  in  various  other  particolais 
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relating  to  himself.  Some  of  his  answers  were  written 
down. 

"  And  now/'  said  the  oflficer,  "  what  have  you  to  say  about 
this  affair  T 

"  First  of  all,  sir,  I  want  to  know  whether  the  reward  will 
be  paid  to  me,  if  I  point  out  the  person  who  put  the  child  in 
the  water  ?  Because  that  person,"  shrewdly  argued  the  man, 
"  may  not  be  the  one  who  actually  killed  it." 

"If  you  can  indicate  to  us  the  individual  who  put  the 
baby  where  it  was  found,  and  through  that  information  the 
actual  guilty  party  or  parties  be  discovered  and  taken,  you 
will  be  entitled  to  the  reward." 

"  And  receive  it  1"  added  the  man. 

**  And  receive  it,"  said  the  inspector,  with  a  checked  attempt 
at  a  smile.     "  Now  go  on." 

"  Well,  sir,  last  Thursday  evening  I  took  out  my  cab  at 
nine  o'clock,  and  for  more  than  half-an-hour  not  a  fare  did  I 
get.  Then  one  hailed  me,  and  I  drove  him  all  up  to  the 
Eegent's  Park,  and  onwards  to  the  north  side  beyond  it.  I 
set  my  fare  down,  and  was  driving  back,  when  a  woman 
came  out  of  the  Park,  put  up  her  hand,  and  made  a  noise." 

"  How  made  a  noise  ]" 

"  Why,  she  had  tried  to  speak,  but  was  so  out  of  breath 
she  couldn't,  and  only  a  npise  came  from  her.  I  got  down, 
opened  the  door,  and  she  scrambled  in.  I  have  seen  many  a 
one  make  haste  over  getting  into  a  cab,"  continued  the 
speaker, "  but  I  never  saw  one  tumble  in  as  quick  as  she  did. 
'  Agate  Road,'  she  said  to  me." 

"  *  What  part  of  it  V  I  asked. 

"  *  Drive  on,'  she  said.  '  Pll  tell  you  when  to  pull  up.* 
So  I  did  as  sha  told  me,  and " 
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**  What  time  was  this  V*  interrupted  the  olB&cer. 

"  I  can't  say  to  a  few  minutes.  Between  ten  and  half-past/* 

«'  Proceed/' 

"  I  drove  up  the  Agate  Eoad  j  and  presently  she  pulled 
the  string,  and  I  jumped  off  and  let  her  out.  I  thought  I 
should  get  a  shilling  from  her,  but  she  puts  half-a-crown  into 
my  hand,  and  goes  away,  on  further,  up  the  road." 

"IsthataUr 

"  Not  quite.  I  turned  back  with  my  cab  towards  the  Park, 
plying  for  a  fare,  and  had  not  gone  far  when  a  gentleman^ 
two  ladies,  and  two  children  hailed  me  and  got  in.  They 
told  me  to  drive  up  the  Agate  Eoad,  and  I  did  so ;  when,  in 
passing  a  house,  beyond  which  I  had  driven  her,  I  saw  the 
same  woman — or  lady,  whichever  she  was.  She  was  stand- 
ing inside  its  gate,  looking  up  and  down  the  road." 

"WeUr 

**  That  is  alL" 

"  Did  you  see  more  of  the  woman  1" 

"  No.  My  last  fare  went  to  the  very  top  of  the  Agate 
Road ;  and  as  they  were  getting  out  I  took  another,  who 
wanted  to  go  in  quite  a  different  direction." 

"  How  do  you  connect  all  this  with  the  finding  of  the 
child  ]" 

"  Why,  sir,  I  feel  a  positive  conviction,  in  my  own  mind, 
that  it  was  that  very  woman  who  had  been  placing  the  baby 
in  the  water.  She  panted  and  shook  as  she  came  from  the 
Park,  like  one  in  mortal  &ight,  as  I  said,  and  the  moment 
she  was  inside  the  cab,  huddled  herself  into  one  corner  of  it, 
like  a  hare  run  down.  And  why  should  she  conceal  her 
house  from  me,  and  make  me  drive  past  it )  She  must  have 
had  some  motive  for  that." 
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''These  circiUDstances  amount  to  very  little,^'  said  the 
inspector. 

"  At  all  events,  they  look  suspicious  enough  for  the  police 
to  follow  up,"  quickly  retorted  the  man,  "  which  I  suppose 
you'll  do,  sir." 

The  inspector  kept  his  own  counsel,  as  inspectors  are  sure 
to  do.     Neither  eye  nor  lip  moved. 

"  What  house  was  this  V^  he  asked. 

''I  cannot  describe  it  as  you  would  understand,  and  I 
don't  know  its  number ;  but  I  can  point  it  out  when  I'm 
there." 

"  How  was  the  woman  dressed  V 

''  In  a  big,  dark  shawl,  which  nearly  covered  her,  and  a 
silk  dress.     And  she  kept  a  black  veil  over  her  face." 

"  Should  you  know  her  again  V 

"  I  should  know  her  dress ;  Tm  sure  I  should.  It  was  a 
^ey  silk,  flounces  edged  with  bands  of  black  velvet.  The 
shawl  was  a  dark  plaid,  blue  and  green.  I  didn't  see  much 
of  her  features." 

"  What  age  was  she  ?" 

«  Young." 

"  Was  she  like  a  lady  or  a  servant  1" 

"  Like  a  lady." 

The  inspector  wrote  for  a  few  minutes, 

^'Are  you  always  to  be  found  at  this  address  that  you 
have  given  ]" 

"  Except  at  night,  when  I'm  out  with  my  cab." 

He  continued  to  write. 

''  Have  you  talked  about  this  9"  he  suddenly  demanded. 

"  I  have  never  opened  my  lips  about  it  till  now.  It  was 
only  to-day,  when  the  account  of  the  fiurli'ng  of  the  child 
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came  to  my  notice  in  the  newspapeis^  that  I  began  to  have 
my  suspicions." 

«  Good." 

The  inspector  touched  a  hand-bell,  and  the  policeman 
oame  in. 

«  Begbie." 

It  was  the  only  word  he  spoke,  but  the  man  appeared  to 
understand ;  for  he  withdrew,  and  another  one  appeared  in 
plain  clothes.     The  inspector  turned  to  the  cabman. 

"  You  will  go  with  this  olB&cer,"  he  said,  "  and  point  out  to 
him  the  house  you  have  mentioned.  Do  not  linger  before  it, 
or  turn  your  head  to  look  at  it ;  just  tell  him  which  it  is, 
and  walk  past  it.     You  understand  V* 

"  I  should  be  dull  if  I  didn't,"  returned  the  driver. 

"Mark  it,"  was  the  inspector's  brief  direction  to  his 
subordinate. 


CHAPTEK  XVL 

AT      MBS.     COOKE'S. 

It  is  something  marvellous — the  ways  and  means  employed 
by  the  metropolitan  police  when  they  are  bent  upon  obtain- 
ing information.  None  know  how  they  do  it,  or  when  they 
do  it ;  save  to  themselves,  their  inquiries  are  secret  as  ever 
were  those  of  the  French  inquisition, 

£y  eleven  o'clock  the  following  morning  the  police  knew 
all  about  the  suspected  house,  what  character  it  bore,  and 
who  lived  in  it.     A  widow  lady  of  great  respectability  was 
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its  occupant,  with,  her  two  servants  :  she  had  lived  there  fof 
many  years. 

About  twelve  o'clock  on  that  same  day  a  gentleman  stood 
before  the  house — a  tall,  well-dressed,  middle-aged,  easy- 
mannered  man.  He  knocked  and  rang,  as  though  he  felt 
himself  to  be  somebody  of  consequence.  One  of  the  maids 
opened  the  door. 

"  Is  Mrs.  Cooke  at  home  V 

"  Yes,  sir." 

Without  ceremony  or  any  kind  of  invitation,  he  walked  at 
once  into  the  hall. 

"  I  wish  to  see  her." 

"  What  name,  sir  ?*'  asked  the  servant,  preparing  to  show 
him  in. 

"  Mr.  Smith." 

Whether  Smith  was  his  real  name,  or  not,  is  no  matter  to 
us.  It  did  for  the  servant,  as  well  as  any  other.  Mrs.  Cooke 
was  seated  in  her  parlour ;  a  handsome,  well-appointed  room. 
Mr.  Smith  saw  a  tall,  stately  lady,  dressed  in  rich  black  silk 
and  a  widow's  cap.  She  was  looking  over  some  account- 
books,  but  rose  at  the  visitor's  entrance  and  laid  down  her 
spectacles.  Amongst  her  friends  was  a  gentleman  named 
Smith,  and  she  advanced  to  shake  hands,  but  drew  back  at 
meeting  a  stranger. 

"  Ma'am,''  he  began,  in  a  low,  cautious  tone,  as  soon  as  the 
door  was  closed,  drawing,  unasked,  a  chair  near  to  hers,  and 
sitting  down,  "  I  have  come  to  seek  a  little  private  informar 
tion  from  you.     I  am  a  member  of  the  detective  poUce." 

Mrs.  Cooke  was  shocked  and  startled.  A  detective  officer 
had  always  been  associated,  in  her  mind,  with  a  blunderbuss 
and  two  horse-pistols.     She  nervously  began  to  draw  on  her 
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black  lace  mittens^  which  lay  on  the  table,  but  her  trembling 
fingers  could  hardly  accomplish  it. 

"Don't  be  alarmed,  ma'am,"  he  said,  with  a  voice  and 
smile  tending  to  reassure  her.  "  My  visit  has  nothing  formid- 
able in  it.  Look  upon  me  as  an  acquaintance  only,  who  has 
called  to  sit  half-an-hour  with  you." 

"  Sir,"  she  answered,  "  I  have  lived  to  six-and-fiffcy  years, 
and  never  had  anything  to  do  with  the  police  in  my  life,  or  my 
husband  either.  He  was  in  Somerset  House,  and  I  can 
assure  you  we  never  did  anything  to  bring  the  notice  of  the 
police  upon  us.  All  we  have  ever  done,  or  said,  might  be 
laid  open  to  the  world." 

"  Had  you  fallen  under  their  mark,  I  should  not  come  to 
visit  you  in  this  private  manner,"  was  his  composed  reply. 
**  I  only  require  a  little  information  from  you ;  which  I  think 
you  can  afford  me." 

"  Dear  me  !"  groaned  Mrs.  Cooke. 

"Do  you  live  in  this  house  alone  with  your  two  ser- 
vants f 

"  Until  last  week  I  did.  I  suppose,  sir,  I  am  compelled  to 
answer  your  questions  T 

"  Madam,  yes.  Or  you  may  be  called  upon  to  answer  them 
in  public  :  which  would  be  less  pleasant  to  you.  Since  last 
week,  who  has  resided  in  your  house  V 

The  intimation  did  not  tend  to  reassure  Mrs.  Cooke.  But 
never  a  thought  crossed  her  of  refusing  to  answer,  and  she 
resigned  herself  to  the  situation. 

"  A  newly-married  gentleman  and  his  wife  came  to  reside 
with  me  last  week.  My  house  is  large  for  me  since  my  hus- 
band died,  and  they  have  taken  part  of  it.  They  entered  last 
Wednesday." 
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"  Eespectable  people,  I  conclude  ?" 

"  Eespectable  !  Sir,  it  is  Mr.  Frederick  Lyvett,  a  son  of  the 
great  Lawyer  Lyvett ;  their  firm  is  one  of  the  highest  in  Lon- 
don. The  Ly  vetts  live  in  the  greatest  style  at  the  West  End,*' 

"  I  know  them,"  nodded  the  olB&cer.  "  Lyvett,  Castlerosse,, 
and  Lyvett.     Just  married,  are  these  parties  V 

*'  About  a  fortnight  ago." 

«  Who  was  the  lady  V 

"  I  know  very  little  of  her.  I  believe  she  was  inferior  in 
position  to  Frederick  Lyvett,  and  his  friends  were  against 
the  match.  She  was  a  Miss  May,  and  resided  somewhere  in 
Erompton.  Eut,  sir,"  added  Mrs.  Cooke,  while  the  stranger 
was  making  a  note  of  her  last  words,  ^'  I  feel  there  is  some- 
thing mean  and  dishonourable  in  thus  giving  information  of 
the  affairs  of  other  people.  It  is  what  I  have  not  been  accus- 
tomed to  do." 

"  ITevertheless  it  is  necessary,"  he  answered,  in  a  semi-im- 
patient but  very  decisive  tone,  as  if  ignoring  the  scruples. 
"  They  came  in  on  Wednesday  afternoon.  Did  they  bring 
any  children  with  them  1" 

"  Oh  dear  no.     I  said  they  were  just  married." 

"  Did  any  children,  or  child,  come  to  visit  them  that  day 
or  the  next  1  Any  young  boy — say  two  years  old,  or  ap- 
proaching to  it  ?" 

What  doubt,  what  feeling  came  over  Mrs.  Cooke  at  thi& 
question,  perhaps  she  could  not  herself  have  explained.  She 
did  not  answer  it,  but  her  face  grew  white,  and  she  sat  gazing 
at  the  officer.  Did  the  account  she  had  read  of  the  little 
child  in  blue,  who  was  found  in  the  Eegent's  Park,  arise  un- 
accountably before  her?  He  drew  his  chair  closer  and  his. 
voice  took  a  sound  of  confidence. 
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"  Mrs.  Cooke/'  he  said,  "  by  the  expression  of  your  fece,  I 
think  you  now  begin  to  suspect  the  drift  of  my  questions.  A 
sad  deed  has  been  committed  by  some  one,  and  certain  facts 
which  have  come  to  our  knowledge  would  seem  to  point  to  a 
suspicion  that  an  inmate  of  your  house  may  have  been  con- 
nected with  it.  It  is  your  duty  to  throw  upon  this  matter 
any  and  every  light  that  may  be  in  your  powor ;  and  the  law 
will  demand  it  of  you.'* 

"  What  deed  is  it  ?"  ejaculated  Mrs.  Cooke. 

"  I  ask  if  you  saw  any  child  here  with  your  lodgers  V*  he 
continued,  passing  by  her  question.  "  Did  you  see  any  child 
with  them  r 

"  A  woman,  evidently  a  countrywoman,  saying  she  was  from 
Suffolk,  did  bring  a  child  here  on  the  Wednesday,  an  hour  or 
two  before  they  came  home,"  replied  Mrs.  Cooke,  unmistak- 
ably much  pained  at  vouchsafing  information,  yet  afraid  to 
withhold  it. 

"  Yes.     Well,  ma'am  1    Pray  proceed." 

"  She  said  the  child  was  one  that  Mrs.  Lyvett  had  placed 
at  nurse  with  her,  but  she  could  no  longer  keep  it,  because  she 
and  her  husband  were  going  out  to  Australia.  Sir,  suppose  I 
decline  to  furnish  these  particulars — ^to  answer  these  ques- 
tions ?     Have  you  the  power  to  compel  me  ?" 

"  Yes,  madam.     At  a  police-court,  before  a  magistrate." 

The  alternative  was  not  palatable,  and  Mrs.  Cooke  resigned 
herself  to  her  fate  without  further  struggle.  "The  woman 
wanted  to  leave  the  child  in  my  charge,"  she  continued. 

"Did  you  take  it  r 

"  Of  course  not.  I  allowed  the  woman  to  wait  here  until 
they  arrived,  and  she  then  carried  the  child  upstairs  to  Mrp. 
Lyvett." 
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«  Was  Mr.  Ly vett  there  T 

"  He  was  gone  out.  The  woman  stayed  with  Mrs.  Lyvett 
in  her  hedroom,  and  we  heard  the  child  crying.  Afterwards, 
one  of  my  servants,  in  passing  the  rooms,  heard  the  woman 
hushing  him  to  sleep.  After  that,  the  woman  left  the 
house." 

"  How  long  was  she  with  Mrs.  Lyvett  T 

"About  —  I  should  think,  three-quarters  of  an  hour. 
]S"early  that." 

"  And  what  became  of  the  child  ]" 

"  I  don't  know.  I  wondered  what  did  become  of  him ; 
for  when  the  woman  left  I  saw  no  child  with  her.  I  asked 
Mrs.  Lyvett  about  him  the  following  morning,  and  she  re- 
plied that  the  woman  had  taken  him  with  her.  She  had 
said  the  same  thing  the  night  before  to  one  of  my  maids, 
who  went  up  to  ask  whether  anything  should  be  prepared 
for  the  baby*s  supper.  It  surprised  me  very  much;  for 
though  I  saw  the  woman  leave,  I  did  not  see  the  child. 
Still,  I  supposed  that  it  must  have  been  so,  for  we  certainly 
neither  saw  nor  heard  traces  of  the  child  after  her  departure." 

"  ITeither  saw  nor  heard  any  ]"  repeated  the  olB&cer. 

"  None  whatever." 

"  Did  you  chance  to  hear  the  woman's  name?" 

"  She  told  me  it  was  Thrupp." 

"  ITow,  madam,  bring  your  thoughts  to  bear,  if  you  please, 
on  the  following  evening,  Thursday.  Did  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Lyvett  dine  at  home  ?     I  presume  their  dinner-hour  is  late  T 

"Six  o'clock.  Only  Mrs.  Lyvett  dined  on  Thursday 
evening.     Mr.  Frederick  went  to  his  father's  to  dine." 

"  She  was  alone,  then  V  >  - 

"  Yes." 
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The  officer  stopped  for  a  minute,  considering.  When  he 
resumed,  the  tone  of  his  Toice  was  low  and  grave,  as  if 
conscious  that  he  was  asking  a  grave  question. 

"  Do  you  happen  to  know  whether  Mrs.  Frederick  Lyvett 
went  out  that  night  V 

Mrs.  Cooke  hesitated.  She  would  have  given  all  the 
world  to  avoid  this. 

"  Madam,"  said  the  officer  somewhat  sternly,  "  you  must 
speak,  and  speak  freely." 

"  Mrs.  Lyvett  did  go  out.  She  went  out  without  any- 
body's knowing  it,  and  left  the  hall-door  open.  By  which 
means  a  tramping  heggar  got  inside  the  house  and  startled  us." 

"  At  what  hour  did  she  go  out  ?" 

"  It  is  impossible  to  say  precisely.  The  servant  fetched 
down  her  coffee-cup  before  nine,  and  it  was  between  half- 
past  nine  and  ten  when  we  found  the  tramp  in  the  halL* 

"  What  time  did  she  return  V 

"  She  returned  with  her  husband.  It  was  getting  on  for 
eleven." 

"With  her  husband]"  he  repeated  quickly,  and  possibly 
in  surprise,  only  that  the  tone  of  a  wary  police-officer  rarely 
betrays  any. 

"Yes,  with  her  husband.  I  was  sitting  here  and  heard 
his  cab  stop.     They  came  in  together." 

"  They  may  have  met  at  the  gate,"  mused  the  inspector  to 
himself.     "  Did  you  observe  how  she  was  dressed,  madam  ?" 

"Not  particularly.     Except  that  she  wore  a  very  large, 

dark  shawl,  which  I  thought  she  must  be  smothered  in,  so 

hot  a  night." 

"  And  a  veil  T 

"  Yes ;  for  she  kept  it  down.     Mr.  Lyvett  stopped  to  say 

11 
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good-eyening,  as  they  passed  this  door,  and  I  spoke  to  Mis. 
Lyvett  ahout  the  beggar,  and  requested  her  in  future  to  ring 
for  a  servant  to  show  her  out." 

The  detective  looked  over  his  note-book.  "I  have  for- 
gotten one  question  in  its  order,'*  he  said.  "What  clothes 
<iid  the  child  wear?" 

Mrs.  Cooke's  voice  sank  to  a  whisper.  "  When  his  cape 
was  off,  I  saw  he  wore  a  blue  frock  and  pinafore." 

"Did  you  perceive  anything  strange  in  Mrs.  Lyvett's 
manner  between  Wednesday,  when  the  countrywoman  was 
here,  and  Thursday  evening]" 

"  l^othing  strange.  She  had  an  attack  of  iUness  once  or 
twice,  which  was  attributed  to  the  fatigue  of  travelling." 

*^  What  sort  of  iUnessr 

"  Ann,  who  saw  her,  said  she  shook  worse  than  one  in  the 
palsy,  and  had  a  cold,  white  look." 

The  officer  coughed  a  peculiar  cough.  "  The  rooms  they 
t)Gcupy  were  open,  I  suppose,  to  your  servants  on  the  Wed- 
nesday and  Thursday  ]" 

•**  Quite  so.  As  they  are  now.  It  is  Ann  only  who  waits 
on  them." 

"  Is  Ann  a  discreet  girl  ]" 

"  Discreet,  sir  !     In  what  way  discreet  ?" 

**  Can  she  keep  a  silent  tongue  ]" 

"  I  think  she  can.     She  is  a  very  good  girl." 

"  Allow  me  to  ring  for  her,"  he  said.  And  without  waiting 
for  permission,  he  rose  and  rang  the  bell. 

Ann  herself  answered  it,  and  stood  with  the  door  in  her 
hand. 

"Come  in,"  said  Mrs.  Cooke,  and  the  officer  rose  and 
closed  the  door  behind  her.      She  looked  surprised,  half- 
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frightened;  a  short,  pale,  quiet-mannered  young  woman. 
^'  Ann,"  began  her  mistress,  "  this  gentleman  wishes  to  ask 
you  a  question  or  two.     Be  particular  in  replying." 

She  turned  to  face  the  stranger,  who  looked  at  her  keenly 
as  he  entered  on  his  inquiries. 

"  You  wait  upon  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Lyvett,  I  am  informed  by 
your  mistress." 

"  Yes,  sir." 

"  Make  beds,  sweep  rooms,  and  such-like  work  V 

«  Yes,  sir." 

"Last  Wednesday,  after  they  came  here,  and  the  day 
following,  were  the  rooms  quite  open  to  you?" 

"  Open,  sir  ?"  repeated  the  girl,  as  if  she  scarcely  under- 
stood the  question.     "  Yes,  they  were  open." 

"  You  saw  nothing  to  induce  you  to  suppose  anything  was 
lying  hid — any  bundle,  for  example  T 

"I  never  thought  anything  about  it,  sir,"  was  Ann's 
answer,  wondering  to  herself  what  the  drift  of  all  this  was. 
^*  There  was  nothing  hid  that  I  noticed." 

"  Closets,  cupboards,  were  all  open?" 

"  Yes,  I  think  so— except  one  closet,"  added  th0  servant, 
oarelessly,  as  if  she  thought  that  of  little  consequence,  "  The 
key  of  it  was  mislaid." 

"  Ah !"  remarked  the  olB&cer,  briskly,  a  keen  look  of  in- 
telligence rising  to  his  countenance  and  fading  again.  "  When 
was  thatf 

"  On  the  Wednesday  evening,  sir.  I  was  going  to  hang 
the  dresses  up  which  the  lady  had  lefb  about,  and  I  could  not 
find  the  key  of  the  closet,  the  one  in  the  dressing-room, 
where  the  pegs  are.     It  was  locked,  and  the  key  gone." 

«  Did  you  ask  for  the  key  ?" 

n— 2 
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"  No,  sir ;  on  the  following  morning,  Mr.  Ly vett  rang  the  * 
bell  and  asked  me  for  it.    And  then  the  lady  said  she  might 
have  taken  it  out  unintentionally  and  had  got  it  somewhere. 
She  would  look  and  see  after  breakfast,  she  said,  and  I  came 
down  again." 

"  Did  she  speak  readily  % — at  once  T 

"  No.  Not  till  Mr.  Lyvett  pressed  for  the  key,  and  seemed 
displeased,  telling  me  I  must  find  it.  He  seemed  to  think 
that  I  must  have  taken  it  out.'* 

"  Was  that  closet  open,  do  you  remember,  during  the  day, 
Thursday  V 

"  1  am  sure  it  was  not  open,  sir,  when  I  made  the  bed.  It 
may  have  been  when  I  put  the  rooms  straight  at  night,  but  I 
did  not  notice.  The  next  morning  I  saw  it  was  open,  and 
Mr.  Lyvett's  things  were  placed  in  it.*' 

"  Mrs.  Lyvett  was  ill  on  one,  or  both  of  those  days.  What 
was  the  matter  with  her  V 

**  She  said  she  was  tired  with  the  railway  journey.  She 
shook  a  good  deal." 

"  Did  she  look  terrified  T 

"  Well,  she  did,  sir,"  was  the  servant's  reply.  "  At  least, 
so  it  struck  me." 

The  officer  asked  a  few  further  questions,  but  she  could  say 
no  more  of  import.  He  rose  from  his  chair,  drew  up  his 
form  to  its  full  height,  and  placed  his  hands  upon  her 
shoulders. 

"  Now,  my  girl,  do  you  know  what  I  am  1  I  am  an  officer 
in  the  detective  police  force,  and  you  have  been  under  private 
examination.  You  must  observe  strict  silence  as  to  what  has 
passed  in  this  room,  to  your  fellow-servant  and  to  everybody 
else.     Shall  I  swear  you  to  it?" 
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The  girl  gasped,  and  looked  for  help  to  her  mistress.  He 
saw  his  end  was  gained.  Little  need  to  swear  her,  even  had 
he  seriously  meant  it. 

A  few  minutes  longer  with  Mrs.  Cooke,  whom  he  left  with 
a  pale,  distressed,  uneasy  face,  and  the  olB&cer  went  straight 
back  to  the  station.  There  he  found  a  countrywoman 
waiting.  She  also  had  come  about  the  matter — a  Suffolk 
woman,  who  gave  her  name  as  Thrupp,  and  said  she  had 
nursed  a  child  whom  she  fSancied  answered  to  the  description 
of  the  one  in  the  advertisement — could  she  see  it  % 

Yes ;  she  was  taken  to  see  it.  It  was  lying  in  its  little 
blue  clothes,  just  as  it  was  found.  The  w«man  gave  one 
look,  and  fell  in  a  passion  of  grief  upon  the  board.  It  was 
indeed  the  same  child.  Mr.  Smith  waited  until  her  grief 
had  spent  itself,  and  then  took  her  away  and  inquired  par- 
ticulars. Mrs.  Thrupp  gave  them  willingly  and  eagerly,  tell- 
ing all  she  knew.     Mr.  Smith  listened,  and  made  notes. 

"You  don't  know  the  mother  of  this  little  child,  you 
say?" 

"  We  was  never  told,  sir,  who  his  mother  was.  The  lady 
was  in  a  fine  way  with  me  for  bringing  him  up  to  Lunnon 
unexpected,  as  she  called  it,  and  said,  what  was  she  to  do 
with  him  till  his  mother  come  back  to  town  ?  She  offered 
me  money  to  take  him  with  me  in  the  ship,  or  to  get  him  a 
place  to  be  at  in  Lunnon — a  handful  o'  gold  she  showed  me. 
But  I  told  her  how  it  was  with  me — that  I  was  put  to  it 
myself  for  time  to  get  things  ready  for  the  start ;  and  I  left 
him  there  with  his  little  bundle  o'  clothes." 

"  He  was  alive  then — ^when  you  left  him  T 

"  Alive,  sir  !  Bless  him,  he  was  alive,  and  sleeping  sweetly 
on  the  grand  high  bed  where  I  laid  him.     The  tears  were  wet 
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an  his  eheeks,  though,  for  the  lady  had  been  in  a  fieiod  « 
temper  with  him ;   but  he'd  have  forgot  it  all  when  he 
awoke." 

"  Mrs.  Lyvett  was  in  a  temper,  was  she  V* 

"  Yes,  sir,  she  seemed  sadly  put  out  at  my  taking  him 
back.  like  enough,  sir,  she  have  a  good  temper  in  general ; 
but  the  best  o'  tempers  gets  ruffled  at  times." 

"  I  must  inform  you  of  one  thing,"  said  the  officer,  as  a 
parting  word.  "  You  are  not  the  first  in  the  field — as  to  the 
reward."  , 

"  Ay,"  she  mused,  "  I  do  mind  me  that  the  news  sheet 
spoke  of  a  reward.     What  did  you  please  to  say,  sir?" 

*^  Another  has  been  here  before  you,  and  given  information 
which  led  us  on  the  same  scent,  so  that  the  reward  will  be 
his,  not  yours." 

'*The  reward  mine!"  uttered  the  poor  woman  aghast. 
"Sir,  do  you  think  I  would  touch  a  reward  for  telling  out 
about  the  killing  of  little  Eandy?  No,  never.  Let  them 
take  it  that  has  got  heart  to  do  it,  but  it  shall  never  trouble 
me  nor  my  husband." 

The  officer  had  done  with  Mrs.  Thrupp  for  the  present ; 
she  was  at  liberty  to  return  to  Eotherhithe.  But  the  same 
day  she  and  her  husband  received  an  intimation  that  they 
could  not  sail  for  Australia  in  the  vessel  about  to  quit  the 
docks  on  Saturday :  they  must  wait  for  a  later  one.  The 
delay,  however,  would  not  be  at  their  own  costb 
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CHAPTEK  XYIL 

THE    APPREHENSION, 

The  morning  above 'spoken  of  is  not  yet  done  with,  or  the 
day  either.  Ann,  Mrs.  Cooke's  housemaid,  allowed  Mr. 
Smith  to  show  himself  out  of  the  house.  The  girl  had  re- 
treated to  the  kitchen,  and  was  leaning  against  the  ironing- 
board,  not  quite  sure  whether  she  stood  on  her  head  or  her 
heels.  Her  faculties  were  in  a  state  of  utter  cofifusion :  it 
would  have  been  something  could  she  have  unburthened  her- 
self to  her  fellow-servant,  at  that  moment  making  a  tart  on 
the  table ;  but  the  relief  was  denied  her. 

"  Be  you  asleep  ]"  suddenly  demanded  the  tart-maker. 
"  Because  that  was  the  drawing-room  bell  that  rang." 

Ann  started  from  her  reverie  and  ran  upstairs  to  answer  it. 
Mrs.  Lyvett  had  sat  down  to  the  piano  and  was  trying  some 
new  music.  Ann  was  kept  waiting  her  pleasure  for  some 
minutes,  door-handle  in  hand.  That  was  just  Mrs.  Sophia 
Lyvett's  way. 

"Oh,"  she  said,  when  she  condescended  to  turn  round,  **in 
ordering  dinner  I  forgot  to  say  that  we  shall  want  it  earlier 
than  usual." 

"  At  what  time  would  you  like  it,  ma'am  V 

"  Five  o'clock.  Who  was  that  gentleman  ?"  carelessly  added 
Mrs.  Lyvett,  striking  a  few  notes  as  she  spoke^  and  keeping 
her  face  turned  on  the  music. 

"  Gentleman  T  faltered  Ann. 

"  The  one  who  has  just  been  here.  He  paid  a  pretty  long 
visit." 
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"  It  was — it  was  a  gentleman  to  see  my  mistress,  ma'am," 
replied  Ann,  making  the  best  answer  she  could,  and  intensely 
wondering  that  Mrs.  Lyvett  should  chance  to  speak  on  that 
one  subject. 

"  To  see  your  mistress  !  What  was  his  business  with 
her?*' 

"  I  don't  know,  I'm  sure,  ma'am." 

"  Oh,  it  is  of  no  consequence.  I  saw  him  come  in  at  the 
gate,  and  fancied  I  knew  him — that's  alL  Dinner  at  five, 
mind." 

Xow  iir»  reality  Mrs.  Lyvett  had  not  fancied  that  she  knew 
the  gentleman ;  but  her  mind  was  in  a  very  uneasy  state  just 
then,  and  she  suspected  an  enemy  in  every  bush.  Looking 
horn  the  window,  she  had  seen  the  stranger  come  in^  and  she 
watched  for  his  going  away,  restlessly  marvelling  all  the 
while  what  it  was  he  wanted. 

They  were  going  that  night  to  one  of  the  theatres.  Frederick 
Lyvett  had  engaged  a  box  the  previous  day,  bringing  the 
tickets  home  as  a  little  surprise  for  his  wife. 

The  day  wore  on.  In  the  afternoon  Mrs.  Lyvett  went  out. 
She  did  a  little  shopping,  bought  a  shell  wreath  for  the  hair — 
shell  wreaths  were  then  in  fashion — ^bought  a  few  other  pretty 
trinkets  which  took  her  fancy,  ordered  home  some  fine  fruit, 
regardless  of  the  cost,  set  down  her  name  as  a  subscriber  to  a 
new  and  expensive  work  just  coming  out,  and  also  became  a 
first-class  subscriber  to  one  of  the  large  circulating  libraries, 
which  had  a  depot  in  the  neighbourhood,  paying  for  the  year 
in  advance :  five  guineas.  She  seemed  determined  to  make 
use  of  her  husband's  money.  She  told  them  she  should  want 
books  changed  every  day,  and  they  must  hold  themselves  in 
readiness  to  send  to  her  as  often  as  she  required.     She  looked 
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out  six  or  eight  volumes  to  take  with  her  then,  had  a  cab 
called,  and  went  home  in  it. 

It  was  then  nearly  half-past  four.  Sophia  rushed  into  her 
bedroom,  intending  to  dress  for  the  theatre  before  dinner,  sat 
down  to  the  glass  and  did  her  hair,  placing  in  it  the  ornamen- 
tal flowers  she  had  bought,  and  then  rang  for  Ann  to  help  her 
with  her  gown.  Fred  Lyvett  came  home  and  dressed  also. 
They  kept  the  dinner  waiting.  It  was  nearly  half-past  five 
when  they  sat  down  to  it. 

When  the  cloth  was  removed,  Ann  placed  the  wijie  on  the 
table,  then  ran  downstairs  to  fetch  up  the  coffee  which  had 
been  ordered.  She  placed  the  waiter,  with  the  two  cups  and 
the  silver  coifee-pot,  before  Mrs.  Lyvett. 

"  And  now,  Ann,"  Mr.  Lyvett  said,  "  you  must  go  to  the 
stand  and  get  a  cab.     Choose  a  nice  one." 

The  servant  did  as  she  was  ordered :  went  to  the  stand, 
chose  a  cab,  and  returned  in  it.  As  she  got  out  of  it,  a 
gentleman  came  up  to  the  gate.  Ann  recognised  him  as  the 
one  who  had  given  her  such  a  fright  in  the  morning — Mr. 
Smith.  His  dress  was  altered,  and  he  had  now  an  official 
look.  Two  policemen  were  sauntering  up  behind :  the  girl 
thought  they  belonged  to  him,  and  her  heart  leapt  into  her 
mouth  with  alarm. 

"  For  whom  have  you  fetched  that  cab  T  he  inquired. 

"  For  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Lyvett,  sir,"  she  answered,  in  a  tremor. 
*'  They  are  going  to  the  theatre." 

"  Good.  We  may  want  it.  Consider  yourself  engaged  to 
me,  my  man." 

The  driver  touched  his  hat,  and  looked  on  with  curiosity. 
He  also  had  noticed  the  policemen,  and  knew  they  were 
not  on  ordinary  duty :  a  cabman's  instinct  is  sharp  on  these 
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points.  Ann  flew  up  the  path  to  the  door,  which  she  opened 
with  her  latch-key.  It  came  across  her  mind  to  lock  and 
bar  it  against  those  dreaded  officers :  bat  she  did  not  dare  to 
do  it.  She  held  it  open  for  Mr.  Smith  to  enter :  it  was  only 
he  who  had  as  yet  passed  in  at  the  gate.  What  could  his 
business  be,  thought  Ann,  in  a  flutter :  but  she  had  a  vague 
consciousness  that  it  related  to  Mr.  or  Mrs.  Lyvett. 

"  Don't  shut  the  door,"  said  Mr.  Smith  to  her.  "  Leave  it 
on  the  latch." 

Mrs.  Cooke  had  seen  the  officer's  approach  firom  her  padour 
window;  the  cook,  who  happened  to  look  up  fitxm  the 
kitchen  area,  saw  it  also ;  the  former  came  out  of  her  room, 
and  the  latter  came  peeping  up  the  stairs.  Ann  had  obserTed 
^'  silence  "  according  to  orders ;  but  it  was  beyond  human  na- 
ture not  to  be  a  little  mysterious  as  to  the  visit  of  the  gentle- 
man in  the  morning,  and  the  other  servant's  curiosity  had 
been  aroused  in  regard  to  him. 

''  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Lyvett  are  in  their  sitting-room,  I  beHeve^ 
madam )"  he  remarked  to  Mrs.  Cooke,  who  had  stepped  for* 
ward  to  meet  him  in  the  hall.  .     . 

"Yes,"  she  answered,  her  hands  working  nervously  quo 
over  the  other.     "  I  believe  they  are." 

He  turned  to  Ann.  "  Step  up  and  announce  me :  Mx. 
Smith.     rU  foUow  you." 

"  Oh,  sir — ^if  you  please — must  I  do  it  1"  she  stammered, 
with  a  white  face  and  chattering  teeth :  for  she  had  now 
become  thoroughly  frightened. 

He  looked  at  her.  "  I7o.  You  would  do  more  harm  than 
good.     I  will  announce  myseK." 

He  went  softly  up  the  stairs  as  he  spoke,  and  the  three 
£:ightened  women  clung  to  the  balustrades  and  gazed  after 


PARKWATER.  171 

him.  Suddenly  the  cook  caught  hold  of  her  mistress,  and 
gave  a  smothered  cry.  Standing  against  the  wall  by  the 
hall  door  were  the  two  policemen,  who  had  quietly  entered. 

Mr.  Lyvett  was  still  in  his  place  at  table.  Mrs.  Lyvett 
had  drawn  away  from  it,  and  leaned  back  in  an  easy-chair. 
The  detective  glanced  at  her  with  a  detective's  critical  eye*. 
He  saw  a  handsome  young  woman  in  a  rich  evening  dress, 
gdd  ornaments  on  her  fair  neck  and  arms,  and  the  braids  of 
her  fair  hair  interspersed  with  a  wreath  of  white  flowers. 
'  Mr.  Lyvett  rose  in  surprise.  As  well  he  might,  to  see  a 
istranger  walk  coolly  in,  and  close  the  door  after  him.  His 
first  impression  was,  that  some  friend  of  Mrs.  Cooke's  had 
entered  their  room  by  mistake.  But  he  was  abruptly  un- 
deceived. 

"I  am  deeply  grieved  to  come  here  on  my  present  errand,'*^ 
4said  the  officer,  "and  apologize  for  the  intrusion;  but  the 
iaw  knows  no  favour.     My  business  is  with  this  lady." 
.    "  "What  business  T  haughtily  demanded  Frederick  Lyvett. 

"  I  am  sorry  to  say  I  have  a  warrant  for  her  apprehension." 

"What  do  you  mean?"  broke  from  Mr.  Lyvett,  after  a 
pause  of  consternation.     "  This  lady  is  my  wife." 

"  I  know  it.  And  I  can  only  say  I  hope  that  things,^ 
which  at  present  look— look  dark,  may  be  satisfactorily 
cleared  up,  so  that  Mrs.  Frederick  Lyvett  may  be  restored  to 
her  friends." 

Frederick  Lyvett,  his  mind  in  a  state  of  confusion,  spoke 
a  few  passionate  words.  How  dared  an  insolent  policeman 
invade  his  house — ^how  dared  he  insult  Mrs.  Lyvett?  Their 
purport  was  something  to  that  effect. 

"I  am  not  an  ordinary  policeman,  Mr.  Lyvett/'  was  the 
calm  answer.     "  There  is  my  card :  you  will  see  what  I  am. 
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I  have  the  pleasure  of  being  acquainted  with  your  father  and 
Mr.  Castlerosse :  not  that  they  have  any  knowledge  of  the 
present  matter :  and  I  came  here  myself  this  evening,  instead 
of  despatching  my  subordinates,  that  this  arrest — which  mast 
be  made,  understand  me — should  be  accomplished  with  as 
little  offence  to  your  feelings  as  is  possible." 

The  officer's  address  and  manner  were  so  business-like  and 
temperate,  that  Frederick  Lyvett  insensibly  calmed  down. 
A  sudden  thought  occurred  to  him. 

"  Should  my  wife,  as  Miss  May,  have  contracted  a  debt, 
or  debts,"  he  said,  "  your  recourse  will  be  against  me  now : 
not  against  her." 

"  It  is  not  an  affair  of  debt,"  answered  the  detective.  "  I 
wish  it  was.     The  warrant  sets  forth  a  criminal  charge." 

"  Nonsense !"  contemptuously  rejoined  Mr.  Lyvett,  when 
he  had  taken  in  the  sense  of  the  words.  ''  Criminal  charge  J 
I  tell  you,  that  you  must  be  labouring  under  some  extraor- 
dinary delusion.  You  have  mistaken  my  wife  for  somebody 
else." 

The  officer  drew  a  paper  from  his  pocket,  and  opened  it. 
"The  warrant,"  he  said,  "is  against  Sophia  Lyvett,  other- 
wise May,  otherwise  Penryn." 

Mr.  Lyvett,  somewhat  staggered,  turned  his  eyes  on  his 
wife,  as  she  cowered  in  her  chair.  He  never  saw  a  coun- 
tenance express  so  much  horror.  It  was  perfectly  livid. 
And  the  dark  circles  which  he  had  observed  round  her  eyes 
once  before,  but  some  three  or  four  days  ago,  had  reappeared. 

"  Come,  madam,"  said  the  officer,  "  the  quicker  these  things 
are  concluded,  the  less  pain  they  bring.  I  pledge  you  my 
word  that  all  shall  be  done  as  considerately  as  possible.  ISo 
one  shall  go  inside  the  cab  but   myself,  unless  you  wish 
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your  husband  to  go.      Allow  me  to  ring  for  a  shawl,  or 
cloak." 

"  I  will  never  go  with  you,"  she  gasped,  while  her  husband 
stood  spell-bound.     "  I  dare  you  to  arrest  me." 

"  Madam,  you  are  already  arrested,  and  it  will  be  well  to 
accompany  me  quietly.  I  have  policemen  at  hand,  but  I  do 
not  wish  to  caU  for  their  aid,  unless  you  compel  me." 

She  made  a  movement  to  rise,  probably  in  resistance,  but 
sank  back  again,  motionless  and  breathless. 

"You  have  killed  her!"  exclaimed  Frederick  Lyvett  in 
agitation,  quite  beside  himself  with  a  most  horrible  perplexity. 
It  was  his  wife's  aspect  that  confounded  him  :  if  ever  a  face 
and  manner  spoke  of  conscious  dread,  hers  did.  But  he 
thought  still  it  must  be  some  preposterous  error. 

"  How  dare  you  come  here  with  your  wicked  and  absurd 
tales,  sir'i"  he  demanded.  "  Help  !  help  !"  he  added,  ringing 
the  bell. 

"  Hush-ssh  !"  quickly  interrupted  the  officer.  "  Pray  don't 
get  the  room  full ;  for  her  sake ;  for  yours.  Kaise  her  head 
up.  Only  a  little  water,"  he  called  out,  darting  to  the  door, 
and  looking  down  the  well  of  the  staircase.  "  One  of  you 
can  bring  it  up." 

It  was  Mrs.  Cooke  who  entered  with  it,  either  from  a  feel- 
ing of  curiosity  or  the  more  considerate  one  of  shielding  Mrs» 
Lyvett  from  the  gaze  of  servants.  Mr.  Smith  nodded  in 
approval,  and  closed  the  door  the  instant  she  was  in  the 
room. 

"A  pretty  disgraceful  business  this  is,"  exclaimed  Mr. 
Frederick  Lyvett  to  her.  "That  police  officers  should  bo 
permitted  to  enter  houses  as  they  please -" 

"I  would  have  given   any  money  Mr.   Lyvett,   rather 
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tlian  it  should  liave  happened  here/'  she  intenrapied.  ^  It 
will  be  a  stain  upon  my  house  for  ever." 

The  words — ^nay,  it  was  the  tone,  rather  than  the  words — 
struck  oddly  upon  the  confused  mind  of  Frederick  Lyvett. 

"What  is  it  you  accuse  my  wife  of  r  he  asked,  turning  to 
the  officer. 

"  The  charge  is  that  of ** 

"  What  1"  cried  Frederick  Lyvett ;  for  the  concluding  word 
was  spoken  in  so  low  a  key  that  he  did  not  catch  it. 

"  Yes,"  said  the  man,  repeating  it  in  his  ear.  "  That  is 
the  charge,  Mr.  Lyvett.  I  do  not,  you  understand,  take  upon 
myself  to  say  it  can  be  substantiated." 

The  poor  young  husband  staggered  back  to  the  seat  oppo- 
site his  wife,  his  lips  as  blanched  as  her  own. 

"  What  does  it  all  mean?"  he  gasped. 

"  Well,"  returned  the  officer,  willing  to  spare  his  feelings, 
^'  the  accusing  circumstances  are  not  pleasant.  I  would  not 
advise  you  to  inquire  into  them  to-night,  Mr.  Lyvett." 

"But  I  will  inquire  into  them — ay,  and  refute  them," 
retorted  Fred  Lyvett.  "It  is  wild — preposterous.  Why 
don't  you  arrest  me  for  high  treason? — or  for  housebreaking  ? 
—it  would  be  as  much  in  accordance  with  probability." 

Mr.  Smith  came  to  the  conclusion  that,  to  avoid  further 
trouble,  it  might  be  better,  after  all,  to  whisper  a  few  details 
to  the  young  man;  and  he  took  him  aside  for  the  pur- 
pose. 

Frederick  Lyvett  turned  hot  and  cold  as  he  listened,  and 
passed  his  handkerchief  nervously  over  his  brow ;  for,  even 
while  the  officer  spoke,  certain  little  matters  connected  with 
the  previous  Wednesday  evening  rose  up  in  his  memory, 
^nd  they  seemed  to   confirm  the  tale.     The  colloquy  be- 
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tween  his  wife  and  the  maid  outside  the  drawing-room  door  : 
and  then  those  unaccountable  shivering  £ts  i  But  he  would 
not  give  in  one  inch ;  and,  indeed,  his  mind  was  in  so  be- 
wildered a  state  that  he  did  not  comprehend  half  that  was 
43aid. 

"Who  would  be  likely  to  bring  a  child  here,  and  leave  ^'*- 
with  my  wife  V  he  demanded.  "  I  should  think  Mrs.  Cooke 
can  refute  that." 

"  On  the  contrary,  I  fear  Mrs.  Cooke  can  confirm  it,"  spoke 
the  ofl&cer,  with  suavity.  "  Madam,  I  must  beg  of  you  to 
«peak." 

Mrs.  Cooke  turned  round  her  distressed  face.  She  was 
bending  over  the  unhappy  wife,  who  lay  back  in  her  chair, 
apparently  in  a  state  of  semi-consciousness. 

"  I  am  very,  very  sorry  to  be  obliged  to  confirm  it,"  she 
said.     "  I  would  give  half  I  am  worth  not  to  be  able  to  do 
it.     When  you  arrived  here  on  Wednesday,  Mr.  Frederick 
*  Lyvett,  the  woman  was  waiting  with  the  child." 

"Whose  child  was  it  r 

"  Sir,  I  only  know  what  the  woman  said.  I  think  it  is 
very  cruel  that  I  should  be  obliged  to  relate  this." 

"  Madam,"  interposed  Mr.  Smith,  "  you  must  see  that 
there  is  no  help  for  it." 

"  There  is  none,"  added  the  young  man  in  his  excitement. 
"  What  did  the  woman  tell  you  ?" 

"  The  woman  did  not  precisely  know  whose  child  it  was — 
she  had  never  been  told,  she  said.  But  she  believed  it  to  be 
a  Mrs.  Penryn's — a  relation  of  your  wife's." 

Frederick  Lyvett  looked  from  one  to  the  other  in  per- 
plexity, and  his  face  grew  suddenly  hot.  Mr.  Smith  had 
just  whispered  to  him  that  Miss  May  had  occasionally  given 
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her  name  as  Mrs.  Fenijn.     Still  lie  did  not  comprehend  the 
details  that  were  being  told  to  him. 

''If  the  woman  did  bring  a  child  here,  she  must  have 
taken  it  away  again." 

"Well,  no,"  said  Mrs.  Cooke.  "I — I  believe  she  did 
not." 

"  Go  on.  TeU  aZZ,"  wailed  Frederick  Lyvett.  "  Whether 
the  tale  be  true  or  false,  it  must  be  grappled  with." 

"When  the  woman  came  downstairs  from  her  interview 
with  your  wife,  Mr.  Lyvett,  and  left  the  house,  I  spoke  to 
her  from  my  sitting-room  window.  So  far  as  I  saw,  she  had 
certainly  not  the  child  with  her,  and  I  assumed  that  it  was 
left  with  Mrs.  Lyvett.  After  your  dinner,  I  sent  Ann  up 
to  ask  whether  she  should  make  the  baby  some  food.  Mrs. 
Lyvett's  answer  was  that  the  child  had  left  with  the  woman. 
It  surprised  me  very  much ;  for  I  thought  I  could  have  taken 
upon  myself  to  say  most  positively  that  the  child  did  not 
leave  with  the  woman ;  that  it  had  remained  upstairs,  and 
was  still  in  the  house  then." 

"  And — ^where  was  the  child  ?"  asked  Mr.  Lyvett. 

"That  is  the  chief  point,"  said  the  officer,  for  Mrs.  Cooke 
seemed  determined  not  to  reply.  "The  chUd  appears  to 
have  been  brought  into  this  house,  and  never  to  have  left 
it — alive.  The  woman  tells  me — I  saw  her  this  morning 
— that  she  got  it  to  sleep,  and  placed  it  on  Mrs.  Lyvett's 
bed.  When  next  seen  it  was  in  the  park,  dead,  a  cord  round 
its  neck." 

The  face  of  Frederick  Lyvett  was  distressing  to  look  upon. 
Bit  by  bit,  the  story  was  gaining  upon  him.  In  her  com- 
passion for  him,  Mrs.  Cooke  strove  to  say  a  few  words — 
ideas  that  had  occurred  to  herself — in  exculpation  of  the  un- 
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kappy  wife.     And  it  was  very  probable  that  she  hit  upon 
the  truth: 

"  The  cords  from  Mrs.  Lyvett*s  boxes  were  lying  on  the 
bed  and  floor  at  the  time,"  spoke  she,  in  a  low  tone.  "  It  is 
possible  that  in  a  moment  of  temptation — of  embarrassment 
— having  a  child,  she  perhaps  knew  not  how  to  account  to 
you  for,  thus  thrown  upon  her  hands " 

Frederick  Lyvett  interrupted  the  words  with  a  groan. 
The  story  was  becoming  to  him  all  too  clear. 

"  Or  even  the  poor  baby  might  himself  have  got  hopelessly 
entangled  with  them,"  added  she,  putting  the  point  with 
deprecation,  as  one  that  could  not  be  maintained.  "  But — 
Mrs.  Lyvett  was  evidently  very  ill  that  evening,  as  younnust 
remember,  sir;  and  I  think — I  do  think — she^mi^ffiTnot 
have  been  accountable  for  her  actions.",  * 

Frederick  Lyvett  shook  his  head.  "  No  child  could  have 
been  here  a  night  and  a  day  without  my  knowing  it,  as  you" 
— turning  to  the  officer — "  wish  to  make  out  that  this  one 
was." 

"  Alive,  probably  not,"  was  the  answer.  "  A  dead  child 
could  be  concealed  anywhere.   Say  in  a  cupboard — or  closet." 

The  tone  was  significant.  Eecollection  flashed  over  Frede- 
rick Lyvett  of  the  disappearance  of  the  closet  key,  and  his 
wife's  agitation  when  he  inquired  for  it. 

Not  much  less  agitated  was  he  now.  Point  after  point 
seemed  clearing  itself  terribly  to  his  mind;  objection  after 
objection  seemed  to  slip  from  his  hands. 

"  But  the  child  you  speak  of  was  found  in  the  Eegent's 
Park,  not  here,"  said  he,  still  somewhat  bewildered. 

"  I  suppose  it  was  carried  thither  " — and  Mr.  Smith  coughed 

as  he  spoke.     "  A  cab-driver  has  testified  that  he  took  a  lady 
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np  at  the  park  gate  on  Thnisday  night,  and  brought  her  up 
this  way.  She  appeared  to  be  agitated,  he  says ;  and — and 
in  short,  it  has  been  proved  that  the  lady  was  your  wife, 
sir." 

Frederick  Lyvett  suppressed  a  groan.  Had  he  not  seen 
her  outside  in  that  large,  hot  shawl,  when  he  drove  up  from 
dining  with  his  father? — and  had  he  not  gathered  that  she 
had  been  out  for  a  considerable  time  %  Hope  did  in  truth 
seem  to  be  slipping  totally  away  from  him,  and  he  resigned 
himself  to  what  must  be. 

Poor  Sophia  L3nrett,  more  dead  than  alive  herself,  wa» 
made  ready  for  her  departure,  Mrs.  Cooke  assisting  to  change 
her  gala  robes  for  a  dress  more  suitable.  Thus  she  was  con- 
veyed to  a  place  of  detention  for  the  night;  Mr.  Smith 
entirely  declining  to  comply  with  the  request  urged  upon 
him,  that  she  should  be  allowed  to  stay  where  she  was  until 
the  morning.  He  and  her  husband  went  inside  the  cab  with 
her  as  far  as  the  doors,  one  of  the  policemen  sitting  with  the 
driver. 


CHAPTER  XVIIL 

AT  HOME. 


Mrs.  Lyvett  was  at  home  alone.  Her  husband  had  gone- 
out  to  dinner  that  evening,  her  daughters  were  at  their  brother 
James's.  She  sat  at  the  drawing-room  window  in  the  twi- 
light, looking  mther  abstractedly  down  on  the  lighted  square 
below.  Some  entertainment  appeared  to  be  taking  place  at 
one  of  the  houses  close  by,  for  the  carriages  were  bowling  up 
quickly. 
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A  small,  pale  gentlewoman,  Mis.  Lyvett  looked  younger 
than  her  years ;  she  had  been  taken  more  than  once  for  her 
big  son  James's  sister.  She  wore  a  cool  muslin  gown,  its 
loose  sleeves  falling  horn  her  slender  wrist,  as  her  right  hand 
was  raised  to  support  her  cheek,  which  pushed  back  her  light 
hair. 

In  her  blue  eyes  there  was  quite  a  touching  look  of  sadness, 
and  she  sighed  repeatedly.  For  the  past  two  or  three  weeks 
her  musings  had  been  all  sad.  Of  all  her  children,  boys  and 
girls,  the  youngest,  Frederick,  had  been  the  dearest  to  her ; 
she  had  fondly  believed  him  the  one  most  implicitly  obedient 
and  dutiful,  and  yet  he  had  gone  in  direct  opposition  to  her, 
to  his  father,  to  them  all,  and  made  that  low  marriage  !  It 
came  upon  her  as  a  blow,  and  had  lefb  her  with  a  perpetual 
heartache. 

It  was  not  so  much  the  unsuitabihty  of  the  connection  for 
Frederick  that  distressed  her ;  it  was  the  girl  herself.  Had 
Sophia  May  been  everything  that  was  desirable,  why,  the 
fond  mother  mentally  whispered,  they  would  have  looked  over 
her  birth  and  rearing.  At  least,  she  would;  yes,  and  she 
believed  that  her  husband  would  also  in  time.  In  time. 
But  from  all  that  Mrs.  Lyvett  had  heard  of  Sophia  May,  she 
judged  her  to  be  eminently  unsuitable  to  be  the  wife  of  an 
unsuspicious,  honourable  young  man.  She  had  never  seen 
Sophia  May,  but  she  had  heard  of  her  from  her  husband  and 
Mr.  Castlerosse  and  James.     She  knew  of  the  ridiculously 

« 

absurd  way  in  which  she  had  been  reared,  of  her  aira  and 
graces;  of  the  concocted  letters  and  recommendations  by 
which  she  had  obtained  entrance  to  Lady  Tennygal's  house- 
hold, as  governess,  and  of  her  being  turned  from  thence  on 
the  discovery  of  the  fraud. 
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All  tliis  ^Mrs.  Lyvett  knew  of  nothing  worse)  was  sufl&cient 
to  render  her  the  kind  of  woman  especially  to  be  avoided  as 
a  wife.  But  Frederick  had  married  her,  and  Mrs.  Lyvett  felt 
for  him  to  her  heart's  core.  It  seemed  to  her  that  the  girl 
was  not  calculated  to  make  him  happy,  and  that  he  would 
probably  live  a  whole  life  of  repentance — ^and  these  things  try 
a  mother.  Mrs.  Lyvett  was  feeling  it  all  very  especially  and 
bitterly  this  evening,  she  knew  not  why.  Sigh  after  sigh 
burst  from  her. 

"  There's  an  old  saying,"  she  murmured,  "  and  how  true  it 
is  !  When  our  children  are  young  they  tread  upon  our  toes, 
but  when  they  get  older  they  tread  upon  our  hearts.  Ah 
me  I    Will  my  heart  ever  be  light  again?" 

A  fortnight  before,  when  Mrs.  Lyvett's  grief  was  fresh 
upon  her,  a  lady  who  had  been  the  companion  of  her  girlhood, 
and  who  was  about  her  own  age,  came  to  spend  the  day  with 
her.  It  was  a  Miss  Champion.  Seated  together  in  confiden- 
tial chat,  their  minds  had  opened  to  one  another  as  they  had 
never  opened  before ;  and  Mrs.  Lyvett,  her  heart  aching  and 
her  eyes  dropping  tears  for  her  misguided  son's  sake,  spoke 
freely. 

"  Lots  are  more  equally  balanced  in  this  world  than  we 
suspect,  Fanny,"  she  observed.  "  You,  I  know,  have  envied 
me  my  married  life — the  great  blessing,  as  you  have  looked 
upon  it,  arising  from  the  companionship  of  my  husband  and 
children.  You  have  secretly  rebelled — and  bear  with  me, 
my  dear  friend,  while  I  say  it — at  your  own  unwedded  lot, 
almost  questioning  Heaven's  judgment  in  decreeing  it.  But 
which  fate  is  the  happier,  think  you,  when  children  bring  these 
dreadful  sorrows  upon  their  parents?  Oh!  Fanny,  believe 
me,  many  a  poor  wife,  smarting  under  her  sea  of  trouble. 


PARKWATER.  181 

would  be  thankful  to  that  same  Heaven  never  to  have  bad  a 
husband,  to  have  borne  children.  She  envies  you  single 
women  then,  and  wishes  with  her  whole  heart  that  she  could 
be  as  you  are.  Yes ;  be  assured,  Fanny,  that  there  is  com- 
pensation everywhere — that  our  destinies  are  pretty  exactly 
equalised.  Though  you  are  debarred  from  this  more  active 
life  of  matrimony,  its  advantages  and  pleasures,  if  you  like  to 
call  them  such,  you  are  free  from  its  troubles  and  its  cares." 

If  Mrs.  Ly vett  could  say  that,  and  feel  its  truth,  a  fortnight 
before,  when  the  comparatively  light  trouble  of  Frederick's 
marriage  was  alone  upon  her,  how  much  more  earnestly  and 
painfully  would  she  soon  have  cause  to  say  it  now  ! 

A  servant  came  into  the  room,  and  she  turned  her  head. 

"  What  is  it,  Thompson  V 

"  I  was  going  to  light  the  gas,  ma'am.*' 

"  Let  it  be  at  present     My  head  aches." 

So  the  man  shut  the  door,  and  left  her  alone  in  the  twi- 
light as  before.  Amid  the  clash  of  carriages  dashing  up  to 
the  neighbouring  house,  she  did  not  hear  the  quiet  wheels  of 
a  slow  cab,  approaching  hers.  The  evening  star  was  begin- 
ning to  twinkle  in  the  western  sky. 

Had  Thompson  come  back  %  Mrs.  Ly  vett  turned  quickly 
to  look,  for  the  door  had  opened  again.  She  could  not  see 
very  well  in  the  dusk. 

"-  Why,  Frederick !     Is  it  you  V 

It  was  he,  but  he  did  not  answer  the  question.  Shutting 
the  door,  he  came  forward  in  silence. 

That  aU  the  particulars  of  the  arrest  just  made — for  it  was 
the  same  ill-fated  evening  told  of  when  the  last  chapter  broke 
off — ^would  be  in  the  newspapers  on  the  morrow  morning, 
together  with  the  names  in  fall,  and  go  circulating  around  the 


162  PARKWATER. 

length  and  "breadtli  of  London,  Frederick  Lyvett  knew  quite 
well.  Among  other  people  that  they  would  reach  were  his 
own  £Eunily  :  his  father,  mother,  brother,  and  sisters.  Amid 
aU  the  terrible  anguish  that  the  affair  was  already  costing 
him,  this  immediate  iajci  held  no  light  share. 

After  parting  with  his  unhappy  wife,  when  the  doors  of 
the  place  of  detention  were  securely  closed  on  her  for  the 
night,  he  had  a  long  conversation  with  the  detective  officer, 
Smith.  That  individual  gave  him  the  details  of  the  affair,  so 
far  as  they  had  come  to  his  knowledge,  more  fully  than  had 
been  given  him  before;  and  not  a  shade  of  doubt  could,  or 
-did,  rest  on  Frederick  Lyvett  of  his  wife's  guilt.  The  exami- 
nation was' fixed  for  the  following  day  at  Marylebone  police 
oourt,  when  she  would  be  committed  for  trial.  As  the  ofiicer 
observed,  they  had  the  whole  facts  before  them,  and  there 
would  be  no  need  of  a  remand.  The  coroner's  inquest  was 
also  to  be  held  on  the  morrow. 

Mr.  Smith  left  him  standing  in  the  street — ^for  they  had 
just  paced  up  and  down  the  pavement  while  they  talked. 
Frederick  Lyvett  lifted  his  hand  to  his  bewildered  head,  and 
strove  to  think  what  next  to  do,  where  next  to  go.  The 
recollection  of  his  father  and  mother  flashed  over  him.  Ob- 
viously his  present  duty  was  to  break  it  to  them,  so  that  the 
morning  newspapers  might  not  be  the  first  to  inflict  the 
shock. 

Eut  oh,  what  a  task  it  was!  what  a  task !  no  living  being 
would  ever  know  how  he  recoiled  from  it.  His  mother !  his 
dear,  ever  loving  mother  I  Would  to  Heaven — he  said  it  as 
he  stood,  lifting  his  hands  in  bitter  anguish — ^that  he  had 
died  before  he  had  brought  this  disgrace  upon  her  and  hers  I 

But  it  must  be  done.    That  duty  at  least  lay  imperatively 
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upon  him.     He  stepped  into  a  passiiig  cab,  and  directed  it  to 
the  home  dwelling-house. 

^'  Is  my  father  at  home?"  he  asked  of  Thompson,  when  he 
arrived  there. 

"  !Nb,  sir.  There's  nobody  at  home,  but  my  mistress. 
The  young  ladies  are  out  this  evening." 

"  Will  my  father  be  in  soon,  do  you  know  ?  Where's  he 
gone  V 

^'He  is  dining  at  Mr.  Castlerosse's  sir,"  replied  the  man.  And 
the  answer  was  a  kind  of  check-mate  to  Frederick's  purpose. 
For  sometimes,  when  the  two  partners  dined  together,  they 
sat  very  late,  talking  of  business.  After  all,  he  should  be 
obliged  to  make  the  disclosure  to  his  mother.  Mr.  Ly vett 
might  not  be  home  on  this  side  midnight. 

"  My  mother  is  alone,  you  say,  Thompson  V 

*^  Yes,  sir ;  she's  in  the  drawing-room,  with  a  headache.  I 
went  up  just  now  to  light  the  gas,  but  she  told  me  to  leave  it 
alone  for  a  bit." 

Passing  upstairs  to  the  drawing-room,  he  entered  and  closed 
the  door.  As  he  went  forward,  Mrs.  Lyvett  held  out  her 
hand.  He  took  it  in  silence,  drew  a  chair  close  to  her,  and 
sat  down,  retaining  the  slender  hand  in  his.  Mrs.  Lyvett, 
gazing  at  him  in  the  dusk,  saw  that  his  face  looked  strangely 
pale. 

**How  good  of  you  to  come  in,  Frederick  !  just'as  though 
you  had  knowi),  I  was  alone." 

Still  he  never  spoke  a  word.  His  breath  seemed  to  be  a 
little  uncertain,  as  if  he  were  in  some  agitation,  and  his  hand, 
^e  now  felt,  was  cold  as  death. 

"  Are  you  not  well,  my  dear  1"  she  asked,  quickly. 

'^  I  shall  never  be  well  again,  mother,"  was  the  answer  h% 
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made,  in  a  tone  that  brought  to  her  she  knew  not  what  of 
alarm.  His  agitation  increased :  there  was  no  mistaking  it 
now.  Mrs.  Ly vett*s  temples,  already  throbbing,  began  to  beat 
violently. 

"  Something  must  have  happened !"  she  exclaimed.  /^  What 
is  it  ?     Oh,  my  dear,  don't  keep  me  in  suspense." 

"  I  have  come  in  to  tell  you,**  he  answered.  "  I  meant  to 
tell  my  father,  not  you,  but  he  is  out,  I  find,  and  may  not  be 
home  while  I  stay.  And — mother — had  I  the  choice  given 
me  of  telling  you,  or  of  having  my  lips  closed  for  ever,  I 
would  choose  the  latter." 

^'  Something  has  happened,"  she  repeated,  in  no  less  agita- 
tion than  himself,  holding  his  hand  between  both  her  own. 

"  Something  dreadful  has  happened,  mother.  Something 
more  than  dreadful.  I  don't  know  how  to  find  words  to  re- 
late it  in.  Oh,  rather  than  do  it,  it  would  seem  to  me  a  light 
task  to  throw  myseK  from  this  open  window  to  be  crushed  to 
death  on  that  pavement  below." 

Mrs.  Lyvett  gazed  on  him.  She  could  not  understand. 
Frederick  had  sometimes  been  given  to  use  flowery  language, 
but  she  had  never  heard  such  as  this.  A  sudden  idea  flashed 
over  her  that  some  accident  must  have  happened  to  her  daugh- 
ters.    Had  their  carriage 

"  No,  no,"  interrupted  Frederick.  "  What  I  have  to  say 
concerns  myseK  only,  and — and  my  mfe,^* 

Mrs.  Lyvett  dropped  his  hand  and  leaned  back  in  her 
chair.  The  mention  of  the  latter  individual  did  not  bring 
her  pleasure,  but  it  did  ease  her  fears.  She  remembered  to 
have  heard  that  Miss  May's  temper  was  not  good.  Had  she 
and  Frederick  been  quarrelling) 

But  she  was  startled  out  of  this  thought,  and  out  of  her  re- 
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stored  coolness  together.  Frederick  had  suddenly  bent  his 
face  upon  her  shoulder,  and  burst  into  a  storm  of  tears.  The 
strain  upon  his  feelings  of  what  he  had  that  evening  been 
obliged  to  undergo,  had  now  reached  its  extreme  tension,  and 
unmanned  him. 

Aghast,  frightened,  Mrs.  Lyvett  would  have  risen  to  call 
for  restoratives,  but  he  held  her  where  she  was.  "  Just  a 
minute  or  two — mother !  Bear  with  me  a  minute  or  two — 
and  then  I'U  teU  you." 

And  how  he  accomplished  his  task  and  did  tell  her,  he 
never  knew.  Looking  back  at  that  hour  in  after  life,  it  never 
seemed  to  him  but  as  so  many  prolonged  minutes  of  horror 
whose  very  recollection  could  only  be  shuddered  at.  Mrs. 
Lyvett  grew  cold  as  a  stone  as  she  listened. 

He  did  not  tell  her  the  worst  then — ^namely  his  own  con- 
viction of  the  truth  of  the  accusation.  Eather  he  led  her  to 
infer  that  it  must  be  some  terrible  mistake  which  investiga- 
tion would  disprove.  For  his  mother's  sake  he  did  this ;  ay, 
and  perhaps  also  for  his  unhappy  wife's.  But  Mrs.  Lyvett 
seemed  to  have  grasped  at  the  worst  aspect,  as  if  by  instinct. 
Whether  true  or  false,  whether  to  be  proved  or  disproved 
later,  it  was  a  fearful  disgrace  to  have  fallen  upon  the  family ; 
one  that  would  make  their  name  a  by-word  in  the  mouths 
of  men*  No  wonder  that  Frederick  Lyvett,  prostrate  with 
the  blow,  should  give  vent  to  his  feelings  as  does  a 
woman. 

"  Oh,  mother,"  he  sobbed,  '^  forgive  me  that  I  have  brought 
it  upon  you.  Li  knowing  that  the  wretchedness,  the  igno- 
miny, cannot  fall  solely  on  myself,  lies  my  chief  punishment. 
It  seems  to  me  greater  than  I  can  bear." 

How  can  a  mother,  a  loving,  gentle  mother  as  was  Mrs. 
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Lyvett^  resist  her  boy's  penitence,  his  tears  1  She  bent  down 
her  head  and  cried  with  him. 

**  If  you  would  but  reproach  me  1  If  you  would  but  blame 
me,  mother !" 

"  My  dear,  I  cannot  reproach  you ;  that  I  shall  never  do," 
she  answered,  the  bitter  tears  raining  from  her  eyes.  '^  It  is 
for  you  I  feel,  for  you  that  my  heart  is  aching.  But  if  you 
had  but  listened  to  your  father,  when  he  said  that  person  was 
not  a  fit  wife  for  you,  how  different  things  would  have  been  ! 
If  you  had  but  listened  to  me  when  I  prayed  you  to  wait  the 
changes  that  time  might  bring  about ;  to  have  patience ;  not 
to  be  betrayed  into  a  self-willed  and  disobedient  marriage ! 
I  told  you,  then,  my  darling,  that  a  blessing  would  not  attend 
such.     It  never  does." 

Frederick  Lyvett  groaned.  His  heart  was  t«m  with  re- 
morse and  anguish,  and  he  hid  his  face  away  j&om  his 
mother. 

"  Where  are  you  going  nowl"  she  asked,  when,  the  inter- 
view over,  but  not  the  distress,  he  rose  to  leave. 

In  truth  he  did  not  know.  To  return  to  his  rooms  at  Mrs. 
Cooke's,  with  their  attendant  remembrances,  seemed  more  than 
he  could  that  night  bear. 

"  Will  you  stay  here  to-night,  in  your  own  room,  Frede- 
rick r 

"  No,  no,"  he  hastily  replied.  "  But  thank  you  all  the 
same,  mother.'' 

Wringing  her  hand  with  a  farewell  pressure,  he  quitted  the 
room.  It  was  then  nearly  eleven.  But  Frederick  Lyvetf 
had  lingered  too  long.  Thompson  was  opening  the  hall  door 
4k)  admit  his  sisters.  He  slipped  within  a  small  room  on  end 
•side  the  hall,  that  they  might  pass  without  seeing  him. 
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But  if  Mrs.  Lyvett  was  lenient  to  her  son,  Mr.  Lyvett  was 
not.  She  gaye  compassion  j  he  reproaches.  Most  fnghtfiilly 
did  he  feel  the  blow,  and  the  disgrace  it  brought  with  it. 

"Father,"  spoke  Frederick,  in  his  humility  and  distress, 
"  I  deserve  all  you  can  say,  and  more.  The  repentance  of  my 
whole  life  will  not  suffice  to  atone  for  it." 

The  examination  took  place  before  the  magistrates,  and 
certain  facts  were  testified  to.  Upon  which  Sophia  Lyvett, 
otherwise  May,  otherwise  Penryn,  was  committed  to  take  her 
trial. 

"Why,  the  very  plurality  of  names  would  be  disgrace 
enough,  let  alone  anything  worse,"  exclaimed  Mr.  Lyvett  to 
his  friend  and  partner,  Henry  Castlerosse. 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

CONDEMNED. 

The  trial  was  just  over,  and  the  suffocating  court  began  to 
empty  itself.  What  with  the  intense  heat  of  the  weather, 
the  crowded  arena,  and  the  close,  tainted  atmosphere,  even 
the  cahn  judges  themselves  thought  they  should  never  be  cool 
again.  The  judges  had  retired  quickly  &om  the  scene,  the 
oldest  and  gravest  of  them  with  the  tears  yet  wet  upon  his 
cheeks,  for  he  had  been  moved  to  no  ordinary,  emotion  while 
passing  the  awful  sentence  of  death  upon  the  young  and 
lovely  woman  who  8to5d  in  the  dock  before  him.  It  was  no 
common  case  which  had  brought  the  public  together  that  day^ 
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and  the  prisoner's  was  no  common  crime.  Sure,  never  had  a 
dark  deed  been  committed  involving  so  great  an  interest,  or 
whose  attendant  circumstances  comprised  so  mysterious  a 
field  of  romance.  What  had  been  the  previous  career  of  the 
lady  (let  us  call  her  so  :  she  held  that  position  when  arrested), 
people  could  not  exactly  learn.  Some  told  one  tale,  and  some 
another  :  in  these  unhappy  cases,  the  most  outrageous  stories 
get  promulgated.  All  they  knew  for  certain  was,  that  she 
was  now  found  guilty  of  the  great  crime  for  which  she  had 
been  tried,  and  was  condemned  to  death.  ITot  a  single  word 
was  said  of  recommending  her  to  mercy.  The  jury  had  con- 
sidered that  there  were  no  extenuating  circumstances. 

Poor  Sophia  Lyvett!  Could  Mrs.  Cooke's  theory  have 
been  the  truth — ^that  she  had  not  been  herseK  when  she  com^ 
mitted  the  fatal  act  %    One  would  indeed  think  so. 

Oh,  unhappy,  mistaken  criminals !  When  you  do  these 
things  in  the  silence  and  secrecy  of  the  dark  night,  and  think 
that  there  is  no  eye  upon  you,  that  in  this  world,  at  least,  you 
are  safe  from  detection,  you  forget  that  there  is  one  ete, 
above,  which  never  slumbers  or  sleeps ;  that  the  ways  of  the 
avenging  angel  are  not  as  your  poor,  narrow-sighted  ways^ 
and  that  what  you  deemed  was  a  secret  between  you  and  the 
darkness  shall  speedily  be  proclaimed  upon  the  house-tops  1 
So  it  was  here.  This  one  was  arrested,  committed,  and  had 
this  day  taken  her  trial ;  been  found  guilty,  and  condemned 
to  death.  Never  was  guilt  more  conclusively  brought  home 
to  man  or  woman.  The  deceit  she  had  practised  upon  him 
who  was  now  her  husband,  Frederick  Lyvett,  also  came  in  for 
its  share  of  opprobrium,  l^ot  one,  no  not  one,  had  been 
found  to  pity  or  excuse  her,  in  spite  of  her  ycMiUi 
beauty. 
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The  learned  judge  had  said,  in  passing  sentence,  that  never 
had  he  tried  a  woman  whose  crime,  as  it  seemed  to  him,  was 
of  a  deeper  dye,  or  upon  whom  punishment  would  be  more 
justly  inflicted;  and  he  adjured  her — and  it  was  here  his 
feelings  gave  way — to  give  her  mind  wholly  to  repentance 
and  to  prepare  for  death,  for  that  no  mercy  whatever  would 
be  accorded  her  in  this  world.  The  unfortunate  creature  was 
hissed  by  the  idlers  outside  when  she  was  removed  from  the 
court,  as  she  had  been  hissed  at  her  appearance  there,  and 
people  gloried  in  saying  to  each  other  that  they  would  gladly 
walk  ten  miles  to  see  her  hanged.  Public  indignation  spoke 
out  loudly  against  the  miserable  Sophia  Lyvett. 

A  small  knot  of  men  stood  talking  together,  ere  they  left 
the  court,  some  of  them  in  barristers'  gowns.  The  counsel 
engaged  in  the  case  had  hastened  away,  but  others  lingered. 
Amid  them  stood  young  Mr.  Jones  the  lawyer,  junioj  partner 
in  the  eminent  firm  of  Lyvett,  Castlerosse,  and  Lyvett.  Mr. 
Jones  was  a  lion  that  day. 

"  Of  course,'*  observed  Mr.  Jones,  who  was  uncommonly 
fond  of  the  sound  of  his  own  tongue,  *^  there  was  no  hope 
feom  the  first  that  she  would  get  off  j  but  it  will  be  an  awk- 
ward stain,  mind  you,  to  have  clinging  to  the  family.  James 
Lyvett— it's  true  he  is  the  very,  incarnation  of  pride— will 
never  hold  up  his  head  again." 

"  It's  bad  enough  for  him,  but  what  must  it  be  for  Fred 
himself?"  quoth  a  grave  queen's  counsel,  who  was  intimate 
with  the  Lyvetts. 

"  Poor  fellow  !"  responded  Mr.  Jones.  "  He  has  never  held 
np  his  head  since  she  was  taken." 

"  Is  he  disenchanted  yet,  Jones  V  demanded  Mr.  Dunn,  a 
verv  voung  man  in  a  wig,  who  had  begun  life  in  the  office  of 
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Lyvett^  OastleTOSse,  and  Lyvett,  side  by  side  with  Mr<  Jones^ 
bat  had  afterwards  gone  to  the  bar. 

''  I  should  think  so.  It  was  an  awM  piece  of  duplicity  ta 
palm  off  upon  him." 

•<  The  marriage,  you  mean.*' 

Mr.  Jones  nodded.  "  But  Fred  did  play  the  fool  richly, 
there's  no  denying  it.*' 

"  Every  man  does,  when  he  makes  a  low  woman  his  wife,'* 
observed  the  silk  gown. 

^' And  Fred  has  the  pleasant  consolation  of  knowing  that 
he  plunged  into  it  of  his  own  accord,"  returned  Mr.  Jones. 
"  Mr.  Lyvett  said  the  other  day,  that  he  must  be — ^what  was 
it? — ^a  martyr  to  remorse,  or  some  such  poetical  sentence. 
They  said  all  they  possibly  could  to  him,  Mr.  Lyvett  and 
James,  and  his  mother  too,  I  believe,  to  dissuade  him  off  the 
girl,  and  the  more  they  said,  the  more  obstinately  Fred  was 
bent  on  marrying  her.  They  told  him  she  would  bring  on 
him  a  life's  disgrace  :  and  she  has  brought  it." 

"But  they  could  not  have  known  about  the — ^the  ante- 
cedents 1"  cried  Mr.  Dunn. 

"  "What  ^'  <fe)lt  you  are,  Dunn  !"  was  Mr.  Jones's  answer,  its 
complimentary  tone  beiug  accounted  for  by  the  fact  that  he 
and  the  gentleman  had  remained  close  friends.  "  If  they  had 
known  Miything  of  them^  they  would  have  locked  Fred  up  in 
a  lunatic  asylum  first ;  and  Fred  himself  would  have  gone  ta 
one,  rather  than  have  done  it.  Fred's  not  deficient  in  honour ; 
only  in  brains." 

"  There's  many  a  one  with  less  brains  than  Frederick  Lyvett 
who  contrives  to  make  a  show  in  the  world,"  remarked  th& 
queen's  counsel,  significantly. 
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"  Yon  know  old  Castlerosse,  most  of  yon,"  resnmed  Mr. 
Jones  j  "  know  how  hot-headed  he  is  1" 

A  general  nod  from  the  heareis. 

"  Well,  old  Castlerosse,  by  the  strangest  accident,  happened 
to  be  down  at  the  country  place  where  Fred  went  to  get  mar- 
ried. Fred  thought  he  should  do  the  job  all  qxdetly,  in  an 
out-of-the-way,  rustic  parish,  and  nobody  be  any  the  wiser. 
The  ceremony  was  on^  and  the  parson  had  come  to  the  inter- 
esting sentence^  *  Wilt  thou  have  this  woman  to  be  thy  wed- 
ded wife,'  when  old  Castlerosse  started  forward,  like  the  ghost 
in  the  play,  and  forbid  the  marriage.  Charley  Castlerosse 
says  he  wished  himself  up  in  heaven  just  then." 

**  Charley  Castlerosse !" 

"  He  was  down  there,  acting  bridegroom.  No — ^what  da 
you  call  it  ? — groomsman.  Charley  told  me  he  knew  it  was 
all  up  with  him  the  moment  ho  heard  his  uncle's  voice.  And 
so  it  has  proved ;  for  old  Castlerosse  won't  do  the  least  earthly 
thing  for  him  since,  and  the  fact  has  got  about;  and  Charley, 
poor  fellow,  dare  not  walk  through  Middlesex  for  fear  of  the 
writs.  But  I  was  going  to  tell  you.  Old  Castlerosse,  in  his 
rage,  nearly  Hfted  the  church  roof  off  with  noise ;  and  finding 
that  did  not  do,  he  calmed  down  to  entreaty,  and  did  all  but 
go  prostrate  on  his  knees  to  Fred,  praying  him  to  stop  the 
marriage,  or  at  least  to  delay  it  till  Mr.  Lyvett's  appearance, 
who  was  speeding  down  on  the  telegraph  wires.  It  was  of  no 
use.  Fred  was  like  a  mule  in  his  obstinacy,  and  would  hear 
no  reason.  He  ordered  the  parson  to  proceed :  and  the  par- 
son, finding  the  papers  were  in  order,  and  both  of  them  of 
age,  had  no  plea  for  refusing.  So  Fred  and  the  girl  were 
made  one,  old  Castlerosse  protesting  against  it,  and  telling  him 
he  was  entering  on  perdition." 
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"  Perdition  it  has  turned  out,  and  no  mistake,"  said  Mr. 
Dunn.  "  There  can  only  be  one  thing  worse  than  having 
your  wife  hung,  and  that's  your  mother.  I  wonder  Fred 
Lyvett  does  not  hang  himself,  and  get  out  of  it  alL" 

"  Fred's  going  on  the  Continent,  there  to  hide  his  dimi- 
nished head,"  said  Mr.  Jones.  "  He  was  only  waiting  the 
result  of  the  trial     Had  it  been  an  acquittal ^" 

"  It  never  could  have  been  an  acquittal,"  interrupted  Ser- 
jeant Wrangle.     *'  The  proofe  were  too  clear." 

"Well,  but  there's  an  *  if '  in  all  cases,  and  the  law  deals 
in  flaws  and  miracles,"  persisted  Mr.  Jones.  "  Had  an 
acquittal  been  pronounced,  Fred  would  have  stopped  in 
England  until  he  had  rid  himself  of  her  by  a  legal  process. 
If  he  covM  rid  himself,  that  is  :  my  opinion's  against  it. 
When  you  marry  a  woman  you  marry  her  with  all  her  an- 
tecedents, you  see  :  it  is  a  different  thing  from  anything  that 
may  happen  afterwards.  However,  the  law  will  relieve  him 
of  her  by  a  more  summary  act,  and  Fred  starts  directly. 
Fred's  travels  were  finaUy  dTcided  upon  in  a  family  conclave, 
which  Mr.  James  refused  to  attend.  He  is  awfully  incensed 
against  him,  is  James." 

"  How  does  he  mean  to  live  V* 

"  He  has  an  income,  and  the  family  will  make  it  more. 
So  he  means  to  vegetate  in  Poland,  or  Siberia,  or  Hungary ; 
anywhere  that  the  English  don't  congregate,  and  there  ex- 
piate his  follies." 

"  Will  he  never  come  back  ?" 

"  Oh,  sometime,  I  suppose,  when  the  remembrance  of  the 
affair  has  died  out  of  men's  minds." 

"  Well,  it  is  a  terrible  calamity  to  have  fallen  on  him,'* 
remarked  the  grave  Q.C.     "  I  always  liked  Fred  Lyvett." 
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"  I  say,  Jones,"  cried  Mr.  Dunn,  watching  the  departure 
of  the  elder  and  higher  men  of  the  profession,  "did  you 
not  know  Miss  May  once?  I  never  saw  her  that  I  re- 
member." 

"  Oh,  she  was  only  a  child  when  you  were  there,  Dunn. 
Yes,  I  knew  her." 

"And  went  in  for  some  spooning,  didn't  youl" 

"  Ko.  I  might  have  gone  in  for  some,  but  she  cured  m© 
of  the  inclination  beforehand." 

"  How  did  she  cure  you  V* 

"  Threw  a  lot  o^ poison  over  me." 

"Poison!" 

"  In  the  shape  of  a  basin  of  coffee-grounds.  It  ruined  my 
waistcoat.  And  all  because  I  just  spoke  a  civil  word  to  her : 
'  How  are  you,  Miss  May  V  or  something  of  the  kind.  That's 
what  she  did,  Dunn." 

"  By  Jove !  a  nice  young  lady !  I  should  think  Fred 
Lyvett  will  put  on  mourning  for  her  !  By  the  way,  Jones, 
is  there  any  truth  in  the  report  that  she  was  really  married 
before  1" 

"  I  don't  know.  Some  people  say  she  was.  It  has  not 
been  proved.     Nothing  certain  has  come  out  about  it." 

"  I  wonder  if  Fred  Lyvett  knows  %  And  now  I  am  of^ 
Jones.  You  may  as  well  give  a  look  in  at  my  chambers  to- 
night." 

"  All  right,  Dunn." 

Sopliia  Lyvett  had  never  attempted  to  deny  her  guilt. 
She  may  have  thought  the  proofs  of  it  were  too  overwhelm- 
ing to  admit  of  dispute.  Both  before  the  trial  and  especially 
after  it,  she  seemed  to  be  sunk  in  a  state  of  prostrate  apathy, 
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whioh  the  authorities  set  down  to  the  score  of  snllenness,  but 
which  was  probably  the  effect  of  despair.  Only  once,  and 
that  was  to  her  husband,  did  she  enter  upon  any  extenuation 
of  herself.  It  was  in  one  of  the  interviews  he  was  allowed 
to  hold  with  her  in  prison.  In  his  delicacy  of  feeling — ^and 
of  that  Frederick  Lyvett  had  a  great  deal,  and  was  essen- 
tially a  gentleman — ^he  had  abstained  &om  questioning  her 
as  to  the  episodes  of  her  past  life  which  she  had  kept  con- 
cealed from  him ;  not  once  did  he  mention  the  unfortunate 
child  who  had  come  to  light  so  unexpectedly.  He  retained 
for  her  his  tenderness  and  consideratioi}  of  manner  when 
with  her,  and  on  this  day  she  had  broken  out  into  sobs  as 
she  spoke  with  him. 

"  Don't  think  of  me  worse  than  you  can  help,"  she  whis- 
pered softly,  lest  the  words  might  reach  the  ears  of  one  of  the 
keepers  of  the  prison,  who  stood  within  sight,  but  was  looking 
the  other  way.  "  I  was  mad  when  I  did  it,  Frederick.  I 
twas  quite  mad." 

.And  he  found  she  was  alluding  to  the  deed  for  which  she 
would  have  to  suffer. 

"  The  bringing  home  of  the  little  boy  on  that  day,  when 
you  and  I  had  but  just  got  home  ourselves,  terrified  me 
•nearly  to  death.  Had  I  known  where  my  mother  was  to  be 
found,  I  should  have  taken  him  to  her,  and  no  ill  would 
have  come  of  it.  But  I  did  not  know.  I  had  no  friend  or 
^acquaintance  in  all  the  wide  wilderness  of  this  great  city 
whom  I  could  trust,  or  to  whom  I  could  take  him.  The 
woman  left  him  asleep  on  the  bed,  and  after  watching  him 
for  some  time  I  ran  away  into  the  drawing-room,  and  sat 
down  with  my  despair,  asking  myself  what  I  could  do. 
Once  it  came  into  my  mind  to  try  and  make  a  friend  of  Mrs. 
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CJooke,  and  beg  her  to  allow  him  to  be  taken  care  of  by  her 
servants  in  private^  until  I  could  make  other  arrangements 
for  him." 

"  Oh,  that  you  had !"  broke  from  the  dry  lips  of  Frederick 
Lyvett. 

"  But  I  feared  she  might  refuse — I  knew  she  was  an  old 
friend  of  your  family's.  The  most  improbable  ideas  kept 
surging  through  my  brain  :  that  I  would  carry  him  off  to  the 
nearest  workhouse,  and  leave  him  there  on  its  steps  with 
some  gold  tied  round  him ;  that  I  would  knock  at  the  door 
of  some  poor  cottage  dwelling,  and  beg  of  the  people  to  take 
care  of  him  for  a  week  or  so,  and  offer  them  a  guinea  day  for 
it  j  that  I  would  go  back  to  the  lodgings  I  had  occupied  at 
Brompton,  and  put  him  and  a  bag  of  money  into  the  land- 
lady's hands,  and  say,  *  I  am  in  a  strait ;  keep  him  for  me  for  a 
little  while.'  While  these  thoughts  were  surging  through  my 
brain,  I  heard  a  double  knock  at  the  front  door,  and  thought 
it  was  you.  I  started  from  my  chair  in  awful  terror,  and 
clasped  my  hands,  wondering  what  I  could  do.  At  that 
self-same  moment  the  child  burst  into  a  loud  cry,  and  I 
thought  all  was  over  with  me.  I  rushed  into  the  next  room 
where  he  was  lying,  locking  the  door  behind  me  against  you, 
^nd  ran  to  the  bed,  and  put  my  hands  on  his  mouth  to  deaden 
his  cries.  Oh !  Frederick,  as  truly  as  that  heaven  is  above 
me,  I  believe  I  was  in  that  moment  mad — driven  mad  by 
terror  and  perplexity.  I  declare  that  I  have  no  true  and 
clear  recollection  of  what  I  did.  And  when  I  came  out  of 
my  delirium  the  little  boy  was  dead ;  and  you — you  had  not, 
I  found,  come  home  at  alL  Oh,  the  dreadful  fear  and  agony 
then !  What  I  was  to  do  I  knew  not.  And  when  I  at  last 
^ot  up,  sick  and  faint,  and  set  about  what  must  be  done  for 
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your  sake  as  well  as  mine,  I  have  no  recollection  how  I  did 
it     Don't  you  pity  me  ?     Oh,  don't  you  pity  me  V* 

"  With  my  whole  heart,"  he  said,  with  a  wail.  "  But, 
Sophia,  when  matters  had  come  to  this  pass  that  day,  and 
the  child  was  brought  home  and  left  upon  your  hands,  why 
did  you  not  make  a  confidant  of  me?  Who  kno^s  but 
I — ^might  have  forgiven  even  that  ?  I  had  made  you  my 
wife." 

"  And  who  knows  but  you  might  have  thrust  me  out  into 
the  street  ?     I  should  have  expected  it." 

"No,"  he  answered,  "I  should  not  have  done  that.  I 
should,  at  any  rate,  have  provided  for  you,  and  tried  to 
shield  you  from  the  frowns  of  the  world — not  thrust  you 
upon  it." 

He  asked  not  another  question ;  he  inquired  not,  then  or 
later^  into  matters  of  the  past.  The  lines  in  his  brow  were 
deep  with  pain,  and  perhaps  always  would  be. 

And  that  was  the  only  time  Sophia  Lyvett  alluded  in  any 
way  to  the  calamity  which  had  brought  her  where  she  was. 
During  the  other  interviews  her  husband  was  permitted  to 
hold  with  her,  she  was  studiously  reserved  and  self- 
contained,  taking  little  more  notice  of  him  than  she  took  of 
the  gaoler. 


CHAPTEE  XX. 

AT     LADY     HARRIET*  8. 

It  wanted  but  three  days  to  that  fixed  for  the  execution,  and 
the  wretched  prisoner,  Sophia  Lyvett,  was  in  the  condemned 
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eelL  Since  the  trial  she  had  been  remarkably  quiet;  was 
deemed,  in  fact,  morose  and  sullen  by  those  about  her. 
Whatever  her  inward  anguish  might  be,  it  was  not  betrayed 
to  them.  The  chaplain  could  make  no  impression  on  her 
whatever;  his  visits,  his  conversations,  were  suffered,  not 
welcomed :  even  her  father  and  mother,  who  had  been  al- 
lowed an  interview,  were  received  by  her  with  the  same  cal- 
lous demeanour.  Poor  old  broken-down  and  broken-hearted 
people,  who  were  convulsed  with  grief.  The  shock  had 
reached  them  through  the  newspapers ;  by  that  medium  alone 
had  they  first  become  acquainted  with  the  position  their 
daughter  was  placed  in. 

On  this  day,  Friday,  the  prisoner's  mood  changed.  "Whether 
it  was  the  near  approach  of  the  end  that  was  startling  her  to 
feeling,  or  whether— as  may  be  inferred— it  was  that  a  sudden 
loophole  of  escape  presented  itself,  most  unaccountably  over- 
looked before,  cannot  be  told.  Certain  it  is^  that  early  on  this 
day  she  grew  strangely  excited,  demanding  that  her  mother 
should  be  sent  for  without  an  instant's  delay. 

In  compliance  with  her  wish,  urged  in  terms  that  almost 
Btartled  the  authorities,  the  mother  was  summoned.  It  would 
appear  that  the  prisoner  then  alluded,  but  not  clearly,  to  cer- 
tain matters  and  people  connected  with  her  previous  history, 
not  known  before.  She  spoke  in  an  undertone ;  and  those 
whose  duty  it  was  to  be  present  caught  but  a  word  here  and 
there.  The  prisoner  was  urging  her  mother  to  some  step, 
some  exertion  in  her  behalf. 

"  Sophiar,*'  wailed  the  poor  woman,  through  her  tears,  **  I 
would  go  to  all  the  great  folks  in  the  land,  I  would  go  to  the 
Queen  herself,  I  would  walk  my  legs  off,  if  I  thought  it  would 
be  of  any  avail  to  save  or  even  lengthen  your  life,  poor  child  I" 
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"  Don't  I  tell  you  it  will  save  my  life  1"  feverishly  uttered! 
the  prisoner ;  "  it  must  save  it.  After  all  I  have  now  said, 
do  you  think  this  gentleman  wiU  refuse  ?  Why  do  you  stop 
here,  mother,  losing  time?  It  is  short  enough  for  what  has 
to  be  done." 

"Give  me  a  moment,  child.  Let  me  think  over  what 
you  have  said,  and  see  my  way  clear.  It  has  bewildered 
me. 

The  prisoner  turned  impatiently  away,  and  the  mother  sat 
thinking,  her  head  down,  moving  first  one  hand  and  then  the 
other,  as  the  various  points  of  what  she  was  deliberating  upon 
presented  themselves  to  her  mind. 

**K  your  Aunt  Foxaby  was  but  with  us  now,  Sophiar!'* 
she  suddenly  exclaimed,  raising  her  head.  "  She  might  help 
to  some  purpose  in  this.  Her  people  was  great  folks  theu> 
selves." 

"  You  don't  want  my  Aunt  Foxaby  or  any  other  help,"  re* 
peated  Sophia,  in  her  sudden  access  of  excitement,  all  the- 
more  uncontrollable  from  her  previous  apathy.  "IN'obody 
can  do  me  any  good  but  he  ;  and  you  are  enough  to  go  to 
him.  And  if  you  don't,  mother,  and  don't  get  his  promise 
to  act  and  I  suffer  cm  Monday,,  you  will  be  guilty  of  my 
murder." 

Mrs.  May  rose,  heaving  a  deep  sigh.  Most  anxious,  in- 
deed, was  she  to  do  what  she  could  for  her  unfortunate  daugh- 
ter :  but  she  did  not  altogether  comprehend  what  was  to  b& 
done,  or  how  to  set  about  it. 

"  The  first  thing  I  suppose,  Sophiar,  is  to  find  out  where 
he  lives.     You  say  it  is  near  Belgrave  Square." 

"  I  say  it  used  to  be  some  street  or  square  in  that  neigh- 
bouihood.     I  forget  its  name  and  number.     I " — the  unforta- 
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nate  prisoner  looked  round,  as  if,  in  a  moment  of  aberration, 
she  forgot  her  desk  and  things  were  not  at  hand,  as  in  her 
own  drawing-room — **  I  had  the  address ;  but  it  is  not  here. 
Get  a  '  Court  Directory  :'  you'll  find  it  there." 

"A  whatr  asked  Mrs.  May. 

"  A  book  called  the  *  Court  Directory,' "  explained  the  pri- 
soner :  and  her  tone  was  one  of  irritation ;  for  in  her  pre- 
sent awakened  excitement  every  moment  that  was  lost, 
seemed  of  more  value  than  gold.  "They  will  let  you. 
look  at  one  in  a  bookseller's  shop :  if  not,  you  must  go  to- 
the  expense  of  buying  one.  You  will  not  grudge  that  ta 
save  me." 

*^  Oh,  child  !"  uttered  the  mother,  with  a  rush  of  tears,  "how 
can  you  say  these  cruel  things  ?  I  would  give  my  own  life 
thankfully  to  save  yours." 

"  You  will  not  forget  the  name  1"  said  the  "prisoner. 

The  poor  woman  shook  her  head.  "  I  shall  remember  i& 
only  too  well.     Is  he  married  ?" 

"  What  has  that  to  do  with  it  1"  cried  the  prisoner,  exas- 
perated at  the  unnecessary  question.     "  ITo,  he  is  not." 

No  !  How  could  she  utter  so  deliberate  an  untruth  1  she^. 
so  near  the  grave  ! 

Mrs.  May  waited  to  ask  no  more.  She  departed,  and  pro- 
ceeded to  her  work — which  was  a  task  of  delicacy.  Later  ia 
the  day,  she  found  herself  in  the  aristocratic  regions  of  Bel- 
grave  Square.  She  had  apparently  discovered  the  addresa 
required,  for  she  ascended  the  steps  of  a  house  there  without 
hesitation.  A  formidable  footman,  all  splendour  and  powder^ 
threw  open  the  door. 

"  Does  Captain  Devereux  live  here  V 

"  m,  he  don't" 
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*'  No  !"  repeated  Mrs.  May,  with  a  petrified,  scared  look. 
"  Where  does  he  live  then  T* 

"  Colonel  Devereux  lives  here." 

"  Colonel  Devereux !  Perhaps  it  is  the  same,"  she  added, 
after  a  pause.  "  Tjn  sure,  though,  it  was  Captain  Devereux  I 
was  told  to  ask  for." 

Even  so.  Sophia  had  unwittingly  spoken  of  him  by  the 
name  most  familiar  to  her  mind. 

"  Colonel  Devereux  was  Captain  Devereux  once,"  the  man 
condescended  to  add.     "  What  do  you  want  1" 

"  I  want  to  see  him,"  she  replied,  making  as  if  she  would 
enter. 

"  Not  so  fast,  my  good  woman.  The  Colonel  is  not  to  be 
seen." 

"  Oh,  but  I  must  see  him !  I  must  see  him  !"  she  re- 
turned, in  excitemeot.  "  Please,  sir !  good  sir !  let  me 
enter  !" 

Her  tears  fell,  her  voice  rose  to  a  wail ;  she  pressed  forward, 
and  the  man  pushed  her  back.  In  the  midst  of  this  commo- 
tion, two  ladies,  who  had  alighted  from  a  carriage,  came  up 
the  steps. 

"Is  anything  the  matter?"  inquired  one  of  them,  turning  a 
plain  but  very  kind  face  upon  the  applicant. 

"  This  person  wants  to  see  the  Colonel,  my  lady.  I  told 
her  he  was  absent,  but  she  does  not  believe  me." 

"  Oh,  ma'am  !  oh,  my  lady  !"  cried  Mrs.  May,  her  ears  catch- 
ing unconsciously  at  the  title,  as  her  equally  unconscious  hands 
caught  humbly  at  the  arm  of  Lady  Harriet  Devereux,  "  let 
me  see  Colonel  Devereux,  and  I  will  bless  you  evermore.  I 
come  upon  an  errand  of  life  and  death." 

"  Colonel  Devereux  is  not  here  at  present,"  returned  Lady 
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Harriet.     "  But  is  it  anything  in  -which  I  can  aid  youl    Step 
in ;  you  seem  to  be  in  great  distress." 

She  led  the  way  to  a  room,  the  other  lady  entered  with  her, 
and  the  applicant  followed.  Lady  Harriet  untied  her  bonnet, 
and  sat  down.  Mrs.  May  stood  beyond  the  table,  nervously 
rubbing  one  hand  over  the  other. 

"  What  is  the  matter  T  inquired  Lady  Harriet.  "  What 
did  you  want  with  Colonel  Devereux  ?" 

"  To  see  him ;  to  see  him.  Oh,  ma'am,  please  to  let  me 
see  him !" 

"  Colonel  Devereux  is  not  in  England,"  said  Lady  Harriet, 
whose  composure  of  manner  presented  a  very  great  contrast 
to  the  excitement  of  the  unfortunate  applicant.  "  He  is  ex- 
pected shortly.  Ha  may  be  home  even  to-day,  or  he  may  not 
be  home  until  next  week." 

"  JS'ext  week  !"  groaned  Mrs.  May,  the  last  words  speaking 
to  her  a  volume  of  despair.  "  Then  it  would  be  too  late,  for 
she  would  be  fn  her  dreadful  grave." 

"  Can  you  not  explain  your  business  %"  resumed  Lady  Har- 
riet, surprised  at  the  words,  and  interested  in  the  stranger's 
deep  and  evident  tribulation.  "  You  had  better  sit  down. 
Who  are  you  ?" 

"  My  lady,  if  I  tell  you  who  I  am,  perhaps  you  will  turn 
from  me  with  horror,"  she  answered,  the  tears  dropping  from 
her  eyes,  and  quite  ignoring  the  permission  to  sit.  '^  You 
will,  maybe,  order  your  servants  to  fling  me  down  the  steps 
of  your  house." 

"  I  think  not,"  said  Lady  Harriet.  "  I  can  feel  for  dis- 
tress, no  matter  what  may  have  led  to  it.     Speak  out." 

**  There's  a  poor  creature — you  must  have  seen  it  in  the 
newspapers,  my  lady,  for  they've  been  all  full  of  nothing 
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else — now  lying  in  prison,  arwaiting  to  suffer,"  whispered 
Mrs.  May,  putting  up  her  hands  to  shield  hei  face. 

"Sophia  Lyvett,"  interrapted  Lady  Harriet,  "formerly 
Sophia  May.  Yes,  I  have  read  somewhat  of  it,"  she  added, 
in  slight  hesitation.  And  the  other  lady,  one  younger  and 
far  prettier,  who  had  stood  at  the  window  looking  out, 
glanced  hastily  round.  It  was  no  other  than  our  old 
acquaintance  from  Parkwater,  the  Countess  of  TennygaL 

"I  am  the  prisoner's  most  unhappy  mother,"  said  Mrs. 
May.  "  Oh,  ma'am !  don't  despise  me  more  than  you  can 
help.  Indeed,  we  have  always  lived  respectable  till  now, 
and  I  and  her  father  would  have  died  to  save  Sophiar  from 
committing  such  a  wicked  crime." 

"I  respect  your  grief,  my  poor  woman,"  observed  Lady 
Harriet,  after  a  pause  of  astonishment,  "  but  what  is  the  pur- 
port of  your  application  to  me — to  Colonel  Devereux  V 

"  I  brought  him  a  message  from  her.  If  I  could  deliver  it 
to  him,  it  might  lead  to  the  saving  of  her  life.  She  thinks 
he  might  speak  for  her,  and  save  her." 

"  Speak  for  her  to  whom?" 

"  Oh,  ma'am,  I  don't  much  understand ;  he  would  know, 
she  said.  To  some  high  and  mighty  man,  who  has  great 
power  under  the  Queen." 

Lady  Harriet  caught  at  the  meaning.  She  supposed  that 
the  prisoner  wanted  the  Colonel  to  intercede  with  his  &ther, 
Sir  Archibald  Devereux — who  was  the  Home  Secretary — ^to 
spare  her  life.     And  this  was  the  exact  truth. 

"  Indeed,  I  fear  she  is  altogether  mistaken,"  returned  Lady 
Harriet.  "  The  case  is  of  far  too  grave  a  nature  for  Colonel 
Devereux  to  interfere  with." 

"  My  poor  child  says  she  knew  the  Colonel  once,  ma'am — 
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though,  indeed,  she  called  him  Captain,  not  Colonel.  It  was 
while  she  was  out  as  governess  with  a  grand  family  in  Ire. 
land/' 

"Yes,  at  Lady  TennygaFs,"  interposed  the  Countess, 
glancing  across  at  Lady  Harriet. 

Mrs.  May  turned  round ;  in  her  tribulation  she  had  for- 
gotten that  anyone  else  was  present. 

"  Like  enough  it  was,  ma'am,"  she  answered.  "  Sophiar, 
poor  thing,  was  fond  of  keeping  her  doings  and  her  places  a 
secret  from  us.  She  says  the  Colonel  can  save  her  life  if  he- 
will,  and  that  he  must  for  their  old  acquaintance'  sake." 

A  pause.  iN'either  of  the  ladies  made  any  comment. 
Curious  ideas,  disagreeable  *  reminiscences,  were  arising  to 
each  of  them.  Lady  Harriet  flushed  crimson  to  the  roots 
of  her  hair. 

"  Let  me  deal  with  this,  Harriet,"  somewhat  sharply  spok& 
Lady  Tennygal,  as  she  turned  to  the  applicant. 

"  It  is  impossible  that  Colonel  Devereux  could  help  your 
daughter,  though  he  were  here,  and  his  will  ever  so  good^ 
No  one,  I  fear,  caai  do  that.  Not  all  the  country  could  save 
her." 

"Ma'am,  perhaps  he  might,"  returned  poor  Mrs.  May. 
"  She  says  he  can.  Oh,  let  me  try  him  !  let  me  try  him  !" 
she  beseechingly  added,  clasping  her  hands.  "  Ladies,  if  you 
had  a  child  condemned  to  death,  you  would  be  as  anxious 
as  me  not  to  leave  a  stone  unturned  to  save  her.  I  don't 
know  what  you  may  be  to  Colonel  Devereux — ^perhaps  his 
sisters — ^but  I  ask  you,  for  dear  humanity's  sake,  to  let  mec 
see  him  if  he  comes  home  in  time.  She  says  it  is  a  duty 
that  will  lie  upon  him,  and  that  he  knows  why." 

"  Yes,"  interposed  Lady  Harriet,  rising  from  her  chair^ 
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"  I  promise  that  you  shall.  Though  I  see  no  possible  chance 
of  aid  for  your  daughter,  and  I  think  that  you  must  be 
labouring  under  a  delusion  to  hope  for  it;  you  shall  see 
Colonel  Devereux  if  you  will.  Poor  woman,  it  is  no  fault  of 
yours." 

"  Oh,  my  lady !  Fault  of  ours !  Will  you  believe  that 
till  my  poor  child  was  taken,  me  and  her  father  never  knew 
she  had  been  in  any  misfortune ;  and  then  we  did  not  believe 
it.  It  is  gospel  truth  that  I  am  telling  you,"  she  sobbed,  the 
hot  tears  raining  from  her  eyes. 

"You  shall  see  him,"  repeated  Lady  Harriet,  in  a  kind 
tone.  "  If  Colonel  Devereux  returns  home  in  time,  you  shall 
certainly  see  him  if  you  will." 

And  the  unhappy  woman  quitted  the  room,  leaving  her 
thanks  behind  her. 

"  Don't  let  us  think  about  it,  Harriet !"  cried  Lady  Tenny- 
gal,  with  impulsive  quickness.  "  Of  course  one  cannot  quite 
help  thoughts — they  rise  unbidden,  as  I  saw  they  did  to 
you — or  quite  shut  the  eyes  to  the  fact  that  this  would  seem 
to  bear  upon  certain  old  suspicions  at  Parkwater;  but  we 
don't  kruyw" 

Lady  Harriet  did  not  immediately  answer. 

"  I  don't  care  to  defend  Tody,  as  you  know,  Harriet ;  I 
gave  that  up  long  ago.  But,  as  I  say,  we  do  not  know ;  and 
it  is  always  better  to  look  on  the  bright  side  than  the  dark 
one.  Indeed  the  dark  one  in  this  case  would  be  too  horribly 
dark." 

A  murmur,  half  assent,  half  groan,  which  she  could  not 
entirely  suppress,  was  the  only  answer  given  by  Lady  Harriet 
Devereux.  She  alone  knew,  or  ever  would  know — for  she 
was  one  to  hide  her  sufferings  away  with  heaven — how  many 
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wrongs  and  trials  her  husband  wrought  upon  her.  She  bore 
it  all,  striving  ever  to  be  patient  and  pleasant,  even  with 
him ;  for  the  sake  of  her  two  little  girls,  she  would  not  bring 
about  a  rupture  with  their  father.  And  so  she  bore,  as  many 
another  gentle  wife  has  to  bear* 


CHAPTER  XXL 

A      RACE      WITH      TIME. 

As  if  to  give  the  unhappy  prisoner  the  chance  of  life  she  was 
struggling  to  find.  Colonel  Devereux  landed  in  England  on 
that  self-same  day:  The  yacht,  which  belonged  to  a  friend 
of  his,  Major  Courtney,  put  in  at  DeaL  They,  and  sundry 
more  friends  (choice  spirits  all,  and  Colonel  Devereux  the 
oldest  and  the  choicest),  had  come  back  from  a  long  cruise. 
The  yacht  had  been  for  the  greater  part  of  the  time  out  at 
sea,  only  touching  now  and  again  at  some  foreign  port  for 
provisions.  Home  news  was  therefore  fresh  to  them.  Colonel 
Devereux  and  one  of  the  others.  Viscount  Dooham,  purposed 
getting  up  to  town  at  once,  and,  whil©  waiting  for  a  train, 
solaced  themselves  with  some  bitter  beer  and  the  news- 
papers; 

"  Hallo !"  cried  the  Viscount,  a  very  young  man,  in  his 
teens  yet;  "here's  a  woman  going  to  be  topped  on 
Monday." 

"  Ah !"  carelessly  remarked  Colonel  Devereux,  who  was 
glancing  over  the  military  news. 
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"  I  say,  waiter,"  said  the  Viscount,  halting  in  his  reading, 
and  looking  up  horn  the  newspaper,  ''  what  did  she  do  %  It 
6ays  she  is  young  and  handsome." 

"Who,  sirl"  asked  the  waiter,  who  had  not  been 
■attending. 

"  This — what's  the  name — Sophia  Lyvett.  She  is  to  be 
hung  on  Monday." 

"  It's  a  lady  who  killed  her  child,  sir.  That  is,  a  child," 
added  the  man,  striving  to  be  correct.  "  Some  say  she  was 
only  its  aunt,  or  a  relation  of  that  kind." 

"  A  lady !"  repeated  the  Viscount,  lifting  his  eyebrows, 
and  kicking  Colonel  Devereux's  feet,  that  he  might  take  note 
of  the  amusing  waiter. 

**  Yes,  sir,  a  lady.  Leastways,  her  husband  was  a  gentle- 
man. She  was  just  married,  and  nobody  knew  anything 
about  this  child ;  which  it  was  a  previous  marriage  she  had 
made,  report  says,  if  it  was  her  child.  The  child  was  brought 
home  to  her  unexpected  by  the  woman  who  had  it  at  nurse, 
and  the  lady  got  afraid,  and  took  its  poor  little  life.  It's  said 
that  when  the  police  went  to  take  her  she  was  going  to  a  ball, 
dressed  out  in  satin  and  diamonds." 

"  Was  she  tried  in  that  T  asked  Colonel  Devereux,  yawn- 
ing.    The  news  did  not  interest  him. 

"  In  what,  sk  ?" 

"  The  satin  and  the  diamonds.  Dooham,  she  must  have 
created  a  sensation  in  the  court." 

The  waiter  shook  his  head.  "  I  don't  think  she  was,  sir, 
or  the  papers  would  have  mentioned  it.  She  was  remarkably 
handsome.  Educated  too  :  plays  and  sings  beautiful,  it's 
said.  It  has  made  a  great  deal  of  stir,  I  assure  you,  gen- 
tlemen." 
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*'  Young  and  handsome  1"  cried  Lord  Dooham.  "  Perliaps 
«WU  get  off." 

"  Oh,  no,  sir,  there's  no  chance  of  that.  She's  to  be  hung 
on  Monday  morning  without  fail.  I  know  some  gents  as 
talk  of  going  up  to  see  it." 

"  What,  all  the  way  from  here  V 

"  Well,  you  see,  sir,  it's  a  case  quite  out  of  the  ordinary." 

"  Devereux,"  resumed  Lord  Dooham,  as  the  communicative 
waiter  went  away,  "did  you  ever  see  a  turning-off?" 

Colonel  Devereux  nodded. 

"I  never  did,"  said  the  Viscount,  deprecatingly,  almost 
ashamed  to  avow  the  fact.  "Suppose  we  go  and  see  this 
one  r 

"  You  can  go,"  said  the  Colonel,  "  I  shan't.  The  last  I 
went  to  was  enough  for  me;  I  said  then  I'd  never  go  to 
another." 

"  Well,  I  should  like  to  go." 

"  It's  not  worth  it.  I  wonder  how  long  this  train  means 
to  be  r 

The  Colonel  got  up  and  stretched  himself,  utterly  uncon- 
scious that  the  ill-favoured  affair  under  discussion  could  in 
any  possible  manner  concern  him. 

"  By  Jove,  I  hear  the  train !"  cried  Lord  Dooham.  "  Come 
on.  Colonel." 

Colonel  Devereux  took  his  seat  in  the  train,  and  went 
steaming  up  to  London.  It  was  growing  dusk  when  he 
reached  his  home.  A  woman,  who  had  waited,  in  her 
patience,  outside  that  house  for  many  hours,  saw  the  cab 
drive  up,  and  watched  him  in.  He  greeted  his  wife  with 
<5ool  indifference ;  it  was  the  best  greeting  he  ever  vouchsafed 
her.    That  Lady  Harriet  received  him  this  night  with  unusual 
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coldness,  lie  did  not  notice,  and  would  not  have  cared  for,  if 
lie  had  noticed  it.  Ordering  lights  into  the  library,  he  went 
in,  and  Lady  Harriet  let  her  aching  head  fall  upon  her  hand. 
There  were  moments  when  her  hard  lot  pressed  poignantly 
upon  her:  it  did  this  night.  ITot  a  loving  word  for  her 
after  his  many  weeks'  absence ;  not  a  greeting  kiss !  And 
the  unpleasant  episode  of  the  day  had  made  her  head  ache 
violently. 

She  was  interrupted  by  the  entrance  of  the  footman.  He 
whom  we  saw  at  the  door  in  the  afternoon. 

"  My  lady,**  he  cried,  "  here's  that  woman  come  again.  I 
believe  she  has  been  waiting  outside  all  this  time.  She  will 
not  go  away,  and  she  says  your  ladyship  promised  her  she 
should  see  the  ColoneL" 

"  Yes ;  I  did  promise.  Show  her  at  once  into  the  library. 
It  is  right  that  she  should  see  him,"  Lady  Harriet  added,  in 
a  murmur  to  herself — "  right,  in  justice  and  in  mercy." 

Mrs.  May  took  Colonel  Devereux  by  surprise.  The  ser- 
vant said,  as  he  threw  open  the  door,  "  A  person  to  see  you, 
sir,"  for  she  had  refused  to  give  her  name,  and  then  he  closed 
it  again.  The  Colonel  was  standing  before  two  wax-lights, 
reading  letters.  Mrs.  May  looked  at  him  :  a  dark,  repulsive- 
faced  man,  who  stared  at  her  in  astonishment.  At  least,  the 
heavy  frown  on  his  face  caused  it  to  be  repulsive  then. 

For  Colonel  Devereux  was  not  in  the  habit  of  allowing 
this  kind  of  impromptu  intrusion,  and  felt  wroth  both  with 
the  intruder  and  his  servant.  Mrs.  May  stood  trembling 
just  within  the  closed  door. 

"Who  are  youT  he  demanded,  haughtily.  "What  do 
you  want  ]" 

"  Oh,  sir,  don't  be  harsh  with  me  !"  she  implored,  stepping 
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forward.     "  If  all  that  I  suspect  is  true,  you  ought  not  to  be. 
I  have  come  with  a  message  from  Aer." 

He  began  to  think  this  woman  must  have  escaped  from 
Bedlam.  Truly  she  looked  wild  enough  :  and  trouble  was 
rendering  her  incoherent. 

"  From  her,  sir.  My  poor  child,  Sophiar  Ly  vett,  who  is  in 
Newgate  a- waiting  for  her  execution." 

A  recollection  of  Lord  Dooham's  conversation  with  the 
waiter  at  Deal  recurred  to  Colonel  Devereux.  He  connected 
the  woman's  words  with  that,  as  having  reference  to  the  same 
subject,  but  he  connected  them  with  nothing  else. 

"  Waiting  for  her  execution  !"  he  repeated,  when  his  sur- 
prise allowed  him  to  speak.  "  Sophia  Lyvett ! — ^what  have  I 
to  do  with  it,  if  she  is  ?  She  is  nothing  to  me." 
*  "  She  ought  to  be  something  to  you,"  retorted  Mrs.  May, 
indignant  at  what  she  thought  was  his  want  of  humanity. 
"  She  was  something  to  you  when  she  was  Sophiar  May — if 
'twas  only  as  an  acquaintance  living  in  the  same  house." 

"  So-phi-a  May !"  he  repeated  slowly,  his  haughty  tone 
changing  to  a  subdued  one.  "  It  is  not  Sophia  May  who — 
who  is  condemned,  is  it  ?" 

"  It  is  nobody  else,  sir,"  answered  the  mother,  bursting  into 
tears.     "  She  had  just  been  married  to  young  Mr.  Lyvett." 

The  flush  that  had  suddenly  heated  the  Colonel's  face 
turned  cold  again.  He  sat  down,  and  passed  his  handker- 
chief across  it. 

"  I  don't  know  that  I  understand,"  he  said.  "  I  heard — cer- 
tainly— ^there  was  some  young  person  left  for  execution.  The 
— the  crime  was  the  killing  of  a  child,  was  it  not  ]" 

"  Yes,  sir.  A  little  boy  that  would  have  been,  it  is  said, 
two  years  old  come  September.     Sophiar  says  you  can  save 
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her,  sir,"  replied  Mrs.  May,  her  voice  dropping  to  somewhat 
of  a  confidential  tone ;  which,  tone  would  of  itself  alone^ 
have  roused  the  Colonel's  ire.  "  She  says  that  you  are  re- 
lated to  some  great  man,  an  officer  of  state,  I  think  she  called 
him,  who  can  pardon  or  hang  criminals,  according  to  his 
will ;  and  she  bade  me  say,  -.r,  that  you  must  ask  for  her 
pardon  from  him,  and  get  it." 

"  I  cannot  do  it,"  returned  Colonel  Devereux,  aghast. 
"  The — the  person  you  aUude  to  would  not  listen  to  me.  I — 
I  don't  know  any  person ;  I  don't  know  what  you  mean,"  he 
added,  speaking  his  contradictory  words  with  hesitation. 

"Oh,  sir,  she  says  you  can.  I  believe,  from  your  own 
manner,  that  you  can :  and  may  you  find  mercy  yourself  in 
your  dying  hour,  as  you  now — if  it  be  in  your  power — show 
mercy  for  my  poor  condemned  child !" 

"  Don't  introduce  any  of  that  trash,"  was  the  interruption, 
for  any  allusions  that  bore  reverence  were  never  acceptable  to 
Colonel  Devereux ;  and  just  now  he  was  feeling  frightfully 
annoyed.  "  It  will  not  weigh  with  me ;  quite  the  contrary. 
It  is  impossible  that  I  can  attempt  to  save  her." 

His  tone  of  irritation,  his  apparent  refusal,  told  harshly  on 
Mrs.  May,  and  she  could  have  found,  in  her  heart,  to  strike 
him  as  he  sat.  As  to  himself,  his  temper  was  always 
bad,  and  he  had  never  been  driven  into  such  a  corner  a* 
this. 

"  I  carCt  do  it,"  repeated  Colonel  Devereux.  And  he  be- 
lieved that  he  could  not. 

"Then,  sir,  am  I  to  go  back  to  the  prison  to-morrow,  U> 
that  unfortunate  girl,  who  is  beside  herself  with  hope  and 
excitement,  and  tell  her  that  you  refuse  to  help  her  *?  That 
will  be  a  bad  finish  to  my  day's  work.     Sir,  I  have  stood  out- 
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side  this  house  ever  since  noon,  pacing  about  in  the  broiling 
sun  and  sitting  down  upon  the  opposite  door-steps,  with  nO' 
comfort  but  my  weary  heart." 

"ITo  one  asked  you  to  do  it/*  was  the  Colonel's  re- 
joinder. 

"Perhaps  not,"  she  resent^^y  replied,  "But  the  lady 
gave  me  hope  that  you  might  be  home  to-night,  and  I  should 
have  waited  there  all  night,  and  to-morrow,  and  the  next 
night,  if  you  had  not  come." 

"  What  lady  T  he  hastily  inquired. 

"  One  that  came  up  to  the  door  when  the  grand  footman 
with  the  white  head  would  have  drove  me  from  it.  He  called 
her  *  my  lady,*  and  she  brought  me  in,  and  heard  my  story, 
and  was  sorry  for  me  :  and  I  think,  sir,  it  was  she  that  gave 
leave  for  me  to  enter  to-night.  Sophia  said  you  had  no  wife 
sir,  but  it  struck  me  the  lady  must  be  your  wife,  and  I  took 
the  liberty  to  ask  the  man  just  now,  and  he  said,  Yes,  it 
was." 

Colonel  Devereux  was  frowning  ominously. 

"  And  now  that  I  know  it  is  your  wife,  sir,  Tm  thankful 
that  I  did  not  say  all  that  was  in  my  thoughts,  for  I  am  sure 
she  had  a  kind  heart,  and  it  would  have  troubled  it.  Truth 
is,  I  knew  it  might  do  my  poor  Sophiar  no  good  with  sucL 
great  ladies.     There  was  another  lady  with  her,  younger." 

"  You  had  no  business  to  come  to  my  house  at  all,"  he  ex^ 
claimed  in  his  great  irritation.  "  I  cannot  help  you.  You* 
can  go." 

"  Oh  sir,  pray  don't  say  so  T 

Colonel  Devereux  rose  and  pointed  to  the  room  door.. 
"  Your  coming  here  has  been  a  mistake,"  he  said.  "  I  feel 
sorry  for  your  daughter,  but  I  have  no  power  to  save  her.. 

U— 2 
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She  labours  under  a  delusion  in  supposing  I  have.     Tell  her 
so." 

"  Sir,"  cried  Mrs.  May,  preparing  to  depart,  "  you  best 
know.  But  if  ever  so  little  power  rests  with  you,  and  you 
mean  to  sit  down  with  your  hands  afore  you  and  not  try  to 
use  it,  but  let  her  go  uncared  for  to  her  cruel  death,  I  can 
only  say  that  you  will  deserve  to  suffer  as  much  as  she  does  ; 
and  so  the  public  will  say  when  they  come  to  know  the 
truth.  Yes,  sir :  for  I'm  sure  that  what  I  suspect  in  my  mind 
is  the  truth.  Sophiar  has  been  silent,  and  kept  your  name 
and  the  past  from  the  world ;  but  it  is  more  than  me  and  her 
father  will  do  if  she  dies  without  your  bestirring  yourself  to 
save  her.     We " 

"Will  you  go?"  sternly  interrupted  Colonel  Devereux, 
whose  hand  was  still  pointing  to  the  door. 

"  We  will  publish  the  story  abroad,  sir  :  it  shall  be  in  all 
the  newspapers  in  this  blessed  town.  Til  tell  it  out  aloud  as 
long  as  there's  a  soul  left  to  listen  to  me." 

Mrs.  May  dropped  a  curtsey,  for  she  never  forgot  her  re- 
spect to  her  betters,  turned,  and  l^ft  the  room.  Had  the 
natural  lines  of  his  face  not  been  so  unsympathetic,  his  black 
eyes  so  hard,  she  would  have  fallen  down  prostrate  and 
clasped  his  knees,  and  besought  him  with  tears  to  accord  her 
prayer.  But  she  saw  him  at  his  worst ;  and  she  believed  that 
there  was  neither  goodness  nor  humanity,  no,  nor  a  spark  of 
compassionate  feeling,  to  arouse  in  Colonel  Devereux. 

Colonel  Devereux's  first  movement,  on  being  left  alone,  was 
to  take  a  few  strides  on  the  library  carpet,  and  give  vent  to 
sundry  uncomfortable  ejaculations.  When  he  had,  by  these 
means,  a  little  cooled  his  wrath  and  perplexity,  he  sat  down 
to  deliberate. 
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His  imagination  took  him,  and  would  take  him,  to  the  next 
Monday  morning,  to  the  sight  which  Lord  Dooham  had  in- 
fited  him  to  go  and  witness.  The  various  points  rose 
up  before  him,  one  after  another,  like  the  pictures  in  a 
phantasmagoria.  Colonel  Devereux,  in  spite  of  himself, 
shuddered  a  little ;  what  feeling  he  possessed  was  for  once 
touched. 

Self  was  always  prominent  with  him  j  and  Mrs.  May's 
concluding  words  made,  perhaps,  more  impression  on  him  than 
all  the  rest — that  the  truth,  if  Sophia  died,  should  go  forth 
to  the  world.  At  least,  what  she  was  pleased  to  think  the 
truth.  That,  at  any  rate,  must  be  stopped,  if  possible.  To 
have  his  name  bandied  about  in  conjunction  with  this  extra- 
ordinary and  sensational  affair  would  be,  to  say  the  best  of  it, 
inconvenient. 

Presently  he  rose  up  suddenly,  as  if  some  plan  of  action  had 
occurred  to  him,  and  went  into  the  drawing-room.  His  wife 
was  sitting  there. 

"  Do  you  happen  to  know  whether  Sir  Archibald  is  in 
town?"  he  demanded. 

"  He  is,"  answered  Lady  Harriet.  "  And  complaining  of 
having  too  much  to  do  to  leave  it.  So  your  sister  said  to-day 
when  she  came  home  with  me." 

So !  It  was  Lady  Tennygal,  then,  who  had  been  the 
second  lady  spoken  of  by  Mrs.  May  !     And  he  had  passed  his 

word  to  her  and  Tennygal  in  those  old  days  at  Parkwater ^ 

He  turned,  impatiently,  to  leave  the  room. 

"  Are  you  going  out  ?"  asked  Lady  Harriet. 

^'  I  am.     What  of  that  1" 

«  Nothing,"  she  sighed.     "  ShaU  you  be  late  V 

<<  Very  possibly.     I  may  not  be  in  at  all  to-night." 
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"  To  neglect  me  is  nothing  new,"  thought  poor  Lady  Hax- 
Tiet  j  ^'  but  he  has  never  once  asked  after  the  children !" 

Colonel  Devereux  proceeded  to  his  father's  residence^  and 
learnt  that  Sir  Archibald  was  dining  out.  Lady  Devereux 
was  at  home,  the  servant  said. 

"  Alone  1"  he  inquired. 

"  No,  sir.     Lady  Tennygal  is  with  her." 

With  a  muttered  word,  Colonel  Devereux  turned  to  leave 
i)he  house  again. 

"  Sir  Archibald  breakfasts  early,  as  usual  1"  he  looked  back 
!to  say. 

"  Oh  yes,  sir." 

So  the  Colonel  returned  home  again.  He  took  some  re- 
ireshment,  which  he  had  not  yet  done  since  leaving  Deal, 
passed  an  hour  in  the  library  with  his  laige  accumulation  of 
letters,  and  then  went  to  bed. 

Early  rising  was  not  amid  the  virtues  of  Colonel  Devereux. 
Besides,  he  had  passed  a  remarkably  restless  night,  and  to- 
wards morning  he  dropped  into  a  heavy  sleep.  It  was  past 
•eight  when  he  awoke.  With  uncommon  speed  he  dressed, 
went  out  without  breakfasting,  and  threw  himself  into  a  han- 
«om,  desiring  to  be  driven  to  Sir  Archibald  Devereux's.  The 
man  whipped  up  his  horse  that  it  might  go  its  best,  as  be- 
hoved it  when  taking  a  fare  to  the  great  Sir  Archibald's,  her 
Majesty's  Secretary  of  State.  Colonel  Devereux  paid  tho 
man,  and  bounded  into  the  house. 

''  Is  Sir  Archibald  in  his  breakfEtst-roomI" 

'^  Sir  Archibald  has  break^isted  and  gone  out,  sir.'' 

-*'  Gone  out  1" 

"  Twenty  minutes  ago,  sir." 

"  Hallo  I"  called  out  Colonel  Devereux,  rushing  out  again. 
"*'  Stop  the  cab." 
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The  man  was  driving  ofif^  but  tamed  his  horse  round  at  the 
call.     Colonel  Devereux  got  into  the  cab. 

"  Where  to,  your  lordship  T  asked  the  man,  putting  on  the 
title  at  a  venture. 

Thd  question  was  a  poser  to  Colonel  Devereux.  The  wide 
world  of  London  was  around  him,  and  he  knew  not  in  what 
little  spot  of  it  to  find  Sir  Archibald. 

"  Wait,"  he  said  to  the  driver,  and  went  into  the  house 
again.  His  brother  Lionel,  who  acted  as  Sir  Archibald's 
private  secretary,  was  in  the  library,  opening  letters. 

"  Lion,  Where's  the  governor  1" 

"  What,  is  it  you !"  exclaimed  Lionel  Devereux,  raising  his 
head.     "  When  did  you  get  back  %" 

"  Last  night.     Where  is  he  gone,  I  ask  1" 

"  He  did  not  say.  Something  troublesome  is  up,  I  expect, 
for  he  swallowed  his  breakfast  at  a  mouthful,  and  was  ofil 
My  opinion  is  that  the  Ministers  are  on  their  last  legs.  Tody. 
He  was  with  Harebury  the  best  part  of  yesterday." 

Colonel  Devereux  paused  to  reflect  It  was  possible — ^not 
likely,  but  just  possible — that  his  mother  might  know.  She 
was  not  downstairs,  he  heard  ;  so  he  ascended  a  flight  higher, 
and  knocked  at  the  door  of  her  chamber. 

^*  Come  in,"  answered  her  ladyship,  who  was  yet  in  bed. 
She  supposed  it  to  be  her  maid,  and  when  the  door  opened 
and  a  black  head  presented  itself,  she  shrieked  out  and  buried 
lier  face  under  the  clothes. 

"Don't  be  alarmed,"  said  the  Colonel,  "it's  only  L 
Sir  Archibald  is  out,  I  find.  Do  you  know  where  he  is 
^gone  to  V* 

"  Good  gracious,  Theodore !  What  in  the  world  do  you 
come  startling  me  like  this  fort" 


216  PARKWATER. 

"  I  am  in  a  hurry.  I  want  particularly  to  see  my  father, 
and  my  business  with  him  will  not  bear  of  delay.  Have  yon. 
any  idea  where  he  is  gone  1" 

"  How  should  I  have  T  returned  Lady  Devereux.  "  Hd 
does  not  worry  me  with  his  business  affairs,  and  his 
politics." 

Colonel  Devereux  went  down  to  the  cab  again. 

"  Downing  Street." 

Sir  Archibald  was  not  in  Downing  Street — had  not  been 
there.  From  thence  he  drove  to  the  Premier's,  Lord  Hare- 
bury.  Lord  Harebury  had  gone  out  of  town  the  previous 
afternoon. 

The  cabman  had  a  rare  fare,  for  once.  Until  past  noon  he 
was  driving  the  Colonel  about  from  place  to  place.  All  in 
vain :  no  tidings  could  be  heard  anywhere  of  the  Home  Secre- 
tary. Whether  Colonel  Devereux's  conscience  had  come  to 
him  in  his  restless  night,  or  that  Mrs.  May's  threat  was  prey- 
ing upon  him,  certain  it  was  he  was  now  feverishly  bent  upon 
obtaining  the  reprieve  of  that  poor  unhappy  woman  left  for 
execution.  Hot,  jaded,  irritated,  he  drove  once  more  to  his 
father's  house.  Sir  Archibald  was  in;  had  been  in  since 
ten  o'clock ;  and  Colonel  Devereux,  when  he  heard  it,  gave 
the  cabman  his  fare,  and  a  hard  word  or  two  to  the  world  in 
general.  Sir  Archibald  was  alone,  and  his  table  was  covered 
with  papers. 

"  Ah,  Tody !     So  you  are  back  again." 

"  I  have  been  out  looking  for  you  all  the  morning,  sir,  and 
a  pretty  fine  hunt  I  have  had  of  it.  Can  you  spare  me  five 
minutes  ?" 

"  No,"  answered  Sir  Archibald.     "  I  am  too  busy." 

" But  I  must  demand  it — I  must"  returned  the  Colonel ; 
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and  Sir  Archibald  felt  some  surprise,  for  his  voice  had  a 
sound  of  emotion  in  it.  "  It  is  on  a  matter  of  life  or  death," 
said  the  Colonel,  abruiDtly. 

"  Well,  two  minutes,  then.     I  can't  give  you  more." 

"  There's  a  girl  to  be  hung  on  Monday  morning  at  New- 
gate." 

"  Ah,  there  is,"  replied  Sir  Archibald,  supposing  that  his 
son  ignored  his  injunction,  and  was  entering  on  a  little  prefa- 
tory gossip.  "  A  sad  affair  !  It  is  the  same  young  woman 
who  once  got  into  Bessie's  house  as  governess,  by  means  of 
false  certificates.     I  told  you  I  was  busy." 

"  Is  she  sure  to  suffer  1" 

"  Sure !     What  do  you  mean  ?" 

•*  She  is  young  to — ^let  the  law  take  its  course,  as  they  cali 
it." 

"  Young  in  years ;  I  fear  old  in  iniquity.  Of  course  the 
law  will  take  its  course.  Theodore,"  continued  Sir  Archi- 
bald, imperatively,  "I  am  short  of  time.  What  is  your 
business  1" 

"  Sir,  this  is  my  business,"  answered  Colonel  Devereux, 
dashing  at  once  to  the  point.  "  1  nave  come  to  ask  you  to 
save  her." 

"  Save  her  /"  echoed  Sir  Archibald. 

*^  Yes,  sir,  to  save  her." 

"You  cannot  know  what  you  are  saying.  I  could  not 
save  her  life  if  I  would.  There  has  been  enough  hullaballoo 
raised  lately  over  this  kind  of  thing,  as  you  must  know,  and 
clemency  is  stopped  for  a  time." 

Theodore  Devereux  did  know  it.  It  had  been  the  fashion 
for  some  time  to  pardon  every  prisoner  left  for  execution,  no 
matter  of  how  deep  a  dye  their  crime  ;  the  public  had  cried 
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out  about  it,  and  the  Home  Secretary  liad  in  consequence 
found  himself  in  a  little  hot  water. 

"  Why,  in  the  name  of  wonder,  should  you  make  this  sense- 
less application  to  me  V*  he  demanded  of  his  son,  who  was 
evidently  ill  at  ease.  "  What  have  you  to  do  with  the  hang- 
ing or  non-hanging  of  criminals  1" 

"  I  have  something  to  do  with  this  one,"  returned  Colonel 
Devereux,  bending  his  face,  as  if  to  examine  some  of  the 
papers  on  the  table.     "  At  least  I  wish  to  have." 

"  Well  y  For  he  really  had  the  grace  to  hesitate,  not  at 
all  liking  to  say  to  his  father  what  he  had  to  say. 

"  Well  1"  repeated  Sir  Archibald.  And  the  other  spake  a 
few  words  in  a  low  tone. 

Sir  Archibald  Devereux  sat  gazing  at  his  hopeful  son,  and 
there  ensued  a  dead  silence. 

"  If  you  never  accord  me  a  petition  from  henceforth,  sir, 
you  must  accord  me  this,"  urged  Colonel  Devereux.  "  She 
has  sent  to  me,  from  Newgate,  to  save  her  life ;  to  intercede 
with  you  to  spare  it.  She  says  I  owe  so  much  to  her.  Per- 
haps I  do." 

A  great  'scowl  had  gathered  on  Sir  Archibald's  brow. 
"  Have  you  been  cognizant  of  this  all  along  1 — since  the  wo- 
man was  first  apprehended  1" 

"  I  never  heard  a  syllable  of  the  matter  until  yesterday  when 
I  got  home  :  and  then  I  did  not  know  who  the  condemned 
person  was.  Her  mother  came  to  me  last  night.  Sir,  you 
must  save  her." 

"  The  thing  is  not  possible,"  returned  Sir  Archibald. 

"  It  can  be  made  so,  sir.     The  power  rests  with  you." 

"  The  whole  country  would  cry  out  against  it.  There  would 
be  one  universal  feeling  of  indignation  raised  against  me* 
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Hie  woman  is  detested  for  what  she  has  done,  and  receives 
no  pity.  A  poor  little  harmless  sleeping  child !  say  the 
puhlic.  And  when  they  demanded — as  they  naturally  would 
demand — ^upon  what  grounds  I  had  acted,  I  should  have 
none  to  give.     No,  it  would  damage  me  too  mucL" 

"  Stand  it,  stand  the  damage,"  pleaded  Colonel  Devereux, 
pushing  his  hair  from  his  brow.  "  Sir,  I  dare  not  let  her 
suffer.  Whatever  may  be  the  consequences,  consent  to  risk 
them.  At  the  worst,  they  can  be  but  trifling — ^none  at  aU  to 
you  personally :  a  little  passing  wonder,  a  little  blame  from 
the  cursed  press." 

<<  If  this  woman  get  off,  every  one  that  has  suffered  before 
her  was  murdered !"  emphatically  exclaimed  Sir  Archibald. 

"  What  if  they  were  1  But  none  too  many  have  suffered 
lately,  sir,"  continued  the  ColoneL  "Let  this  one  be  re- 
prieved after  the  example  of  the  others :  you  can  begin  to 
draw  the  line  with  the  next  one.  If  she  suffers,  I  shall  have 
her  family  upon  my  back,  demanding  retribution.  It  is  hard 
to  say  what  horrible  stories  will  not  be  concocted  and  blazoned 
forth  to  the  world.     I  could  not  remain  to  face  them." 

"  Whom  have  you  to  thank  for  all  this  V  harshly  demanded 
Sir  Archibald  Devereux. 

"  Myself,  I  suppose  you  wish  me  to  say,"  returned  the  son. 
"  I  do.  You  have  been  a  bad  man  all  your  life,  Theodore ; 
and,  unless  you  change  wonderfully,  you  will  die  a  bad  one. 
You  have  brought  me  trouble  always :  I  suppose  you  will 
bring  it  until  I  am  in  my  grave.  What  evil  possesses  you  V 
"Whether  good  or  evil  possesses  me,  it  is  my  own  look 
out,"  was  Tody  Devereux's  sullen  answer,  for  he  had  a  mortal 
enmity  to  being  told  of  his  faults ;  "  and  that  is  not  tho 
consideration  now.     Sir,  you  wUl  save  her  V 
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"  Leave  me,"  returned  Sir  Archibald.  "  I  will  reflect  upon 
it" 

"  It  does  not  need  reflection,  and  there  is  no  space  for  it," 
he  persisted.  "  I  don't  understand  the  routine  of  these  things  ; 
but,  if  her  Majesty  has  to  be  seen,  it  will  be  a  race  with  time. 
To-morrow  is  Sunday  morning,  and  they  are  beginning  to 
erect  the  scafibld." 

"  Theodore  T  impulsively  repeated  Sir  Archibald  Devereux, 
"  I  would  sooner  have  cut  off  my  right  hand  than  have  heard 
this." 

"  Give  me  your  promise,  sir,  before  I  leave,"  the  son  con- 
tinued to  urge.  "  It  will  cost  you  nothing — only  the  stroke 
of  a  pen.  You  will  retain  the  after  consolation  of  knowing 
that,  if  you  have  erred,  it  was  on  the  side  of  humanity." 

There  was  a  faint  tinge  of  banter  in  the  last  sentence, 
which  Sir  Archibald  Devereux  detected  not.  In  a  moment 
of  less  perplexity  he  would  have  caught  it  fast  enough.  A 
few  minutes  more,  and  Colonel  Devereux  went  out  from  his 
presence. 


CONCLUSIOK 


At  six  o'clock  on  Monday  morning  Newgate  was  aroused 
from  its  stony  propriety  by  the  arrival  at  its  gates  of  a  state 
messenger.  He  bore  a  reprieve  for  the  unhappy  woman, 
Sophia  Lyvett ;  and  when  the  sheriffs  and  the  other  officials 
reached  the  prison,  in  pursuance  of  their  functions,  to  attend 
the  execution,  there  was  to  be  no  execution  to  attend.  The 
mob  had  the  worst  of  it,  and  those  who  had  hired  vSdows : 
among  whom  was  probably  Viscount  Dooham  :  the  one  lost 
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their  money,  given  in  hire,  and  the  other  enjoyed  a  few  hours' 
soaking,  for  the  morning  had  risen  pouring  wet :  not  to  speak 
of  the  disappointment,  in  which  all  alike  participated.  When 
the  later  editions  of  the  daily  papers  reached  the  country 
towns,  people  made  a  sudden  rush  for  them,  eager  to  read  of 
the  last  moments  of  Sophia  Lyvett,  her  dying  speech  and 
confession.  Instead  of  which,  they  had  the  negative  satis- 
faction of  perusing  the  short  fact  of  her  reprieve. 

The  world  and  his  wife  rose  up  in  wonder.  Eeprieve  her  f 
Why,  she  really  deserved  hanging  !  What  mania  was  it  that 
had  laid  hold  of  Sir  Archibald  Devereux  1  The  newspapers 
as  good  as  asked  him. 

They  got  no  answer.  They  never  knew.  Shrouded  in 
mysteiy  was  that  unaccountable  act  (and  entirely  unaccount- 
able, save  to  the  three  or  four  behind  the  scenes,  it  really  was), 
aaid  would  ever  remain  so. 

The  Lyvetts  had  the  most  cause  to  ask  the  question,  for 
Frederick  was  not  now  legally  relieved  of  the  wife  he  had  so 
hastily  and  rebelliously  wedded.  More  than  ever  need  did 
there  seem  to  be  for  hiding  his  head  in  exile. 

"  Keep  up  your  heart,  Frederick,  my  darling,"  said  his 
mother,  as  she  sobbed  her  farewell  on  his  breast,  the  morning 
of  departure.  "  We  know  not  what  blessings  the  future  may 
hold  in  store  for  you.  Years  bring  about  wonderful  changes  : 
the  darkest  day  may  be  succeeded  by  a  bright  morrow.  You 
never  were  guilty  wilfully  but  of  that  one  undutiful  act,  and 
surely  your  punishment  has  been  heavy ;  how  heavy  Heaven 
sees — ^and  it  is  always  merciful.  We  may  have  you  again  with 
us  sometime,  free  and  happy." 

"  Anct  at  peace,"  sighed  poor  Frederick  Lyvett,  in  his  in- 
most heart. 
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And  the  unhappy  woman  herself?  Did  the  reprieve  which 
ehe  had  so  feverishly  pressed  for  bring  to  her  the  relief  she 
had  sought  ?  Was  the  life  of  labour^  to  which  her  sentence 
was  commuted,  a  more  tolerable  fate,  seen  in  the  vista  of 
the  future  stretching  out  before  her,  with  its  dreadful  remem- 
brance, its  wearing  monotony,  its  hopeless  despair  %  We  can- 
not know. 

She  refused  to  see  her  father  and  mother.  Before  her  final 
departure  from  Newgate,  permission  for  an  interview  with  her 
was  accorded  to  them  at  their  earnest  prayer ;  but  she  sullenly 
declined  it. 

"  Oh,  May,"  groaned  the  mother,  in  the  bitterness  of  her 
anguish,  as  she  sat  on  the  edcre  of  the  bed  in  their  one  soUtary 
room,  "  Tm  afraid  it  was  a  frightful  mistake." 

"  What  was  a  mistake  1"  asked  May. 

"Her  bringing  up.  If  we'd  not  made  her  into  a  lady 
and  edicated  her  according,  she'd  not  have  despised  us,  and 
all  this  might  never  have  happened.  We  stuck  her  up  into 
a  wrong  spere,  don't  you  see.  May;  and  the  poor  thing 
seemed  to  have  no  right  standing  of  her  own.  She  was 
neither  one  thing  nor  t'other ;  she  couldn't  be  one  of  us,  and 
she  couldn't  bo  one  of  them  above  us ;  and  so  she  had  no 
nat'ral  spere  in  the  world  to  make  herself  contented  in.  It 
was  a  fatal  mistake." 


THE  END. 
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CHAPTER   L 

VERNEB  RABY. 

It  was  the  height  of  the  London  season — not  now,  but  years 
ago — and  a  drawing-room,  all  sun,  and  light,  and  heat,  looked 
out  on  a  fashionable  square  in  an  exceedingly  fashionable 
locality.  At  the  extreme  end  of  the  room,  away  from  the 
sun's  rays,  a  yet  young  and  very  lovely  lady  reclined  in  an 
easy-chair ;  a  feverish  flush  was  on  her  cheeks,  but  otherwise 
her  features  were  white  as  the  pillow  on  which  they  rested. 
The  house  was  the  residence  of  Mr.  Vemer  Eaby :  this  lady 
was  his  wife,  and  she  was  dying. 

It  was  said  of  spinal  complaint — of  general  debility — of  a 
sort  of  decline :  friends  and  doctors  equally  differed  as  to  the 
exact  malady.  ]^one  hinted  that  care,  disappointment,  crushed 
feelings,  could  have  anything  to  do  with  her  sinking  :  yet  it 
is  probable  they  had  more,  by  far,  than  all  the  other  ailments 
ascribed  to  her.  Somewhat  of  remorse  may  have  been  added 
also. 

Once,  when  very  young,  she  was  engaged  to  be  married  to 
a  Mr.  Mair.  She  thought  she  liked  him ;  she  did  like  him ; 
but  one,  higher  in  the  world's  favour,  came  across  her  path. 
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His  daslimg  appearance  dazzled  her  eyes,  as  the  baron  dazzled 
£dr  Imogene's,  in  the  old  song ;  his  position  dazzled  her 
judgment;  and  Maria  Eaby  would  have  discarded  Arthur 
Mair  for  him.  Her  parents  said  Xo ;  common  justice  said 
No;  hut  Mr.  Verner  exerted  his  powers  of  persuasion,  and 
Maria  yielded  to  her  own  will,  and  clandestinely  left  her 
father's  house  to  become  his  wife.  The  private  union  was 
followed  by  a  grand  marriage,  solemnized  openly ;  and  the 
bridegroom  took  his  wife's  name  with  her  fortune,  and  became 
Verner  Eaby.  Very,  very  soon  was  her  illusion  dissolved, 
and  she  found  she  had  thrown  away  the  substance  to  grasp 
the  shadow.  Mr.  Eaby  speedily  tired  of  his  new  toy,  and 
she  lapsed  into  a  neglected,  almost  a  deserted  wife.  He 
lived  a  wild  life;  dissipating  his  fortune,  dissipating  hers, 
tingeing  his  character,  wasting  his  talents.  Meanwhile,  the 
despised  Arthur  Mair,  through  the  expected  death  of  a  rela- 
tive younger  than  himself,  had  risen  to  affluence  and  rank, 
and  was  winning  his  way  to  the  approbation  of  good  men. 
He  had  probably  forgotten  Maria  Eaby.  It  is  certain  that 
his  marriage  had  speedily  followed  upon  her  own :  perhaps 
he  wished  to  prove  to  the  world  that  her  inexcusable  conduct 
had  not  told  irremediably  upon  him.  Thus,  Mrs.  Eaby  had 
lived  for  many  years,  bearing  her  wrongs  in  silence,  and 
battling  with  her  remorseful  feelings.  But  nature  gave  way 
at  last,  and  her  health  left  her :  a  few  months  of  resigned 
suffering,  and  the  grave  drew  very  near.  She  was  con- 
scious of  it;  more  conscious  this  afternoon  than  she  had 
yet  been.  Her  first  child,  a  girl,  had  died  at  its  birth  ; 
several  years  afterwards  a  boy  was  bom.  She  was  lying  now, 
sadly  thinking  of  him,  when  her  husband  entered.  He  had 
come  home  to  dress  for  an  early  dinner  engagement. 
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"  How  hot  you  look  !"  was  his  remark,  his  eye  carelessly 
noting  the  unusual  hectic  on  her  cheeks. 

"  Things  are  troubling  me,"  she  answered,  her  breathing 
more  laboured  than  common.  "Alfred,  I  want  to  talk  to 
you." 

"  Make  haste,  then,"  he  replied,  impatiently  pulling  out 
his  watch.     "  I  have  not  much  time  to  waste." 

To  waste  !     Gn  his  dying  wife  ! 

"  Oh  yes,  you  have  if  you  like,  Alfred,  And,  if  not,  you 
must  make  it.  Other  engagements  may  give  way  to  me  to- 
day, for  I  think  it  will  be  my  last." 

"  Nonsense,  Maria !  You  are  nervous.  Shake  it  off. 
What  have  you  to  say  ?" 

"  I  think  it  will  be,"  she  repeated.  "  At  any  rate,  it  can 
be  but  a  question  of  a  few  days  now ;  a  week  or  two  at  the 
most.   Alfred,  do  you  believe  you  could  ever  break  an  oathi" 

"  Break  an  oath  1"  he  echoed  in  surprise. 

"  You  are  careless  as  to  keeping  your  word ;  promises  you 
forget  as  soon  as  made;  but  an  oath  imposes  a  solemn  obliga- 
tion, and  must  be  binding  on  the  conscience.  I  want  you  to 
take  one." 

"  That  I  will  not  marry  again,"  he  responded,  in  a  tone  of 
suppressed  mockery.  "  Calm  yourself :  it  is  not  my  intention 
to  do  so." 

"  Not  so,"  she  sadly  uttered ;  "  that  would  be  an  obligation 
I  have  no  right  to  lay  upon  you  :  my  death  will  leave  you 
free.  I  want  you  to  undertake  to  be  a  good  father  to  the 
child." 

"  And  you  would  impose  such  obligation  by  oath  !"  cried 
Mr.  Eaby.  "  It  is  scarcely  necessary.  Of  course  I  shall  6e 
good  to  him.     "What  is  running  in  your  head,  Maria  % — tnat 
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it^iili^"beat  liim,  .or  turn  him  adrift  ?  The  boy  shall  go  to 
Eton,  and  thence  to  college.*' 

She  put  out  lier  fevered  hands,  and  clasped  his,  with  the 
excitable,  earnest  emotion  of  a  dying  spirit. 

"  0  Alfred  !  when  you  are  as  near  death  as  I  am,  you  will 
know  that  there  are  other  and  higher  interests  than  even  the 
better  interests  of  this  world.  If  the  knowledge  never  comes 
to  you  before,  it  will  too  surely  come  then.  It  is  for  those  I 
wish  you  to  train  him." 

"  My  dear,"  he  rejoined,  the  mocking  tone  returning  to  his 
voice,  and  this  time  it  was  not  disguised,  "  I  will  engage  a 
curate  at  a  yearly  stipend,  and  he  shall  cram  Eaby  with 
religion." 

A  cloud  of  pain  passed  across  her  brow  j  then  she  looked 
pleadingly  up  again  to  urge  her  wish. 

"  There  is  no  earthly  interest  can  be  compared  with  that ; 
we  live  here  for  a  moment,  in  eternity  for  ever.  I  want  you 
to  undertake  that  he  shall  be  trained  for  it." 

***  So  far  as  my  will  is  good,  he  is  welcome  to  grow  up  an 
angel,"  observed  Mr.  Eaby ;  "  but  as  to  taking  an  oath  that 
he  shall,  you  must  excuse  me.  We  will  leave  the  topic; 
it  is  one  that  we  shall  do  no  good  at  together.  The  boy  will 
do  well  enough ;  what  is  there  to  hinder  it  1  And  do  you  get 
out  of  this  desponding  fit,  Maria,  and  let  me  find  you  better 
when  I  come  home  at  night." 

"  Stay  !"  she  implored.  "  I  lie  here  alone  with  all  my  pain 
and  trouble ;  and  wild  thoughts  intrude  themselves  into  my 
mind,  scTnewhat  as  they  come  to  us  in  a  dream.  It  was  a 
wild  thought — an  improbable  one^— the  speaking  to  you  of  an 
oath  ;  perhaps  it  was  a  wrong  one.  Will  you  pass  your  word 
to  me;  Alfred,  that  Eaby  shall  be  reared  to  good,  not  to 
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€vil  1    And  you  surely  will  hold  sacred  your  word  to  the 
dying  r 

''  I  promise  you  that  the  heist  shall  he  done  for  the  hoy  in  all 
ways,  Maria,  so  far  as  I  can  do  it." 

He  turned  impatiently  as  he  spoke,  and  left  the  room.  She 
did  not  call  to  him  again.  And  just  then  her  little  hoy  peeped 
in.     He  had  heen  christened  Eahy. 

"  You  may  come,  dear." 

Eahy  Verner,  a  child  of  seven,  who  had  inherited  his 
mother's  heauty,  drew  towards  her  on  tiptoe.  He  was  too  in- 
telligent for  his  years,  too  sensitive,  too  thoughtful  His 
large  and  hrilliant  hrown  eyes  were  raised  to  hers  with  a 
fiweet,  sad  expression  of  inquiry.  Then  the  long,  dark  eye- 
lashes fell  over  them,  and  he  laid  his  head  on  her  hosom,  and 
threw  up  his  arms  lovingly  to  clasp  her  neck. 

"  Raby,  I  was  just  thinking  of  you.  I  must  tell  you  some- 
thing." 

As  if  he  had  a  dread  presentiment  of  what  that  something 
was  to  be,  he  did  not  speak,  but  bent  his  face  where  she  could 
not  see  it,  and  slightly  shivered. 

"  Raby,  darling,  do  you  know  that  I  am  going  to  leave  you 
— that  I  am  going  to  heaven  ?" 

The  child  had  known  it  some  time,  for  he  had  been  alive 
to  the  gossiping  of  the  servants,  but,  true  to  his  shy  and  sen- 
sitive nature,  he  had  buried  the  knowledge  and  the  nusery 
within  his  poor  little  heart.  True  to  it  now,  he  would  not 
give  Tent  to  his  emotion  j  but  his  mother  felt  that  he  shivered 
from  head  to  foot,  as  his  clasp  tightened  upon  her. 

"  I  read  a  pretty  book,  Raby,  once.  It  told  of  the  creed  of 
8ome  people,  far,  far  away  from  our  own  land,  who  believe 
that  when  they  die — if  they  die  in  God's  love — ^they  are  per 

15-^ 


228  TEE  FOGGY  NIGHT  AT  OFFORD. 

mitted  to  become  ministering  spirits  to  those  whom  they  leave 
here ;  to  hover  invisibly  round  them,  and  direct  their  thoughts 
and  steps  away  from  harm.  My  dearest,  how  I  should  like 
to  find  this  to  be  really  the  case  I  I  would  come  and  watch 
over  you." 

His  sobs  could  no  longer  be  suppressed,  though  he  strove 
for  it  stiU.     They  broke  out  in  a  wail. 

"  Eaby,  dear,  you  have  heard  that  this  is  a  world  of  care. 
All  people  find  it  such ;  though  some  more  so  than  others. 
When  care  shall  fall  upon  you  hereafter — as  it  is  sure  to  do 
— remember  God  sends  it  only  to  fit  you  for  a  better  land." 

The  child  looked  up,  his  large  eyes  swimming.  «  Mamma, 
have  you  had  much  care  1" 

"  A  great  deal ;  more  than  many  have.  But,  Eaby,  that 
care  has  taken  me  home ;  it  has  shown  me  the  way  to  get 
there.  It  will  show  you.  I  shall  be  there  waiting  for  you. 
Carry  always  with  you,  through  life,  the  hope  to  come  there, 
and  you  will  be  sure  to  come." 

What  more  she  would  have  said  is  uncertain.  Probably 
much.  The  child,  in  mind,  was  not  like  a  child  of  seven ;  he 
was  more  like  one  of  fourteen,  and  he  understood  well.  It 
was  Mr.  Eaby  who  interrupted  them. 

"  Eaby  !  crying,  sir  !  What  for  %  Has  your  mamma  been 
talking  gloomy  stujff  to  you,  or  saying  that  she  fears  that  she 
is  worse  ?  It  is  not  true,  boy,  any  of  it.  Dry  up  that  face  of 
yours.  Maria,  you  are  not  worse  :  if  you  were,  I  should  see  it, 
Eun  away  into  the  nursery,  sir." 

The  boy  drew  away  choking,  and  Mr.  Eaby  continued. 

"  It  is  not  judicious  of  you,  Maria,  to  alarm  the  boy.  I 
cannot  think  what  has  put  these  ideas  into  your  head.  He 
will  be  in  tears  for  the  rest  of  the  day." 
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**  He  is  so  sensitive,"  she  whispered.     "  Alfred,  something 
seems  to  tell  me  he  will  be  destined  to  sorrow.     It  is  an  im 
pression  I  have  always  felt,  but  never  so  forcibly  as  now. 
Shield  him  from  it  whenever  you  can.     Oh  that  I  could  take 
him  with  me  !" 

"  You  are  growing  fanciful,"  answered  Mr.  Raby.  "  Des- 
tined to  sorrow,  indeed  !  Is  there  anything  else  you  fancy  him 
destined  to  ?    Whence  draw  you  your  deduction  V* 

"  I  do  not  know.  But  a  timid,  sensitive,  refined  nature, 
such  as  his,  with  its  unusual  gift  of  genius,  is  generally  des- 
tined to  what  the  world  looks  upon  as  adverse  fate.  It  may 
be  deep  sorrow,  or  it  may  be  an  early  death." 

"  All  mothers  think  their  child  a  genius,"  interrupted  Mr. 
Eaby,  in  his  slighting  tone. 

"  Well,  if  he  lives,  time  will  prove,"  she  panted.  "  I 
fear  yeu  will  find  my  words  true.  When  the  mind  is  about 
to  separate  from  the  body,  I  believe  it  sees  with  unusual  clear- 
ness — that  it  can  sometimes  read  the  future,  almost  with  a 
spirit  of  prophecy." 

"I  am  not  given  to  metaphysics,  Maria,"  remarked  Mr. 
Eaby,  as  he  again  escaped  from  the  room. 

Mrs.  Vemer  Raby  died.  Raby,  in  due  course,"  went  to 
Eton,  and  afterwards  to  college.  A  shy,  proud  young  man : 
at  least,  his  reserved  manners  and  his  refined  appearance  and 
habits  gave  a  stranger  the  idea  that  he  was  proud.  He  kept 
one  term  at  Oxford,  and  had  returned  to  keep  a  second,  when 
a  telegraphic  despatch  summoned  him  to  London.  Mr.  Vemer 
Eaby  had  died  a  sudden  death. 

When  Raby  went  back  to  Oxford,  it  was  only  to  take  his 
name  off  the  college  books,  for  his  father  had  eaten  up  all  he 
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possessed,  had  died  in  debt,  and  Eaby  must  no  longer  be  a 
gentleman.  A  reniier^  the  French  would  say,  which  is  a 
much  more  suitable  term :  we  have  no  word  that  answers  to 
it.  Mr.  Eaby,  after  the  death  of  his  wife,  had  plunged  into 
worse  expense  than  before ;  he  had  lived  a  life  of  boundless 
extravagance,  and  his  affairs  proved  to  be  in  a  sad  state.  He 
had  afforded  Eaby  a  home ;  he  had  educated  him  in  accord- 
ance with  his  presumed  rank;  but  he  had  done  no  more. 
He  had  given  him  no  profession;  he  had  squandered  his 
mother's  money,  as  well  as  his  own ;  he  had  bequeathed  him 
no  means  to  live,  or  even  to  complete  his  education ;  he  left 
him  to  struggle  with  the  world  as  he  best  could.  And  that 
was  how  he  fulfilled  his  promise  to  his  dead  wife  ! 

Yes ;  Eaby  must  struggle  now  with  the  world — ^fight  with 
it  for  a  living.  How  was  he  able  to  do  it  ?  His  mother  had 
said  he  possessed  genius ;  and  he  undoubtedly  did — a  genius 
for  painting.  He  had  loved  the  art  all  his  life,  but  his  father 
had  been  against  his  pursuing  it,  even  as  an  amateur — had 
obstinately  set  his  face  and  interposed  his  veto  against  it. 
Eaby  determined  to  turn  to  it  with  a  will  now. 


CHAPTEE  IL 

BREAMS    OF    FAME. 


A  GBNTLEKAN  stood  One  morning  in  the  studio  of  a  far-famed 
painter,  the  great  Coram,  as  the  world  called  him.  The 
visitor  was  Sir  Arthur  Saxonbury,  one  of  those  warm  patrons 
of  art  all  too  few  in  England.  Eich,  liberal,  and  enthusiastic, 
his  name  was  a  welcome  sound,  not  only  to  the  successful^ 
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but  to  the  struggling  artist.  The  painter  was  out ;  but,  in  a 
second  room,  seated  before  an  easel,  underneath  the  softened 
light  of  the  green  blind,  was  a  young  man,  working  assidu- 
ously. Sir  Arthur  took  little  notice  of  him  at  first ;  he 
supposed  him  to  be  a  humble  assistant,  or  colour-mixer  of  the 
great  man's  ;  but,  upon  drawing  nearer,  he  was  struck  with 
the  exceeding  and  rare  beauty  of  the  face  that  was  raised  to 
look  at  him.  But  for  the  remarkable  intellect  of  the  high^ 
broad  brow,  and  the  flashing  light  of  the  luminous  eye,  the 
face,  in  its  sweet  and  delicate  symmetry,  in  its  transparency 
of  complexion,  might  have  been  taken  for  a  woman's.  Sir 
Arthur,  a  passionate  admirer  of  beauty,  whenever  he  saw  it^ 
forgot  the  pictures  of  still  life  around  him,  and  gazed  at  the 
living  one  :  gazed  until  he  heard  the  painter  enter. 

"  Who  is  that  in  the  other  room  V*  inquired  Sir  Arthur, 
when  greetings  were  over. 

"Ah,  poor  fellow,  his  is  a  sad  history.  A  very  common  one, 
though.     When  did  you  return  to  England,  Sir  Arthur  V 

"  But  last  week.  Lady  Saxonbury  is  tired  of  France  and 
Germany,  and  her  health  seems  to  get  no  better.  I  must 
look  at  your  new  works,  Coram ;  I  suppose  you  have  many 
to  show  me,  finished  or  unfinished." 

"Ay.  It  must  be  three  years  since  you  were  here,  Sir 
Arthur." 

"  Nearly." 

They  proceeded  round  the  rooms,  when  Sir  Arthur's  eye 
once  more  fell  on  the  young  man. 

"  He  has  genius,  that  young  fellow,  has  ho  not  1"  he  whis- 
pered. 

"  Very  great  genius."j 

**I  could  have  told  it,"  returned  Sir  Arthur.     "What  a 
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cormtenance  it  is  !  Transformed  to  canvas,  its  beauty  alone 
would  render  the  painter  immortal  His  face  seems  strangely 
familiar  to  me.     Where  can  I  have  seen  it  V* 

Mr.  Coram  had  his  eyes  bent  close  to  one  of  his  paintings. 
He  saw  a  speck  on  it  which  had  no  business  there.  The 
baronet's  remark  remained  unanswered. 

*'I  presume  he  is  an  aspirant  for  fame,"  continued  Sir 
Arthur.     "  WiU  he  get  on  T 

"  No,"  said  Mr.  Coram. 

Sir  Arthur  Saxonbury  looked  surprised. 

"It  is  the  old  tale,"  proceeded  the  painter.  "Poverty, 
friendlessness,  and  overwhelming  talent." 

"Talent  has  struggled  through  mountains  before  now. 
Coram,"  significantly  observed  the  baronet. 

"Yes.  But  Raby's  enemy  lies  Aere,"  touching  his  own 
breast.  "He  is  inclined  to  consumption,  and  these  ultra- 
refined  natures  cannot  battle  against  bodily  weakness.  His 
sensitiveness  is  something  marvellous.  A  rude  blow  to  his 
feelings  would  do  for  him." 

Sir  Arthur  had  looked  up  at  the  sound  of  the  name. 
"  What  did  you  call  him  ?    Eaby  V' 

"  Eaby  Verner  Raby  is  his  name.  The  son  of  spendthrift 
Vemer  and  Maria  Raby  the  heiress." 

Raby  Vemer  Raby !  Middle-aged  though  he  was,  years 
though  it  was  ago,  now,  since  his  dream  of  love  with  Maria 
Raby  had  come  to  an  abrupt  ending,  Sir  Arthur  Saxonbury, 
once  Arthur  Mair,  positively  felt  his  cheeks  blush  through  his 
gray  whiskers.  As  he  glanced  eagerly  at  Raby's  face,  memory 
carried  him  back  to  its  spring-time ;  for  those  wei^  her  very 
€yes,  with  their  sweet,  melancholy  expression,  and  those  were 
her  chiselled  features. 
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**  I  saw  Vemer  Eaby's  death  in  the  papers/'  said  Sir  Arthur, 
rousing  himself,  "two — three  years  ago,  it  seems  to  me. 
What  is  the  son  doing  here  T 

"  Eaby  left  nothing  behind  hira  but  debts.  The  son  sold 
off  all,  and  paid  them,  leaving  himself,  I  believe,  about  half 
sufficient  for  the  bare  necessaries  of  life.  So  he  turned  to 
what  he  loved  best,  painting,  and  has  been  working  hard  ever 
since.  He  expects  to  make  a  good  thing  of  it.  I  let  him 
come  here  to  copy :  for  he  has  no  convenience  for  it  at  his 
lodgings.  Poor  fellow !  better  he  had  been  a  painter  of  coach 
panels." 

"  Why  do  you  say  that.  Coram  %" 

"  A  man  whose  genius  goes  no  higher  than  coach-painting 
can  bear  rubs  and  crosses.  We  can't.  And  Raby  is  so  san- 
guine !  Thinks  he  is  going  to  be  a  second  Claude  Lorraine. 
He  is  great  in  landscapes." 

At  that  moment  they  were  interrupted  by  Eaby.  He  came 
across  the  room  in  search  of  something  wanted  in  his  work; 
and  Sir  Arthur  Saxonbury  saw  that  the  beauty  of  the  face 
did  not  extend  to  the  form.  Not  more  than  the  middle 
height,  and  slender,  his  long  arms  and  legs '  looked  too  long 
for  his  body.  He  stooped  in  the  shoulders,  he  had  a  sensitive 
look  of  physical  weakness,  and  his  gait  was  uncertain  and 
timid.     Coram  laid  his  hand  on  his  shoulder. 

"  This  is  Sir  Arthur  Saxonbury,  of  whom  you  have  heard 
so  much,"  he  said. 

Raby  was  unacquainted  with  the  episode  in  his  mother's 
early  life,  therefore  the  flush  that  rose  to,  and  dyed  his  face, 
was  caused  only  by  the  greeting  of  a  stranger :  with  these 
sensitive  natures  it  is  sure  to  be  so,  whether  they  be  man  or 
woman.     The  bright  colour  only  served  to  render  him  more 
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like  Maria  Eaby ;  and  Sir  Arthur,  in  spite  of  the  gore  feeling 
her  treatment  had  left,  felt  his  heart  warm  to  her  son.  A.  wish 
half  crossed  his  mind  that  that  son  was  his — his  heir ;  he  had 
no  son,  only  daughters.  Eaby  was  astonished  at  the  warmth 
of  his  greeting.  Sir  Arthur  clasped  and  held  his  hand ;  he 
turned  with  him  to  inspect  the  painting  he  was  engaged  on. 
It  was  a  self-created  landscape,  betraying  great  imaginative 
power  and  genius ;  but  genius,  as  yet,  only  half  cultivated. 

"You  have  your  work  cut  out  for  you,"  observed  Sir 
Arthur,  who  was  an  excellent  judge  of  art,  and  its  indispen- 
sable toil. 

"  I  know  it,  Sir  Arthur.  I  ought  to  have  begun  the  study 
earlier ;  but  during  my  father's  lifetime  the  opportunity  was 
not  afforded  me.  It  is  all  I  have  to  depend  on  now,  for  with 
Jam  died  my  wealth  and  my  prospects." 

"  He  had  great  wealth  once.  How  could  he  have  been  so 
reprehensible  as  to  dissipate  it  all,  knowing  there  was  one  to 
come  after  him  T  involuntarily  spoke  Sir  Arthur. 

"  These  are  thoughts  that  I  avoid,"  replied  Eaby.  "  He 
was  my  father." 

"  Do  you  remember  much  of  your  mother  T 

"  I  remember  her  very  well  indeed.  She  died  when  I  was 
seven  years  old.  All  the  good  that  is  in  me  I  owe  to  her, 
I  have  never  forgotten  her  early  lessons  or  her  early  love. 
I  seem  to  see  her  face  as  plainly  as  I  saw  it  then.  I  see  it 
often  in  my  dreams." 

"  It  was  a  face  that  the  world  does  not  see  too  often,"  said 
Sir  Arthur,  whose  thoughts  were  buried  in  the  past.  "  Your 
own  is  like  it,"  he  added,  rousing  himself. 

"  Did  you  know  my  mother,  Sir  Arthur  T 

**  Once  :  when  she  was  Miss  Eaby,"  answered  the  baronet^ 
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in  an  indifferent  tone,  as  he  turned  aga^  to  the  painting. 
"  Where  do  yon  live  V  he  suddenly  asked. 
-  "  I  give  my  address  here,"  answered  the  young  man.  "  Mr. 
Coram  allows  me  to  do  so :  though  indeed  it  is  never  asked 
for.  I  have  only  a  room  in  an  obscure  neighbourhood.  I  can- 
not afford  anythiug  better." 

Sir  Arthur  Saxonbury  smiled.  "  You  are  not  like  most 
people,"  he  said  :  "  they  generally  strive  to  hide  their  fallen 
fortunes :  you  make  no  secret  of  yours." 

Eaby  shook  his  head,  and  a  strangely  painful  flush  rose  to 
his  face.  His  poverty  was  a  sore  point  with  him,  the  sense 
of  disgrace  it  brought  ever  eating  into  his  very  heartstrings. 

"  My  fallen  fortunes  have  been  a  world's  talk,"  he  answered.. 
*VI  could  not  keep  them  secret  if  I  would." 

"Have  you  retained  your  former  fiiendsl"  asked  Sir 
Arthur. 

"  Not  one  of  them.  Perhaps  it  is,  in  some  degree,  my  own» 
fault,  for  my  entire  time  is  given  to  painting.  Few  would  care 
to  know  or  recognise  me  now  :  Eaby  Vemer  Eaby,  the  son 
and  heir  of  the  rich  and  luxurious  Vemer  Eaby,  who  made 
some  noise  in  the  London  world,  and  Eaby,  the  poor  art- 
student,  are  two  people.  None  have  sought  me  since  the 
change.  Not  one  has  addressed  me  with  the  kindness  and 
sympathy  that  you  have  now,  Sir  Arthur." 

"  I  shall  see  you  again,"  remarked  Sir  Arthur,  as  he  shook 
him  by  the  hand,  and  turned  away  to  the  great  artist  and  his 
paintings. 

In  the  evening,  Eaby  returned  to  his  home — if  the  garret 
he  occupied  could  be  called  such.  Coram  had  spoken  accu- 
lately  :  not  half  suf&cient  for  what  would  generally  be  called 
the  bare  necessaries  of  life  remained  j&om  the  wreck  of  hi» 
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fether's  property.  But  it  was  made  to  suffice  for  his  wants. 
It  would  seem  that  surely  his  clothes  must  take  it  all,  and 
none  could  conjecture  how  he  contrived  to  eke  it  out  He 
was  often  cold,  often  hungry,  always  weary ;  yet  his  hopeftil 
spirit  buoyed  him  up,  and  pictured  visions  of  future  greatness. 
He  never  for  one  moment  doubted  that  he  was  destined  to 
become  of  world-wide  fame  :  those  who  possess  true  genius 
are  invariably  conscious  of  it  in  their  inmost  heart :  and  he 
would  repeat  over  and  over  again  to  himself  the  words  he  felt 
must  some  time  be  applied  to  him — "  The  great  painter — the 
painter  Raby." 

He  sat  down  that  evening  to  his  dinner-supper  of  bread 
and  cheese.  It  tasted  less  dry  than  usual,  for  his  thoughts 
were  absorbed  by  the  chief  event  of  the  day,  the  meeting  with 
Sir  Arthur  Saxonbury.  He  attributed,  in  his  unconsciousness, 
the  interest  which  Sir  Arthur  had  betrayed  in  him  to  admi- 
ration of  his  genius  :  he  knew  how  warm  a  supporter  of  rising 
artists  Sir  Arthur  was,  and  he  deemed  the  introduction  the 
very  happiest  circumstance  that  could  have  befallen  him. 
CJould  he  but  have  foreseen  what  that  introduction  was  to 
bring  forth  I 


CHAPTER  III. 

HABIA    SAXONBURT. 

The  golden  light  of  the  setting  sun  was  falling  on  a  golden 
coom.  It  is  scarcely  wrong  to  call  it  such,  for  the  colour  per- 
vading it  was  that  of  gold.  Gold-coloured  satin  curtains  and 
cushioned  chairs,  gilt  cornices,  mirrors  in  gUded  frames, 
gilded  consoles  whose  slabs  of  the  richest  lapis-lazuli  shone 
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•with  costly  toys,  paintings  in  rich  enclosures,  and  golden 
ornaments.  Altogether  the  room  looked  a  blaze  of  gold. 
The  large  window  opened  upon  a  wide  terrace,  on  which  rose 
an  ornamental  fountain,  its  glittering  spray  dancing  in  the 
sunlight :  and  beyond  that  terrace  was  a  fair  domain,  stretched 
out  far  and  wide ;  the  domain  of  Sir  Arthur  Saxonbury. 

Swinging  her  pretty  foot  to  and  fro,  and  leaning  back  in 
one  of  the  gay  chairs,  was  a  lovely  girl  budding  inta  woman- 
hood, with  bright  features  and  a  laughing  eye ;  the' youngest, 
the  most  indulged,  and  .the  vainest  daughter  of  Sir  Arthur. 
She  was  in  a  white  lace  evening  dress,  and  wore  a  pearl  neck- 
lace and  pearl  bracelets  on  her  fair  neck  and  arms.  They 
had  recently  come  home  after  the  short  London  season,  which 
had  been  half  over  when  they  returned  from  the  Continent, 
and  were  as  yet  free  from  visitors.  Lady  Saxonbury  was  in 
ill  health,  and  Mrs.  Ashton,  the  eldest  married  daughter,  was 
staying  with  them  while  her  husband  was  abroad. 

Li  a  chair,  a  little  behind  Miss  Saxonbury,  as  if  conscious 
of  the  distance  between  them — for  there  was  a  distance — sat 
Kaby  Kaby.  It  has  been  said  the  house  was  free  from 
visitors ;  but  he  was  scarcely  regarded  as  such.  Sir  Arthur, 
in  the  plenitude  of  his  heart,  had  invited  him  to  come  and 
stay  a  couple  of  months  at  Saxonbury ;  the  country  air  would 
renovate  him ;  he  could  have  the  run  of  the  picture-gallery, 
and  copy  some  of  its  chefs  $(mme.  And  Eaby  came.  Sir 
Arthur's  early  secret  was  safe  with  himself,  and  he  could  only 
explain  that  his  interest  in  Eaby  Eaby  was  but  that  which  he 
would  take  in  any  rising  artist.  So  the  family,  even  the  ser- 
vants, looked  upon  him  with  a  patronising  eye,  as  one  who 
had  "  come  to  paint."  Eaby  had  accepted  Sir  Arthur's  invi- 
tation with  a  glow  of  gratification — the  far-famed  Saxonbury 
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gallery  was  anticipation  encmgh  for  him.  He  forgot  to  think 
where  the  funds  could  come  from  to  make  a  suitable  appear- 
ance as  Sir  Arthur  Saxonbury's  guest;  but  these  the 
painter  Coram  delicately  furnished.  "It  is  but  a  loan," 
said  he :  "  you  can  repay  me  with  the  first  proceeds  that 
your  pencil  shall  receive." 

Thus  Eaby  went  to  Saxonbury.  And  there  had  he  been 
now  for  half  his  allotted  time,  drinking  in  the  wondrous  bean- 
ties  of  the  place  and  scenery — and  draughts  of  other  wond- 
rous beauties  which  he  would  have  been  as  well  without. 
The  elegance  that  surrounded  him,  and  to  which  he  had 
been  latterly  a  stranger — ^the  charms  of  the  society  he  was 
thrown  amongst  once  again,  as  an  equal  for  the  time  being — 
the  gratification  of  the  eye  and  mind,  and  the  pomp  and  pride 
of  courtly  life — all  this  was  but  too  congenial  to  the  exalted 
taste  of  Kaby  Eaby,  and  he  was  in  danger  of  forgetting  the 
stem  realities  of  life  to  become  lost  in  a  false  ElysiunL 

He  was  thrown  much  with  Maria  Saxonbury — far  more 
than  he  need  have  been.  The  fault  was  hers.  A  great  admirer 
of  beauty,  like  her  father,  and  possessing  a  high  reverence 
for  genius,  the  exquisite  face  of  Eaby  Eaby  attracted 
her  admiration  as  it  had  never  yet  been  attracted;  whilst 
his  eager  aspirations  and  love  for  the  fine  arts  were  perfectly 
consonant  to  her  own  mind.  His  companionship  soon  grew 
excessively  pleasing,  and  she  gave  her  days  up  to  it  without 
restraint,  absorbed  in  the  pleasure  of  the  moment.  Nothing 
more :  of  all  people  in  the  world,  Maria  Saxonbury  was  the 
last  to  think  seriously  of  one  beneath  her.  So,  leaving  con- 
sequences to  take  care  of  themselves,  or  be  remedied  by  time, 
€he  dwelt  only  on  the  present.  She  would  flit  about  him 
when  he  was  at  work  in  the  picture-gallery,  she  would  linger 
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by  bis  side  in  the  gardens,  one  or  other  of  the  little  Ashtons 
generally  being  their  companion  :  in  short,  it  seemed  that  the 
object  of  Maria's  life,  just  now,  was  to  be  with  the  artist- 
visitor.  Even  this  night,  when  her  father  and  sister  had  gone 
out  to  dinner,  she  had  excused  herself :  she  would  stay  at 
home  with  her  mother,  she  said  :  but  Lady  Saxonbury  was 
in  her  chamber,  and  Maria  remained  in  the  drawing-room 
with  Mr.  Eaby.  It  is  probable  that  Lady  Saxonbury,  if  she 
thought  of  him  at  all,  believed  him  to  be  painting  then.  Was 
it  in  remembrance  of  some  one  else  that  Sir  Arthur  had  named 
his  youngest  child  "  Maria  1"  But  they  sometimes  called  her 
by  her  other  name,  Elizabeth. 

"  Do  you  admire  this  purse  1"  she  suddenly  inquired,  hold- 
ing out  one  of  grass-green  silk,  with  gold  beads,  tassels,  and 
elides — a  marvel  of  prettiness. 

Baby  rose  and  took  it  from  her,  and  turned  it  about  in  his 
white  and  slender  hands.  Those  remarkable  hands  I  feeble 
to  look  at,  elegant  in  structure,  always  restless ;  so  strongly 
characteristic  of  genius,  as  well  as  of  delicacy  of  constitution. 

"  It  is  quite  a  gem,"  he  said,  in  answer. 

"  You  may  have  it  in  place  of  your  ugly  one,"  continued 
Miss  Saxonbury:  'Hhat  frightful  portemonnaie  of  grim 
leather  which  I  saw  you  with  the  other  day.  I  made  this  for 
somebody  else,  who  does  not  seem  in  a  hurry  to  come  for  it ; 
so  I  will  give  it  to  you." 

A  rush  of  suspicious  emotion  flew  to  his  face,  and  her  eyes 
fell  beneath  the  eloquent  gaze  of  his. 

"  How  shall  I  thank  you?"  was  all  he  said.  "  It  shall  be 
to  me  an  everlasting  remembrance." 

"  That's  in  return  for  the  pretty  sketch  you  gave  me  yes- 
terday," she  went  on.  "  One  you  took  at  Bomo,  and  fiUed 
in  from  memory." 
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"  You  mistake,  Miss  Saxonbury.  I  said  I  drew  it  horn 
description.  I  have  never  been  to  Eome.  That  is  a  pleasure 
to  come." 

"  As  it  is  for  me/*  observed  Maria.  "  I  was  there  once, 
when  a  little  girl,  but  I  remember  nothing  of  it.  A  cross 
woman,  half  governess,  half  maid,  who  was  hired  to  talk 
Italian  to  us,  is  all  my  recollection  of  the  place.  Last  year 
and  the  year  before,  when  we  were  wasting  our  time  in  Paris 
and  at  the  baths  of  Germany,  doing  mamma  more  harm  than 
good,  I  urged  them  to  go  on  to  Eome,  but  nobody  listened  to 
me.  I  have  an  idea  that  I  shall  be  disappointed  whenever  I 
do  go  :  we  always  are,  when  we  expect  so  much." 

"  Always,  always,"  murmured  Kaby. 

"  I  long  to  see  some  of  those  features  I  am  familiar  with 
from  paintings,**  added  Miss  Saxonbury.  "  The  remains  of 
the  Caesars*  palaces — the  real  grand  St.  Peter's — the  beautiful 
Alban  Hills — and  all  Eome's  other  glories.  I  grow  impatient 
sometimes,  and  tell  papa  there  will  be  nothing  left  for  me  to 
see  :  that  Sallust*s  garden  will  be  a  heap  of  stinging  nettles — 
I  dare  say  it  is  nothing  else;  and  Cecilia  Metella's  tomb 
destroyed." 

And  thus  they  conversed  till  it  grew  dark,  and  the  servants 
came  in  to  light  the  chandeliers.  Miss  Saxonbury  remem- 
bered her  mother  then,  and  rose  to  go  to  her,  to  see  why 
she  had  not  come  down. 

When  Maria  returned,  the  room  was  empty,  and  she  stood 
in  the  bow  of  the  window  and  looked  out.  It  was  the  custom 
at  Saxonbury  House  to  leave  the  curtains  of  this  window 
open  on  a  favourable  night;  for  the  moonlight  landscape, 
outside,  was  indeed  fair  to  look  upon.  Mr.  Eaby  was  then 
walking  on  the  terrace ;  his  step  was  firm  and  self-possessed. 
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his  head  raised  :  it  was  only  in  the  presence  of  his  fellow- 
creatures  that  Eaby  Eaby  was  a  shy  and  awkward  man.  He 
saw  her,  and  approached  the  window. 

"  I  have  been  studying  the  Folly  all  this  time/'  he  said ; 
"  fancying  it  must  look  like  those  ruined  Eoman  temples  we 
have  been  speaking  of ;  as  they  must  look  in  the  light  and 
shade  of  the  moonlight." 

"Does  itr  she  answered,  laughingly.  "I  will  go  and 
look,  too." 

Miss  Saxonbury  stepped  on  to  the  terrace,  and  he  gave 
her  his  arm.  Did  she  feel  the  violent  beating  of  his  heart, 
as  her  bracelet  lay  against  it  1  They  walked,  in  the  shade 
cast  by  the  house,  to  the  railings  at  the  end  of  the  terrace, 
and  there  came  in  view  of  the  fanciful  building  in  question, 
"  Lady  Saxonbury's  Folly."  It  rose,  high  and  white,  on  the 
opposite  hills,  amidst  a  grove  of  dark  trees. 

''I  do  not  like  the  building  by  day,"  he  observed;  "but,  as 
it  looks  now,  I  cannot  fancy  anything  more  classically  beauti- 
ful in  the  Eternal  City,  even  when  it  was  in  its  zenith," 

"  It  does  look  beautiful,"  she  mused.  "  And  the  land- 
scape, as  it  lies  around,  is  equally  so  :  look  at  its  different 
points  showing  out.  You  have  not  seen  many  scenes  more 
gratifying  to  the  imaginative  eye  than  this,  Mr.  Eaby." 

"  I  shall  never  see  a  second  Saxonbury,"  was  the  impulsive 

answer.     "  Take  it  for  all  in  all,  I  shall  never  see ^but 

look  at  this  side,"  he  abruptly  broke  off,  turning  in  the 
opposite  direction. 

"Oh,  I  don't  care  to  look  there.  It  is  all  dark.  I  only 
like  the  bright  side  of  things." 

"  ELas  it  never  struck  you  that  these  two  aspects,  the  light 
and  the  dark  of  a  moonlight  night,  are  a  type  of  human 

16 
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foitunesl    WMle  some  favoured  spirits  bask  in  brightness, 
others  must  be  cast,  and  remain,  in  the  depths  of  shade." 

"  !N"o.  I  never  thought  about  it  My  life  has  been  all 
brightness.'^ 

"  May  it  ever  remain  so  !"  he  whispered  with  a  deep  sigh : 
but  Miss  Saxonbury  had  turned  to  the  pleasant  side  again. 

"What  a  fine  painting  this  view  would  make!"  she  ex- 
claimed. "  I  wonder  papa  has  never  had  it  done.  One  of 
yofwr  favourite  scenes,  Mr.  Raby,  all  poetry  and  moonlight, 
interspersed  with  a  dash  of  melancholy.  Some  of  you  artists 
are  too  fond  of  depicting  melancholy  scenes." 

"  We  depict  scenes  as  we  find  them.  You  know  the  eye 
sees  with  its  own  hue.  There  may  be  a  gangrene  over  the 
gladdest  sunshine." 

"Artists  ought  to  be  always  glad:  living,  as  they  do, 
amidst  ideal  beauties :  nay,  creating  them." 

"  Ideal !  That  was  a  fitting  word.  Miss  Saxonbury.  We 
live  in  the  toil  and  drudgery  of  the  work ;  others,  who  but 
see  the  picture  when  it  is  completed,  in  the  ideal  When 
you  stand  and  admire  some  favourite  painting,  do  you  ever 
cast  a  thought  to  the  weary  hours  of  labour  which  created  it  V 

"  1^0  doubt  the  pursuit  of  art  has  its  inconveniences.  But 
you  great  painters  must  bear  within  you  your  own  recom- 
pense." 

"  In  a  degree,  yes,"  answered  Eaby ;  the  expression  "  you 
great  painters  "  echoing  gratefully  on  his  ear.  "  The  con- 
sciousness of  possessing  that  rare  gift,  genius,  is  ample 
recompense— save  in  moments  of  despondency." 

"  And  yet  you  talk  of  melancholy  and  gangrene,  Mr.  Eaby^ 
and  such  like  unpleasant  topics  !" 

*^The  Jives  of  great  men  are  frequently  marked  by  un- 
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happiness,"  observed  Eaby.  "  In  saying  '  great  men,'  I  mean 
men  inwardly  great ;  men  of  genius,  of  imaginative  intellect. 
Look  at  some  of  our  dead  poets — at  what  is  said  of  them.** 

'^  I  think  their  fault  lay  in  looking  at  the  dark  side  of 
things,  instead  of  the  bright,**  laughed  Maria.  "  Like  your- 
self at  present.  Tou  will  keep  turning  to  that  gloomy  point, 
where  the  scenery  is  all  obscure,  nothing  bright  but  the  great 
moon  itself ;  and  that  shines  right  in  your  face.** 

"They  could  not  look  otherwise  than  they  did,"  he  argued^ 
his  own  tone  sounding  melancholy  enough. 

"  Well,  well,  I  suppose  it  is  the  fate  of  genius."  returned 
Maria.  "  I  was  reading  lately,  in  a  French  work,  some 
account  of  the  life  of  Leonardo  da  Vinci.  He  was  not  a 
happy  man.** 

"  He  was  called  Da  Vinci  the  Unhappy.  How  many  of 
his  brethren  might  also  have  been  called  so  I** 

"  Were  I  you,  I  should  not  make  up  my  mind  to  be  one  of 
them;  I  should  be  just  the  contrary,**  said  Maria,  gaily. 
"  Fancy  goes  a  great  way  in  this  life.  And  so,"  she  added, 
after  a  pause,  "  you  think  some  of  the  queer  old  temples  in 
Italy  must  look  like  that  T  pointing  to  the  Folly.  "  How  I 
wish  I  could  see  them  !** 

"How  I  wish  we  could  see  them !"  he  murmured — "that 
we  could  see  them  together  I**  / 

Perhaps  he  wondered  whether  he  had  said  too  much..  She 
did  not  check  him, — only  turned,  and  began  to  move  back 
towards  the  drawing-room,  her  arm  within  his. 

"  We  may  see  them  together,**  she  said,  at  lengtL  "  Ton 
will,  of  necessity,  visit  Italy ;  I,  of  inclination ;  and  we  may 
meet  there.  I  hope  we  shall  know  you  in  after  life,  Mr» 
Raby ;  but  of  that  there  will  be  little  doubt.  Everybody  will 
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know    you,    for    you  will    be    one  of   England's    famous 
painters." 

They  readied  the  window,  and  he  took  her  hand  in  his, 
though  there  was  no  necessity,  to  assist  her  over  the  low  step ; 
he  kept  it  longer  than  he  need  have  done,  ^ot  for  the  first 
time,  by  several,  had  he  thus  clasped  it  in  the  little  courtesies 
of  life.  Oh,  Eaby  Eaby  !  can  you  not  see  that  it  had  been 
better  for  your  peace  of  mind  had  you  clasped  some  poisonous 
old  serpent ! 

Lady  Saxonbury  was  in  the  room  then  in  her  easy-chair, 
which  had  its  back  to  the  window.  Eaby  did  not  enter,  but 
turned  away.  The  tea  was  on  the  table,  and  Miss  Saxonbury 
began  to  pour  it  out. 

"  My  dear,"  cried  Lady  Saxonbury,  a  simple-hearted,  kind 
woman,  "  where's  that  poor  painter  %  I  dare  say  he  would 
like  some  tea." 

He  was  on  the  terrace  just  now,"  replied  Maria. 
He  must  feel  very  dull,"  resumed  Lady  Saxonbury.     "  I 
fear,  child,  we  neglect  him.     Send  one  of  the  servants  to  ask 
him  to  come  in." 

The  "poor  painter,"  lost  in  anticipations  of  the  time 
when  he  should  be  a  rich  one,  was  leaning  against  the  rail- 
ings, whence  he  had  stood  and  gazed  abroad  with  Miss  Saxon- 
bury,— the  purse  she  had  given  him  lying  in  his  bosom.  Li 
the  last  few  weeks  his  whole  existence  had  changed,  for  he 
had  learnt  to  love  Maria  Saxonbury  with  a  wild,  passionate 
love.  To  be  near  her  was  bliss,  even  to  agitation ;  to  hear 
her  speak  set  his  frame  trembling;  to  touch  her  hand  sent 
his  heart's  blood  thrilling  through  his  veins.  It  is  only  these 
imaginative,  unearthly  natures,  too  sensitive  and  refined  for 
the  uses  of  common  life,  that  can  tell  of  this  intense,  pure. 
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etherealised  passion,  which  certaiiily  partakes  more  of  heaven 
than  of  earth.  He  stood  there,  indulging  a  vision  of  hope — 
a  deceitful,  glowing  vision.  He  saw  not  himself  as  he  was, 
but  as  he  should  be — the  glorious  painter,  to  whose  genius 
the  whole  world  would  bow.  Surely  there  was  no  such 
impassable  barrier  between  that  worshipped  painter  and  the 
daughter  of  Sir  Arthur  Saxonbury  ! 

Alas  for  the  improbable  dream  he  was  suffering  himseK  to 
nourish !  alas  for  its  fatal  ending  !  Three  or  four  weeks  more 
of  its  sweet  delusion,  and  then  it  was  rudely  broken. 

Mr.  Yorke,  a  relative  of  Sir  Arthur's,  and  the  heir  presump- 
tive to  a  portion  of  his  estates,  arrived  at  Saxonbury.  He 
had  been  named  Arthur  Mair,  after  Sir  Arthur.  Raby  Verner 
recognised  him,  for  they  had  been  at  Christ  Church  together, 
but  he  had  not  recalled  him  to  his  memory  since,  and  had 
never  known  him  as  the  relative  of  Sir  Arthur  Saxonbury. 
He  was  a  tall,  strong,  handsome  young  fellow. 

But  ere  Mr.  Yorke  had  been  two  days  at  Saxonbury,  a 
rumour,  or  suspicion  (in  the  agitation  of  Baby's  feelings  he 
hardly  knew  which),  reached  the  artist  that  his  visit  was  to 
Maria,  that  she  was  intended  for  her  cousin's  wife.  The 
same  evening,  calm  and  lovely  as  the  one  when  they  had 
looked  forth  together  at  the  Folly,  the  truth  became  clear  to 
Eaby. 

They  were  seated  in  the  drawing-room,  all  the  family,  whe 
Maria  stepped  on  to  the  terrace,  and  the  artist  followed  her. 
Presently  Arthur  Yorke  saw  them  pacing  it  together,  Raby 
having  given  her  his  arm.    Mr.  Yorke  drew  down  the  corners 
of  his  lips,  and  stalked  out. 

"  Thank  you,"  he  said  to  Eaby,  with  freezing  politeness,  as 
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be  authoritatively  drew  away  Maria's  arm  and  placed  it  within 
hid  own,  ''  I  will  take  charge  of  Miss  Saxonbury  if  she  wishes 
to  walk.'* 

He  strode  away  with  her ;  and  Raby,  with  a  drooping  head 
and  sinking  heart,  descended  the  middle  steps  of  the  terrace. 
He  stole  along  under  cover  of  its  high  wall — anywhere  to 
hide  himself  and  his  outraged  feelings.  That  action,  those 
words  of  Mr.  Yorke's,  had  but  too  surely  betrayed  his  right 
of  interest  in  Maria.  He  came  to  the  end  of  the  terrace,  and 
found  they  had  halted  there,  just  above  him.  He  was  to 
hear  worse  words  now,  and  he  could  not  help  himself. 

**  Then  you  had  no  business  to  do  it — you  had  no  right  to 
X)  it,"  Maria  was  saying,  in  a  petulant  tone.     "  He  was  not 
going  to  eat  me,  if  I  did  walk  with  him." 

^*  Excuse  me,  Maria,  I  am  the  best  judge.  Raby  held  the 
position  of  a  gentleman  once,  and  might  be  a  desirable 
acquaintance ;  but  things  have  changed  with  him." 

"  Rubbish !"  retorted  Miss  Saxonbury.  "  He  is  papa's 
guest;  and  he  is  as  good  as  you.  A  gentleman  once,  a 
gentleman  always." 

^'  I  am  not  saying  he  is  not  a  gentleman.  But  he  is  no 
longer  in  the  position  of  one." 

"He  was  bom  and  reared  one;  he  will  always  be  one; 
quite  as  much  as  you  are,"  persisted  Maria,  in  her  tantalising 
spirit. 

"  Well,  I  don't  care,  then,  to  put  my  objection  on  that 
score.  But  it  is  not  agreeable  to  me  to  see  you  walking  and 
talking  so  familiarly  with  him." 

"  Just  say  you  are  jealous  at  once,  Arthur.     If  you  think 

to  control  me,  I  can  tell  you " 

"  Hallo,  Arthur !     Step  here  a  moment." 
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The  voice  was  Sir  Arthur  Saxonbury's.  Maria  paused  in 
her  speech,  and  Mr.  Yorke  unwillingly  retired  towards  the 
drawing-room.  Raby,  in  the  frenzy  of  the  moment,  darted 
up  the  end  steps,  startling  her  by  his  sudden  appearance. 

"  Miss  Saxonbury  !  will  you  answer  me  % — Forgive  me,"  he 
panted,  as  he  laid  his  hand  upon  her  arm,  in  his  painful 
eagerness — "  forgive  me  that  I  must  ask  the  question !  Has 
Arthur  Yorke  a  right  to  take  you  from  me,  as  he  did  but 
now  V 

"  Of  course  he  has  not,  Mr.  Eaby.     How  can  he  have  ?" 

"  I  mean — ^pray  forgive  me — the  right  of  more  than  cousin- 
ship  r 

She  was  half  terrified  at  his  parted  lips,  his  laboured  breath- 
ing, his  ghastly  face,  £rom  which  suspense  took  every  vestige 
of  colour :  and  she  saw  that  she  might  not  dare  to  tamper 
with  him ;  that  the  kinder  course,  now,  was  to  set  his  ambi- 
tious dream  at  rest. 

"  Well,  then,"  she  whispered,  "  though  of  course  he  had 
not  the  right  to  interfere,  and  it  was  very  bad  taste  in  him  to 
do  so,  and  I  will  not  submit  to  his  whims ;  yet,  yet — ^the 
time  may  come  when  he  will  be  to  me  more  than  a  cousin.'' 

His  hand  unloosed  its  clasp  of  her  arm,  and  Maria  Saxon- 
bury hastened  towards  the  drawing-room.  He  watched  her 
in ;  and  then,  when  no  human  6ye  or  ear  was  near,  his  head 
sunk  upon  the  cold  railings,  and'  a  low  wail  of  anguish  went 
forth  on  the  quiet  evening  air.  Too  surely,  though  Maria 
Saxonbury  might  never  know  ii^  had  the  iron  eotered  into 
his  soul. 
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CHAPTEK  IV. 

THE  BLOW  TELLING  HOME. 

In  December,  business  took  Sir  Arthur  Saxonbury  to  Lon- 
don. He  paid  a  visit  to  the  artist  Coram,  but  he  did  not  see 
Eaby.  His  easel  and  chair  were  there,  but  the  easel  had  no 
work  in  its  frame,  and  the  chair  was  empty. 

"Has  he  abjured  the  art,  or  found  another  studio T  in- 
quired Sir  Arthur. 

The  great  painter  shook  his  head.  "  He  has  not  abjured 
it.  A  different  art — or  power — is  claiming  him  now  j  one  to 
which  we  must  all  succumb — ^Death." 

"  Death  !"  echoed  Sir  Arthur. 

"  He  has  gone  off  very  rapidly ;  in  a  decline,  or  something 
of  that  sort.  I  saw  him  two  days  ago,  and  I  did  not  think, 
then,  he  would  last  until  now.  I  wonder  I  have  not  heard 
of  his  death." 

"  What  can  be  the  cause  of  its  coming  on  so  suddenly  % 
He  was  remarkably  well  when  at  Saxonbury.  I  saw  no  symp- 
tom of  decline  or  any  other  illness  about  him  then." 

"  Do  you  remember  my  telling  you.  Sir  Arthur,  that  a 
blow  to  the  feelings  would  kill  him  V 

Sir  Arthur  considered.     "  I  think  I  do." 

"He  has  had  it,  unless  I  am  mistaken.  He  got  it  at 
Saxonbury." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?"  inquired  the  baronet. 

"  I  do  not  understand, it, — and  indeed  it  is  no  business  of 
mine, — but  when  he  came  up  from  Saxonbury,  he  had  cer- 
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tainly  received  his  death-blow.  A  suspicion  has  crossed  me 
whether  your  lovely  daughter  had  anything  to  do  with  it. 
Pardon  me,  Sir  Arthur,  we  are  old  friends — it  is  a  thought 
that  would  be  mentioned  only  to  you.*' 

"  I  should  like  to  go  and  see  him,"  said  Sir  Arthur.  "  Will 
you  go  with  me  ?'  = 

They  went.  Kaby  was  still  alive,  but  it  was  getting  to- 
wards his  last  day  of  life.  He .  lay  panting  on  his  humble 
bed,  alone.  A  hectic  flush,  even  then,  lighted  up  his  wasted 
cheek  at  sight  of  her  father.  Sir  Arthur,  inexpressibly 
shocked,  sat  down  by  him,  and  took  his  poor  damp  hand. 

**  What  can  you  have  been  doing  to  yourself,"  he  asked^ 
"  to  get  into  this  state  1" 

"  I  think  it  was  inherent,"  murmured  Eaby.  **  My  mother 
died  in  a  decline." 

"  You  have  had  the  best  advice,  I  hope  ?" 

Eaby  made  a  movement  of  dissent.  '^  A  medical  student^ 
whom  I  know,  comes  in  sometimes.  I  could  not  call  in  good 
advice,  for  I  had  not  the  means  to  pay  for  it." 

"  Oh,  my  boy !"  uttered  Sir  Arthur,  in  a  tone  of  anguish, 
as  he  leaned  over  him,  "  why  did  you  not  let  me  know  this  ? 
Half  my  purse  should  have  been  yours,  for  your  mother's 
sake.*' 

.  "  All  the  skill  in  England  would  not  have  availed  me,"  he 
earnestly  said.  '^  Sir  Arthur,  it  is  best  as  it  is,  for  I  am 
going  to  her.  She  has  been  waiting  for  me  all  these  years. 
She  told  me  my  lot  would  not  be  a  happy  one.  But  it  will 
soon  be  over  now,"  he  added,  his  voice  growing  fainter ; 
"  earthly  pain  of  all  kinds  has  nearly  passed  away." 

Curious  thoughts  were  perplexing  Sir  Arthur  Saxonbury 
as  he  quitted  the  scene.    If  a  rude  blow  to  his  feelings  had 
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indeed  caused  Baby  to  sink  into  bodily  illness,  and  tbenee  to 
death,  and  that  blow  had  been  dealt  by  Maria  Saxonbury, 
how  very  like  it  was  to  retribution  for  the  blow  Maria  Baby 
had  dealt  out  to  him  !  He  was  a  strong  man,  and  had 
weathered  it,  but  it  had  left  more  permanent  traces  on  his 
heart  than  he  had  suffered  the  world  to  know.  Sir  Arthur 
lost  himseK  in  these  thoughts,  and  then  shook  them  off  as  a 
disagreeable  and  unsatisfactory  theme. 

On  Christmas-eve  he  returned  to  Saxonbury.  After  dinner, 
his  two  daughters  only  being  at  table,  he  told  them  of  the 
expected  death  of  the  artist  Eaby.  Mrs.  Ashton  expressed 
sorrow  and  surprise.  Maria  said  nothing,  but  her  face 
drooped,  and  a  burning  colour  overspread  it.  Sir  Arthur 
looked  sternly  at  her.     Her  head  only  drooped  the  lower. 

"  It  has  been  hinted  to  me  that  you  tampered  with  his 
feelings,"  he  said,  in  a  severely  reproachful  tone.  "  Let  me 
tell  you,  Maria,  that  the  vain  habit  of  encouraging  admiration 
whence  it  cannot  legally  be  received,  always  tends  to  ilL 
1^0  right-minded  girl  would  condescend  to  it." 

"  I  thought  Maria  talked  a  great  deal  with  young  Baby," 
remarked  Mrs.  Ashton.  "  Had  he  been  of  our  own  order,  I 
should  have  interfered ;  but  I  knew  she  could  not  be  serious. 
He  was  only  a  painter." 

"  She  killed  him,"  was  the  significant  answer  of  Sir  Arthur. 
And  Maria  Saxonbury  burst  into  tears. 

Sir  Arthur  said  no  more.  He  may  have  thought  it  was 
the  province  of  women  to  inflict  such  wounds,  and  of  men  to 
bear  them.  He  knew  not  how  feur  Baby's  own  impressionable 
nature  might  have  been  in  fault,  or  whether  Maria,  in  the 
exercise  of  coquetry,  of  vanity,  had  unwarrantably  drawn 
him  on.     It  booted  not  to  inquire  now ;  the  past  could  not 


THE  FOGGY  NIGHT  AT  OFFORD.  251 

1)6  undone;  neither  could  Eaby  be  brought  back  to  life. 
One  thing  was  indisputable  :  that,  beautiful  as  Maria  Eaby 
had  been  in  the  old  days,  beautiful  was  Maria  Saxonbury 
now.  It  is  impossible  for  some  men  to  be  near  such  beauty 
and  not  suffer  fix)m  it  once  in  their  Hves. 

Maria,  vexed  and  angry  with  herseK  for  the  outburst  of 
feeling,  had  dried  away  her  tears  as  hastily  as  they  came,  and 
was  going  on  with  her  dinner  with  what  appetite  she  had. 
Sir  Arthur  went  on  with  his,  glancing  at  her  now  and  then 
between  his  eyelashes. 

"  When  did  Mr.  Eaby  die  ?"  asked  Mrs.  Ashton. 
"  I  do  not  know  yet  that  he  is  dead,"  replied  Sir  Arthur. 
**  He  was  alive  when  I  quitted  London,  a  week  ago ;  but  it 
was  certain  he  could  not  last  long.'' 

"  Did  you  see  him,  papa  ?"  continued  Mrs.  Ashton. 
"  I  saw  him  several  times." 

"  You  seemed  to  be  very  much  interested  in  that  young 
man,  papa." 

"  I  was  so,"  quietly  replied  Sir  Arthur.  "I  looked  up  to 
him  as  one  of  a  superior  order." 

"  Superior!"  somewhat  slightingly  remarked  Mrs.  Ashton.  J 
"Yes,  Florence,  in  my  opinion.  I  bow  to  genius;  I 
respect  misfortune  :  Eaby  Eaby  was  rich  in  both.  Had  he 
lived,  I  should  have  done  something  for  him  :  as  it  is,  all  I 
could  do  was  to  render  his  deathbed  a  little  more  comfortable 
than  it  might  otherwise  have  been." 
"  Does  he  suffer  much  T 

"  I  hope  not.  The  fear  was,  though,  that  he  might  towards 
the  last.  I  invited  Mr.  Janson  to  come  down  for  a  day  or 
two  when  all  was  over,  and  bring  the  account  of  his  last 
hours." 
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"  Who  is  Mr.  Janson,  papa  1" 

"  A  friend  of  Kab/s.  A  young  surgeon,  wlio  has  been 
much  with  him  in  his  iUness — very  kind  and  attentive  to 
him.  A  gay,  gentlemanly,  pleasant  young  fellow  as  ever  I 
came  across,"  somewhat  warmly  added  Sir  Arthur. 

"  Papa,  I  think  you  evince  a  great  liking  for  young  men  I" 

*'  Possibly  I  do,  Louisa.  The  having  no  sons  of  my  own 
may  have  induced  it.  It  is  not  often,  though,  one  meets  with 
so  charming  a  young  man  as  Mr.  Janson." 

"  Is  he  a  gentleman  V* 

"By  birth  do  you  mean?  I  never  asked  him  the  ques- 
tion. He  is  one  in  mind,  and  manners,  and  cultivation; 
and  that  is  sufficient  for  me.  You  were  always  over-fastidious, 
Louisa." 

Maria,  meanwhile,  said  not  a  word.  After  the  rebuke 
administered  by  her  father,  she  could  but  show  some  sense  of 
it :  though,  indeed,  her  thoughts  were  too  busy  to  admit  of 
her  joining  lightly  in  the  conversation.  Heartily  sorry  was  she 
to  hear  of  the  death  of  Baby  Baby ;  and  certain  qualms  of 
conscience  were  reproaching  her.  In  the  midst  of  all  her 
vanity  and  her  flirting,  her  laying  her  charms  out  for  admira- 
tion and  her  lingering  interviews  with  Mr.  Raby,  she  had  not 
lost  her  heart  to  him.  In  point  of  fact,  that  vulnerable  por- 
tion of  the  human  frame  was  as  yet  intact  in  Maria  Saxon- 
bury.  But  she  had  liked  him  much.  She  had  admired  his 
beauty  of  face :  she  had  reverenced  his  great  gift,  genius ;  she 
had  sat  most  complacently  to  listen  to  his  softly-breathed 
words,  and  their  scarcely-disguised  theme,  love.  It  had  been 
very  reprehensible.  Maria  had  conveniently  ignored  that 
fact  at  the  time ;  but  she  was  feeling  it  deeply  now.  Putting 
aside  her  vanity,  her  consciousness  of  beauty,  her  love  of 
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admiration,  she  was  a  noble-hearted  girl ;  and  she  was  wish- 
ing just  now  that  she  eould  recall  Eaby  Baby  to  life,  almost 
at  the  sacrifice  of  her  own.  That  she  had  wrecked  his  happi- 
ness, she  had  had  some  cause  to  believe ;  but  to  have  wrecked 
his  life — Maria  turned  all  over  in  a  hot  glow,  and  wondered 
whether  she  might  yet  dare  to  ask  God  to  forgive  her. 

"  Why  should  some  people's  nature  be  so  sensitive  ?"  she 
somewhat  peevishly  asked  herselfl  "  They  are  not  fit  to  be 
in  the  world." 

!N'o,  they  are  not.  And  many  a  one  has  had  cause  to  know 
that  truth  besides  Maria  Saxonbury. 

She  sat  in  her  dainty  dress  of  white,  the  jewels  shining  on 
her  fair  neck  and  arms — sat  in  her  old  favourite  attitude, 
after  she  went  into  the  drawing-room — leaning  back  in  a 
fauteuil,  her  black  satin  slipper  tapping  petulantly  the  carpet. 
H'ot  so  much  in  petulance,  possibly,  as  in  sorrow,  was  that 
pretty  foot  moving.  Life  seemed  to  her  particularly  gloomy 
that  evening :  as  if  it  were  to  have  no  future. 

For  one  thing,  she  had  been  vexed  by  the  non-arrival  of 
Arthur  Yorke.  He  was  to  have  spent  Christmas  at  Saxon- 
bury, to  have  been  with  them  that  day ;  but  a  letter,  telling 
of  the  serious  illness  of  his  mother,  had  come  instead.  Maria 
liked  Arthur  Yorke  very  well — quite  sufficiently  well  to  be 
grieved  at  his  non-arrival,  and  to  feel  it  as  a  disappoint- 
ment. And  yet  she  did  not  love  him.  She  did  not  love 
Arthur  Yorke  any  more  than  she  had  loved  Mr.  Eaby.  It  is 
a  capricious  passion — one  that  will  not  come  for  the  bidding 
— and,  perhaps,  the  very  fact  of  Maria's  having  gathered 
hints  that  she  was  destined  to  be  Mr.  Yorke's  wife,  had  kept 
the  love  away. 

Sir  Arthur  Saxonbury  had  never  said  to  Maria,  "  All  going 
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well,  I  wish  you  to  be  the  wife  of  Arthur  Yorke."  Ladj 
Saxonbuiy  had  never  said  it.  More  than  all,  Mr.  Yorke  himself 
had  never  said  it.  And  yet,  Maria  knew  that  such  was  her 
projected  destiny.  Sir  Arthur  Saxonbury  wished  it ;  there 
was  not  the  slightest  doubt  that  Mr.  Yorke  wished  it ;  but 
neither  of  them  had  spoken  directly  to  Maria.  She  was  very 
young ;  and  Sir  Arthur,  who  would  not  for  the  world  have 
pushed  on  such  a  project  against  her  inclination,  had  desired 
Mr.  Yorke  not  to  speak  at  present.  "  Give  her  time  to  get  a 
liking  for  you  first,"  he  said,  and  the  advice  was  good.  But 
the  project  had,  in  some  way,  oozed  out,  and  Maria  knew  it 
as  well  as  they  did.  In  fact,  there  existed  a  tacit  understand- 
ing, that  she  did,  between  herself  and  Mr.  Yorke.  She  was 
contented  to  contemplate  the  prospect,  and  to  believe  that 
some  time  or  other  she  should  be  Mrs.  Yorke.  At  present 
she  was  pleased  to  show  off  her  caprices  and  her  coquetries  to 
hinrij  as  she  did  to  others,  secure  in  her  own  power. 

Lady  Saxonbury,  a  confirmed  invalid,  suffering  under  an 
inward  complaint,  reclined  in  a  fauteuil  opposite  Maria.  Mrs. 
Ashton,  who  had  always  some  work  in  hand  for  one  or  other 
of  her  children,  sat  at  the  table  between  them,  doing  some- 
thing to  the  lace  of  a  little  cap,  and  grumbling  at  her  uncon- 
scious nursemaids  for  having  allowed  it  to  get  torn. 

"  Have  you  heard  the  news  about  Mr.  Eaby,  mamma  1"  she 
suddenly  asked. 

"  Your  papa  told  me,  Florence,"  replied  Lady  Saxonbury. 
**  What  a  sad  thing  that  consumption  is  !  But  it  must  have 
attacked  Mr.  Eaby  suddenly.  He  was  not  ill  when  he  was 
here." 

"  Very  suddenly,"  returned  Mrs.  Ashton,  in  a  marked  tone, 
made  tart  for  the  benefit  of  Maria. 
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"He  never  looked  strong,"  resumed  Lady  Saxonbury. 
"  He  had  a  remarkably  fragile  appearance,  I  used  to  say  so 
to  Maria.     What  can  that  be  1" 

The  "  What  can  that  be  V*  referred  to  the  signs  of  an  arrival. 
Wheels  had  sounded  on  the  gravel,  and  the  hall  bell  was 
now  ringing.  But  no  one  appeared,  and  the  occurrence  passed 
from  their  minds.  • 

The  time  went  on  to  tea-time,  and  the  tea  waited  on  the 
table  for  Sir  Arthur.  !N'ever  given  to  take  much  wine,  Lady 
Saxonbury  openly  wondered  what  could  be  keeping  him  in 
the  dining-room. 

"  It  is  possible  that,  tired  with  his  journey,  he  may  have- 
dropped  asleep,"  she  suddenly  said.     "  Go  and  see,  Maria." 

Maria  rose  listlessly,  and  proceeded  to  the  dining-room,, 
speaking  as  she  entered  it : — 

"  Papa,  you  don't  come  to  tea.  We  have  been  wonder- 
ing " 

And  there  she  stopped.  Seated  by  Sir  Arthur  was  a 
gentleman,  a  stranger  to  Maria.  He  rose  as  she  spoke,  and. 
stood  facing  her,  a  beaming  smile  on  his  countenance.  A 
gentlemanly-looking  man,  young,  with  a  remarkably  winning 
expression  of  face,  and  frank  manners.     Sir  Arthur  rose  also. 

"  My  daughter,  Mr.  Janson ;  Miss  Saxonbury." 

Maria  remembered  the  name  Janson  in  connection  with 
Eaby  Eaby ;  and  not  possessing  a  perfectly  easy  conscience 
on  that  score  altogether,  left  the  room  again  as  quickly  as 
she  could.  Sir  Arthur  followed  her,  bringing  his  guest  to  the 
drawing-room. 

Eaby  had  died  the  day  following  the  departure  of  Sir 
Arthur  Saxonbury  from  London.  He,  Sir  Arthur,  had  paid 
a  visit  of  nearly  a  week  upon  the  road.     Mr.  Janson  waited 
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to  bury  his  friend,  and  then  availed  himself  of  the  invitation 
to  Saxonbury. 

"  Did  he  die  hard — ^in  much  pain  1"  inquired  Lady  Saxon- 
bury, when  they  had  been  speaking  of  him  some  little  time. 

"  Quite  easy  in  all  ways,"  replied  Mr.  Janson.  "  He 
appeared  to  think  he  was  going  to  his  rest." 


CHAPTER  V. 

RIVALS  AT  SAXONBURY 


A  WEEK  passed  over;  a  fortnight  passed  over;  a  month 
passed  over ;  and  still  Mr.  Janson  was  located  at  Saxonbury. 
It  may  appear  curious  that  the  stranger,  come  down  for  only 
a  day  or  two's  visit,  should  remain  so  long  ;  but  the  explana- 
tion is  easy.  A  medical  student,  nearly  qualified,  and  clever  in 
his  profession.  Lady  Saxonbury,  who  felt  a  liking  for  him  the 
first  moment  she  saw  him,  naturally  confided  to  him  her 
ailments.  Mr.  Janson  took  quite  a  new  view  of  her  case, 
and  recommended  remedies  which  had  never  been  tried.  It 
may  be,  that  they  would  not  do  her  any  permanent  good ; 
indeed,  he  acknowledged  the  doubt  himself ;  but  they  con- 
siderably alleviated  her  daily  sufferings,  and  it  rendered  her 
unwilling  to  part  with  him.  She  besought  him  to  remain 
with  almost  impassioned  fervour ;  she  pressed  Sir  Arthur  to 
keep  him.  Mr.  Janson  frankly  assured  Lady  Saxonbury  that 
he  did  not  require  pressing ;  that  he  would  remain  as  long  as 
she  liked,  in  reason.  His  course  of  studies  in  London  was 
over  for  the  present ;  he  was  about  to  pass  some  months  in 
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Paris  to  pursue  them  there;  and,  whether  he  went  a  few 
weeks  later  or  earlier,  was  of  no  consequence. 

So  he  stayed  on.  Indispensable  to  Lady  Saxonbury,  win- 
ning every  day  on  the  esteem  of  Sir  Arthur,  rendering  him- 
self agreeable  to  Mrs.  Ashton,  and — falling  in  love  with 
Maria,  Mr.  Janson  stayed  on. 

It  was  the  old  story  over  again  of  Eaby  Raby.  With  one 
exception.  There  were  morning  meetings  in  the  picture- 
gallery;  afternoon  roamings  in  the  fair  grounds  of  Saxonbury; 
and  evening  lingerings  in  the  deep  bay  windows,  the  two, 
arm  in  arm,  gazing  out  on  the  Folly,  on  the  lovely  scenery  by 
moonlight.  Just  as  it  had  been  in  Raby's  time.  But,  what 
Eaby  had  not  done,  with  all  his  poetry  and  passion,  had  been 
effected  by  the  less  poetical,  far  less  impassioned  Mr.  Janson 
— he  had  gained  the  heart  of  Maria  Saxonbury. 

Does  a  woman  ever  love  a  man  of  a  timid  nature  ?  Poor 
Eaby,  with  his  innate  refinement,  his  sensitive  reticence,  his 
consciousness  of  his  present  fallen  fortunes,  contrived  to  im- 
part to  Maria  a  knowledge  of  his  self-conscious  inferiority. 
Mr.  Janson,  whose  birth  was  far  inferior  to  Eaby's,  whose 
position  and  prospects  in  point  of  fact  were  little,  if  any, 
better  than  Eaby's  fallen  ones,  gave  to  her  an  idea  of  his  being 
very,  very  superior,  !N'ot  purposely :  no  man  thought  less 
about  setting  forth  his  own  merits,  or  making  himself  appear 
what  he  was  not,  than  Edward  Janson.  His  firank,  open 
words,  his  thoroughly  easy  and  gentlemanly  bearing,  his 
somewhat  off-hand  manner  to  the  servants,  contributed  to  the 
impression.  Who  or  what  he  was,  Maria  Saxonbury  did 
not  ask ;  she  had  never  been  in  the  habit  of  troubling  her- 
self with  such  questions  where  a  companion  was  attractive  : 
she  gave  herself  up  to  the  full  charm  of  the  intercourse,  and 
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— ^before  she  was  aware  of  it,  before  slie  had  cast  so  much  as  a 
thought  to  the  danger,  she  had  learnt  to  love  Mi.  Janson. 

Not  before  he  had  learnt  to  love  her.  Every  tone  of  Ma 
voice,  every  glance  of  his  eye,  every  pressure  of  his  hand, 
given  in  common  intercourse,  told  of  the  secret.  Not  a  word 
was  spoken  between  them;  not  a  word  perhaps  would  be 
«poken ;  but  the  heart  has  a  language  of  its  own,  unneedful 
of  common  syllables,  and  they  had  found  the  way  to  use  it. 

Did  either  give  a  thought  to  the  future  ?  Probably  not.  The 
j)resent  happiness  was  all  sufficient  for  the  present  hour.  Had 
Mr.  Janson  soberly  set  himself  to  contemplate  that  inevitable 
future,  it  would  have  looked  unpromising  enough.  To  imagine 
a  union  with  Miss  Saxonbury  would  have  been  in  the  highest 
degree  preposterous:  and  on  Miss  Saxonbury's  part,  she 
would  have  deemed  it  a  great  calamity — nay,  a  disgrace — to 
wed  one  so  far  beneath  her.  So  the  love,  though  it  had 
tcome,  was  but  an  unsatisfactory  boon,  take  it  for  all  in  all. 

And  the  pleasant  intercourse  was  soon  to  have  an  ending. 
They  were  in  the  picture-gallery  one  wet  day  in  February, 
Louisa  and  Fanny  Ashton  making  a  great  noise  with  a  ball 
at  the  other  end  of  it.  Maria  sat  on  one  of  the  cnmson 
benches,  and  Mr.  Janson  stood  near  her.  She  was  toying 
with  the  blue  ribbons  that  tied  her  lace  sleeve  at  the  wrist, 
iher  eyes  and  eyelids  drooping. 

"  Why  need  you  go  so  soon  T  she  asked,  in  reply  to  a  re- 
mark from  him  that  the  end  of  the  week  would  see  hi»  de- 
parture. 

"  So  soon  !"  echoed  Mr.  Janson.  "  I  came  here  for  a  day 
or  two,  and  I  have  stayed  more  than  six  weeks.  I  vnsh  I 
•could  stay,"  he  added  in  a  lower  and  more  impassioned  toncu 
**  I  wish  I  could  stay  on  for  ever." 
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**  You  have  been  able  to  do  mamma  so  much  good,"  re- 
turned Maria,  after  a  pause. 

"  Could  I  have  done  her  permanent  good,  I  should  bj 
better  satisfied.  Miss  Saxonbury." 

"  Do  you  think,  as  others  do,  that  the  illness  will  last  for 
years — that  she  may  never,  even,  get  well  1" 

"  I  have  given  my  opinion  to  Sir  Arthur,"  was  Mr.  Janson's 
Teply,  after  an  almost  imperceptible  hesitation.  He  could  not 
43ay  to  Maria,  "  Far  from  getting  well,  I  fear  that  a  very  few 
•weeks  will  see  the  ending." 

"  It  wiU  be  a  marked  change,  my  hard  work  in  Paris  after 
this  delightful  time  of — of  idleness,"  he  resumed. 

Maria  played  more  abstractedly  than  ever  with  her  blue 
Tibbons.  "Do  ypu  go  to  Paris  direct,  on  leaving  Saxon- 
bury?" 

"  I  shall  stay  a  week  on  the  road  with  my  mother." 

Maria  lifted  her  eyes.  "  Your  mother  ?  I  don't  think  I 
have  heard  you  mention  her.    Where  does  she  live  ?" 

"  On  the  coast  of  France^  One  of  the  quiet  seaport  towns 
in  direct  steam  communication  with  England.  She  has  lived 
there  since  my  father  died.  Being  a  Eoman  Catholic,  and 
her  income  small,  the  place  suits  her." 

The  words  somewhat  surprised  Maria.  "  You  are  not  a 
Boman  Catholic  T  she  said,  recalling  the  fact  that  he  had  at- 
tended church  with  them  on  Sundays. 

"  No,  I  was  reared  in  my  father's  faith.  Had  there 
Tjeen  daughters,  they  would  have  been  brought  up  in  my 
mother's." 

"  Your  father  was  a  soldier,  I  have  heard  you  say  V* 

"  A  soldier  and  a  gentleman,"  somewhat  pointedly  replied 
Mr.  Janson.     **  But  a  poor  one,  and  one  of  whom  promotion 
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seemed  shy.     He  had  not  so  much  as  gained  his  majoritv 
when  he  was  killed." 

"  Why  did  you  not  go  into  the  army  T 

"  My  mother  set  her  face  against  it :  scared,  no  doubt,  by 
my  fathei's  fate." 

"  I  think  I  would  have  been  anything,  rather  than  a  doc- 
tor," remarked  Maria,  pulling  more  vehemently  at  her  ribbons. 

"  Would  you  %  I  like  it.  I  chose  it.  My  mother  wished 
me  to  read  for  the  bar,  but  I  did  not  fall  in  with  the  idea.  I 
have  neither  talent  nor  liking  that  way." 

"  I  would  have  chosen  it,"  said  Maria.  "  Look  at  the 
honours  open  to  a  barrister." 
i  **  Some  few  in  our  profession  attain  to  honour  also,"  he 
said ;  "  to  honour  and  to  fame.  I  may :  though  I  do  not 
think  I  am  very  ambitious.  The  chances  are,"  he  added, 
laughing,  "  that  I  shall  settle  down  into  a  jog-trot  country 
surgeon,  keeping  my  one-horse  gig,  and  doctoring  the  parish.'^ 

"  There ;  it's  untied  now !" 

Miss  Saxonbury  had  pulled  the  ribbons  of  her  sleeve  a 
little  too  far  :  a  slight  accident,  and  one  scarcely  sufficient  to 
account  for  her  tone  of  vexation.  She  began  to  twist  the 
ribbons  impatiently  round  her  wrist. 

"  Will  you  accept  of  my  clumsy  tying  T 

She  laughed,  and  held  out  her  arm  towards  him.  He  was 
in  the  act  of  tying  the  bow,  his  eyes  fixed  on  her  face  at  the 
same  time,  as  he  whispered  some  gallant  nonsense  connected 
with  the  occasion,  and  Maria  was  listening  with  a  half-raised 
face  and  a  self-conscious  flush,  when  some  one  moved  towards 
them  jfrom  the  entrance  of  the  gallery. 

It  was  Mr.  Yorke.  And  he  had  time  to  take  in  full  view 
of  signs  and  appearances  before  they  saw  him.    The  bent  head 
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of  the  handsome  man,  and  his  whispered  words ;  the  employ- 
ment, bringing  their  hands  into  so  close  a  contact ;  with  the 
crimson  cheeks  and  the  downcast  lashes  of  Maria.  Something 
very  like  an  ill  word  burst  from  his  lips. 

They  looked  round ;  and  Maria,  scarlet  now,  but  not  losing 
self-possession,  advanced  a  few  steps  to  welcome  him.  He 
came  on,  and  the  gentlemen  stood  face  to  face. 

Eivals  from  that  moment ;  and  they  both  saw  it.  Never 
destined  to  be  open  ones,  perhaps ;  but  rivals  beyond  dispute 
in  their  secret  hearts. 

"  Mr.  Janson — Mr.  Yorke." 

A  gaze  from  one  to  the  other  went  out  as  Miss  Saxonbury 
spoke.  Mr.  Janson  saw  a  tall,  powerful  man,  whose  very 
height  and  strength  gave  him  beauty.  A  fine  countenance, 
too ;  though,  when  angered,  he  had  a  habit  of  showing  too 
much  of  his  white  teeth.  Mr.  Yorke,  on  his  part,  saw  a 
frank,  open,  generous-looking  young  fellow,  whose  personal 
attractions,  if  brought  into  play,  might  render  him  *angerous 
rival. 

**  How  you  have  surprised  me  !"  began  Maria.  "  Have  you 
seen  papa  T 

"Not  yet,"  he  gravely  answered.  "White  thought  Sir 
Arthur  was  in  the  picture-gallery,  and  I  came  on  here  in 
search  of  him.     But  I  do  not  see  him,  Maria." 

"  I  saw  Sir  Arthur  go  across  the  grounds  in  the  rain  an 
hour  ago,"  interposed  Mr.  Janson  in  a  clear,  ringing  tone. 
**  He  has  not  come  in,  probably." 

A  haughty  bow  in  return  for  the  information,  and  Mr. 
Yorke  fairly  turned  his  back  upon  the  speaker.  Mr.  Janson 
walked  away  to  the  end  window,  with  the  good-natured  in- 
tention of  looking  out  for  Sir  Arthur. 
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"Who  is  that  man,  Maria?" 

"I  told  you — Mr.  Janson,"  she  answered;  resentment  against 
his  haughty  air,  his  assumption  of  authority,  seating  itself  with- 
in her  there  and  then,  and  peeping  out  in  her  tone.  "  He  ia 
a  medical  student,  and  a  friend  of  papa's.  He  was  the  death- 
bed friend  of  poor  Eaby  Eahy,"  she  added  in  her  spirit  of 
bravado.  "  Mr.  Janson  has  been  here  since  Christmas,  and 
papa  likes  him  very  much.     We  all  like  him." 

Mr.  Yorke's  lip  curled.  A  medical  student !  Taking  th& 
hand  of  Maria,  he  placed  it  within  his  arm  to  lead  her 
away. 

"  Let  me  conduct  you  to  Lady  Saxonbury,  Maria.  I  sup- 
pose she  is  visible." 

What  rebellion  she  might  have  offered,  whether  any  or 
none,  it  is  impossible  to  know,  for  at  that  moment  Sir  Arthur 
entered.  The  little  girls,  too,  becoming  aware  of  Mr.  Yorke's 
presence  J^  the  first  time,  came  running  from  the  upper 
end  of  tne  gallery,  and  Maria  seized  on  the  opportunity  to 
escape. 

Changes  came  to  Saxonbury  ere  the  week  was  over.  Mr. 
Janson  took  a  cordial  farewell  of  all,  and  departed,  as  he  had 
planned  to  do.  Mr.  Yorke  also  departed ;  but  not  until  h© 
had  had  a  serious  quarrel  with  Maria.  Without  their  tacit 
engagement  having  been  mentioned  or  alluded  to,  it  was 
understood  between  them  that  it  was  at  an  end  ;  that  they 
had  parted :  and  though  the  name  of  Mr.  Janson  was  not 
breathed,  each  knew  that  but  for  his  having  come  to  Saxon- 
buiy  that  parting  had  not  taken  place. 
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CHAPTEE  VL 

THE   VOYAGE   OF   THE   "RUSHING   WATER.** 

It  is  eminently  suggestive  of  our  uncertain  life  here,  to  mark 
how  time  works  its  changes.  Sometimes,  in  an  incredihly 
short  period,  changes  of  the  most  unexpected  and  startling 
nature  will  take  place.  Thus  it  was  with  the  family  at  Saxon- 
bury.  But  three  years  have  elapsed  since  you  last  saw  them ;. 
and  yet  the  events  which  that  space  of  time  has  brought  seem 
to  have  been  sufficient  for  the  marking  of  half  a  century. 

Lady  Saxonbury  died  of  her  malady.  A.  twelvemonth 
afterwards  Sir  Arthur  married  the  widow  of  Colonel  Yorke,. 
an  uncle  of  Mr.  Yorke's.  Mrs.  Yorke  was  notable  for  little, 
save  a  somewhat  fractious  spirit,  and  for  her  overweening  in- 
dulgence of  her  boy,  the  son  and  heir  of  the  4/^  Colonel 
Yorke.  Six  months  subsequent  to  his  second  marriage.  Sir 
Arthur  died,  and  Mr.-  Yorke  succeeded  to  Saxonbury.  Th& 
second  Lady  Saxonbury — often  called  Mrs.  Yorke  still  by  the- 
friends  of  her  old  days — removed  to  London  with  her  estab- 
lishment and  her  step-daughter  Maria.  Since  then  she  had 
made  the  metropolis  her  chief  residence,  diversified  with 
intervals  of  travelling. 

We  meet  them  again  in  France.  They  had  crossed  the 
water  in  the  autumn  of  the  past  year  to  spend  some  weeks  at 
a  French  town  on  the  north  coast,  once  belonging  to  Flanders 
— ^the  very  town  which  Mr.  Janson  had  spoken  of  as  being 
the  residence  of  her  mother.  Some  friends  of  Lady  Saxon- 
bury *s  were  staying  there,  and  that  induced  her  to  go.     Once^ 
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there,  she  became  impressed  with  the  idea  that  a  little  French 
schooling  would  prove  of  incalculable  benefit  to  her  son  in 
regard  to  the  acquiring  of  the  language,  and  she  placed  him  at 
the  college  as  an  externe.  After  that,  Lady  Saxonbury  resolved 
to  prolong  her  stay  through  the  winter.  But  the  young 
gentleman  appeared  to  be  more  apt  at  picking  up  the  Flemish 
jpatois  he  heard  in  the  streets,  than  at  the  good  French  drilled 
into  him  in  the  school. 

Maria  stayed  on,  nothing  loath,  for — Mr.  Janson  was  there. 
They  had  met  once  or  twice  temporarily  since  that  visit  of 
his  to  Saxonbury,  and  now  they  were  in  the  habit  of  meeting 
daily — at  least  they  had  met  daily  until  within  the  last  few 
days.  But  the  crisis  had  come  and  gone,  and  they  had 
parted. 

It  was  Mr.  Janson  himself  who  invoked  it.  Led  to  believe 
(and  there  was  every  excuse  for  him  that  Maria's  manner  could 
afford)  that  she  would  regard  his  suit  favourably,  he  at  length 
spoke  out,  Ittling  her  how  deeply  he  loved  her ;  how,  if  she 
could  but  reconcile  herself  to  become  a  surgeon's  wife,  there 
was  a  good  practice  waiting  for  him  in  England.  The  terms 
of  purchase  were  arranged,  and  his  mother  was  ready  to  supply 
the  funds.  It  startled  Maria  beyond  everything.  It  brought 
liar  to  her  senses.  She,  Maria  Saxonbury,  sink  down  into  an 
obscure  surgeon's  wife,  one  who  had  yet  his  way  to  make  I 
Her  brow  grew  red  at  the  thought,  and  she  told  him  quietly 
that  it  could  never  be. 

"Why  have  you  led  me  on,  theni"  he  inquired,  his  tone 
one  of  strangely  acute  anguish. 

Why,  indeed !  Maria  could  not  answer.  She  could  not 
tell  him  that  she  had  loved  as  passionately  as  he  did,  or  that 
the  anguish  at  her  own  heart  was  as  great  as  his. 
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And  so  they  parted.  Nothing  more  could  be  said  or  done. 
The  dream  of  romance  was  over,  and  each  must  make  the  best 
of  the  future. 

About  a  week  went  on  after  this  final  interview,  and  the 
last  day  of  March  came  in.  The  harbour  of  this  fine  old 
fishing  town  was  alive  with  bustle.  On  the  following  day, 
the  first  of  April,  the  Iceland  fishing-boats  were  to  go  out 
with  the  morning's  tide.  •  A  whole  fleet  of  vessels,  some  large, 
some  small;  some  with  their  complement  of  ten  or  twelve 
men  and  boys  on  board,  some  mth  but  four  or  five ;  aU  were 
making  ready  to  depart  on  their  annual  voyage  to  the  North 
fishery,  and  praying  for  success. 

Yes,  jpraying.  The  streets  were  crowded  with  promenaders, 
going  to  or  returning  from  the  beautiful  little  chapel  of  the 
port — a  chapel  especially  consecrated  to  fishermen.  For  three 
days  had  that  small  chapel  been  besieged,  so  that  it  was  diffi- 
cult to  push  a  way  in  or  out.  It  was  a  small  building,  little 
larger  than  a  fair-sized  room.  Models  of  ships  were  suspended 
in  it,  and  it  was  tastefully  decorated  with  landscape  pictures, 
with  gilding,  and  flowers,  and  ornaments,  after  the  manner 
of  the  favourite  chapels  of  the  Roman  Catholics.  Some 
marine  views  in  particular  were  attractively  painted.  They 
lined  the  walls  of  the  porch,  five  or  six  of  them,  in  glittering 
frames,  and  represented  the  vicissitudes  of  a  sea-life.  One 
portrayed  a  calm  sea,  on  which  glided  a  large  ship  with  her  white 
sails  set,  a  scene  of  peace ;  another  view  showed  her  rocking 
and  tossing  in  all  the  perils  of  a  storm,  apparently  about  to 
succumb  to  its  fury.  Here  was  a  small  picture,  representing 
a  fishing-boat  sinking,  sinking  hopelessly,  beyond  possibility  of 
hope  or  succour,  its  mariners*  hands  and  their  beseeching  coun- 
tenances outstretched  to  heaven.      The  frame  above  it  con- 
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tained  a  view  of  another  fishing-vessel  approaching  its  harbour 
in  safety.  The  chances  and  dangers  of  its  past  voyage  were 
surmounted,  and  home  faces  were  collected  on  the  beach  to 
welcome  it  in. 

The  chapel  was  dark — dark  even  in  the  daytime.  The 
windows  were  sombre  with  their  stained  glass ;  and  the  orna- 
ments, cases  of  relics,  images,  and  pictures  raised  against  them 
further  obstructed  the  light.  It  never  was  wholly  dark,  for 
the  high  candles  on  the  altar  were  kept  continually  burning, 
and  numberless  collections  of  miniature  tapers  were  lighted 
up  by  the  kneeling  women.  From  sunrise  till  late  at  night 
the  chapel  was  receiving  and  pouring  forth  its  crowds.  The 
sailor  men  and  boys  would  come  in,  sink  on  their  knees  before 
one  or  other  of  the  images,  St.  Andrew,  or  St.  Peter,  or  the 
Virgin,  and  remain  there,  still  as  death,  for  a  couple  of 
minutes,  praying  to  the  saint.  Then  they  crossed  themselves 
and  passed  out,  and  the  short  prayer  would  last  most  of  them 
until  their  return,  when  they  would  go  into  the  same  chapel 
and  offer  as  brief  thanks.  The  women  remained  kneeling 
linger :  their  prayers  were  chiefly  for  a  Ion  voyage  and  safe 
return ;  the  men's,  for  a  good  haul  of  cod,  as  well.  Not  half 
the  people  who  crowded  there  on  the  few  evenings  preceding 
the  boats'  departure  could  get  an  entrance  into  the  chapel ; 
therefore  many  were  content  to  kneel  outside,  on  the  enclosed 
space  of  waste  ground  around  it,  and  there  pray.  They  all 
managed  to  steal  a  look  through  the  open  door  at  whichever 
image  they  patronised,  bowed  to  it,  made  the  sign  of  the 
cross,  and  so  departed  in  peace. 

There  glided  a  lady  into  the  chapel  this  evening  at  the 
dusk  hour.  She  looked  of  superior  class,  and  was  handsomely 
but  quietly  dressed.     She  drew  aside  to  the  remotest  obscurity 
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of  the  chapel  entrance,  and  leaned  against  the  bar  that  "was 
placed  there  to  guard  the  paintings,  waiting  till  her  turn 
should  come  to  push  in  with  the  stream.  She  was  a  middle- 
aged  woman,  and  must  once  have  been  beautiful,  but  her 
features  looked  crowded  with  care.  A  young  woman  followed 
her  in  the  neat  dress  of  a  French  domestic  servant,  wearing 
the  universal  dark  cloth  cloak,  and  close  snow-white  cap. 
The  lady  was  anxious  to  pray,  and  soon  passed  on ;  the  maid 
was  more  anxious  to  look  about  her  and  to  gossip,  so  she 
stopped  at  the  entrance.  Presently  an  acquaintance  came  up, 
another  woman-servant,  who  accosted  her. 

"  Hey,  Th^rese,  is  it  you  ?    For  whom  have  you  come  to- 
pray  %    I  thought  your  brother  was  not  going  this  year." 

"  I  am  attending  madame." 

"  Madame  Janson  !     What  does  she  do  here  ?    She  has- 
nothing  to  do  with  the  cod-fishery." 

"  I  can  tell  you  that  she  has,  though,"  was  the  reply  of 
Th^rese,  "  and  a  fine  way  the  housQ  has  been  in,  through  it. 
You  know  her  son  T 

"  "Who  does  not  ?     A  rackety  blade." 

"  Eackety !     Well,  he  may  be  a  little.     Everybody  like* 
him,  though." 

"  Well,  what  of  him  T 

"  He  is  going  out  with  the  cod-boats  to  Iceland." 

"  With  the  cod-boats  !  That  young  Englishman  I  Why^ 
what  on  earth it  can't  be." 

Th&^se  nodded  her  head  several  times  in  succession. 

*^  Some  whim  of  his.     He  goes  for  pleasure,  he  says." 

"  Stuff,  Th^rfese !  Such  a  thing  was  never  heard  of  a»= 
going  out  with  the  cod-boats  for  pleasure.  It's  a  precious 
hard  voyage  and  a  hard  life.  Besides,  the  crew  don't  want  ft 
fine  gentleman  on  board." 
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"  Oh,  what  do  they  care  %  He  has  made  it  all  right  with 
Messrs.  Vandersphinks,  the  owners." 

"  Vandersphinks  !    Which  is  he  going  out  in,  then  f 

«  The  Rushirt^  Water:' 

"  Well,  he  has  got  a  taste  !  To  go  out  in  a  dirty  cod-boat 
to  that  cold  barren  Iceland,  a  handsome  young  fellow  like 
that !     Will  he  share  the  sailors'  fare  V* 

"  Not  he  :  any  more  than  he'll  share  their  labour.  There's 
some  tins  of  preserved  meat  gone  on  board  for  him,  and  a  big 
hamper  of  prime  Bordeaux  wine." 

"  And  that  brings  his  mother  here — to  pray  for  his  safe 
return !  Th^rfese,  it's  a  lucky  thing  she  is  not  a  heretic, 
though  she  is  one  of  the  English,  or  she  couldn't  have  come 
here  to  pray  for  it — at  least,  with  any  chance  of  St.  Peter 
listening  to  her.     But,  I  say  I  he  is  a  heretic,  isn't  he  ?" 

Th^r^se  nudged  her  companion  for  silence.  And  the 
woman,  looking  round,  saw  close  to  her  a  party  of  "heretics  3" 
two  English  ladies  and  a  child,  who  had  come,  full  of  British 
curiosity,  to  witness  the  praying  in  the  chapel. 

"  You  shouldn't  call  'em  so  to  their  faces,"  whispered  the 
tolerant  Ther^se.  "  They  are  as  good  as  we  are,  for  all  I  see, 
and '' 

Ther^se  broke  off  suddenly,  and  dropped  upon  her  knees. 
Her  mistress  was  coming  out  again,  after  her  short  prayer. 

"  Th^rfese,  have  you  not  been  in  ?"  demanded  Mrs.  Janson, 
in  very  good  French,  her  tone  betraying  reproach  and  sur- 
prise. 

"  Couldn't  get  in,  madame,"  readily  answered  Th^rese, 
without  thinking  it  necessary  to  add  that  s1\!B  had  not  tried. 

It  took  some  time  to  get  out.  Several  were  pushing  out, 
as  well  as  themselves,  but  they  were  obstructed  by  the 
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numbers  pushing  in.  Immediately  foUowing  Mrs.  Janson 
were  the  two  English  ladies  mentioned,  the  younger  one, 
who  was  an  elegant  girl  of  remarkable  beauty,  remonstrating 
at  their  leaving  so  soon. 

"  Henry  is  so  troublesome,"  replied  her  companion.  "  I 
could  scarcely  hold  him  stiU,  do  all  I  would.  He  wanted  to 
run  inside,  amidst  the  mass  kneeling  there." 

"  I  told  you  it  would  be  so,  mamma.  You  should  have 
left  him  at  home." 

"  Oh,  of  course,"  observed  the  elder  lady,  in  a  sharp  accent. 
"  I  know  he  is  an  eyesore  to  you,  ElizabetL" 

"  Mamma,  you  know  that  he  is  nothing  of  the  sort.  But 
he  is  the  most  troublesome  boy  that  ever  existed,  especially 
to  take  anywhere." 

Miss  Saxonbury,  for  it  was  no  other  than  herself,  was  right. 
Never  was  there  so  troublesome  a  child  as  Hemy  Yorke.  He 
was  a  slender  boy  of  ten,  fair  and  delicate,  with  well-formed 
features  and  long  wavy  hair,  the  combing  out  of  which  every 
morning  by  his  mother,  and  the  coaxing  into  curls,  kept  the 
house  in  an  uproar  for  an  hour.  He  was  one  of  those  preco- 
cious, clever  children,  who,  to  use  a  familiar  phrase,  are 
"  awake  to  everything,"  restless,  mischievous,  and  wilfuL 
Yet  the  boy  had  admirable  qualities,  had  they  been  allowed 
fair  play,  but  his  mother  pursued  a  system  of  ruinous  in- 
dulgence. He  was  the  pride  and  delight  of  her  life,  and  the 
torment  of  every  one  else's.  A  whim  had  taken  him  lately 
to  call  his  half-sister  (if  she  might  be  termed  such)  by  her 
second  name,  Elizabeth.  He  detected  that  she  did  not  like 
it,  and  therefore  he  did  it,  for  mischiefs  sake.  Lady  Saxon- 
bury fell  sometimes  into  the  same  name.  Maria  felt  cort- 
vinced  that  it  was  done  to  please  Henry  and  vex  herself. 
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"  Oh,  what  do  they  care  1  He  has  made  it  all  right  with 
Messrs.  Vandersphinks,  the  owners." 

"  Vandersphinks  !    Which  is  he  going  out  in,  then  T 

«  The  Rushing  Water:' 

"  Well,  he  has  got  a  taste  !  To  go  out  in  a  dirty  cod-boat 
to  that  cold  barren  Iceland,  a  handsome  young  fellow  like 
that !     Will  he  share  the  sailors'  fare  1" 

"  Not  he  :  any  more  than  he'll  share  their  labour.  There's 
some  tins  of  preserved  meat  gone  on  board  for  him,  and  a  big 
hamper  of  prime  Bordeaux  wine." 

"  And  that  brings  his  mother  here — to  pray  for  his  safe 
return!  Th^r^se,  it's  a  lucky  thing  she  is  not  a  heretic, 
though  she  is  one  of  the  English,  or  she  couldn't  have  come 
here  to  pray  for  it — at  least,  with  any  chance  of  St.  Peter 
listening  to  her.     But,  I  say  !  he  is  a  heretic,  isn't  he  V* 

Th^r^se  nudged  her  companion  for  silence.  And  the 
woman,  looking  round,  saw  close  to  her  a  party  of  "heretics ;" 
two  English  ladies  and  a  child,  who  had  come,  full  of  British 
curiosity,  to  witness  the  praying  in  the  chapel. 

"  You  shouldn't  call  'em  so  to  their  faces,"  whispered  the 
tolerant  Ther^se.  "  They  are  as  good  as  we  are,  for  all  I  see, 
and " 

Therfese  broke  off  suddenly,  and  dropped  upon  her  knees. 
Her  mistress  was  coming  out  again,  after  her  short  prayer. 

"  Th^rfese,  have  you  not  been  in  %"  demanded  Mrs.  Janson, 
in  very  good  French,  her  tone  betraying  reproach  and  sur- 
prise. 

"  Couldn't  get  in,  madame,"  readily  answered  Th^rese, 
without  thinking  it  necessary  to  add  that  sI^jb  had  not  tried. 

It  took  some  time  to  get  out.  Several  were  pushing  out, 
as  well  as  themselves,  but   they  were  obstructed   by  the 
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numbers  pushing  in.  Immediately  following  Mrs.  Janson 
were  the  two  English  ladies  mentioned,  the  younger  one, 
who  was  an  elegant  girl  of  remarkable  beauty,  remonstrating 
at  their  leaving  so  soon. 

"  Henry  is  so  troublesome,"  replied  her  companion.  "  I 
could  scarcely  hold  him  stiU,  do  all  I  would.  He  wanted  to 
run  inside,  amidst  the  mass  kneeling  there." 

"  I  told  you  it  would  be  so,  mamma.  You  should  have 
left  him  at  home." 

"  Oh,  of  course,"  observed  the  elder  lady,  in  a  sharp  accent. 
"  I  know  he  is  an  eyesore  to  you,  ElizabetL" 

"  Mamma,  you  know  that  he  is  nothing  of  the  sort.  But 
he  is  the  most  troublesome  boy  that  ever  existed,  especially 
to  take  anywhere." 

Miss  Saxonbury,  for  it  was  no  other  than  herself,  was  right. 
I^ever  was  there  so  troublesome  a  child  as  Heniy  Yorke.  He 
was  a  slender  boy  of  ten,  fair  and  delicate,  with  well-formed 
features  and  long  wavy  hair,  the  combing  out  of  which  every 
morning  by  his  mother,  and  the  coaxing  into  curls,  kept  the 
house  in  an  uproar  for  an  hour.  He  was  one  of  those  preco- 
cious, clever  children,  who,  to  use  a  familiar  phrase,  are 
"  awake  to  everything,"  restless,  mischievous,  and  wilfuL 
Yet  the  boy  had  admirable  qualities,  had  they  been  allowed 
fair  play,  but  his  mother  pursued  a  system  of  ruinous  in- 
dulgence. He  was  the  pride  and  delight  of  her  life,  and  the 
torment  of  every  one  else's.  A  whim  had  taken  him  lately 
to  call  his  half-sister  (if  she  might  be  termed  such)  by  her 
second  name,  Elizabeth.  He  detected  that  she  did  not  like 
it,  and  therefore  he  did  it,  for  mischiefs  sake.  Lady  Saxon- 
bury fell  sometimes  into  the  same  name.  Maria  felt  cort- 
vinced  that  it  was  done  to  please  Henry  and  vex  herself. 
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1^0  sooner  were  they  outside  than  Henry  managed  to 
emancipate  himself  from  his  mother's  grasp,  and  she  had  the 
satisfaction  of  seeing  him  rush  hack  again,  twist  himself 
Amidst  the  blockade  at  the  entrance,  and  disappear. 

"  There  !"  uttered  Lady  Saxonbury,  "  he  is  gone — ^just  like 
an  eel !  What  am  I  to  do  to  get  at  him  %  Wait  here, 
Maria." 

"  Ther^se,"  said  Mrs.  Janson,  who  had  seen  and  heard  this 
bit  of  byplay,  "  go  home  fast  and  get  supper  ready.  If  Mr. 
Edward  should  be  at  home,  tell  him  I  shall  soon  be  in." 

Therfese  went  off,  picking  her  way  through  the  lines  of 
kneelers  on  the  earth,  and  turning  her  head  and  her  drooping 
gold  earrings  from  side  to  side,  in  search  of  a  gossip  to  walk 
with.  Miss  Saxonbury,  who  had  drawn  aside  to  be  out  of 
the  way  of  passers-by,  found  herself  suddenly  addressed. 

"  You  are  Maria  Elizabeth  Saxonbury  T 

"  Yes,"  she  replied,  wondering  at  the  stranger's  familiarity. 

"  I  knew  you  by  intuition.  I  heard  Miss  Saxonbury  was 
of  rare  beauty,  and  I  have  not  often  witnessed  beauty  to 
match  what  I  now  see  in  you.  If  it  shall  prove  the  blight 
to  others  that  it  has  proved  to  me,  better  for  you  that  you 
had  been  a  model  of  deformity." 

"  I  do  not  understand  you,"  haughtily  spoke  Miss  Saxon- 
bury.    **  I  do  not  know  you." 

"  I  have  given  you  no  opportunity  to  know  me.  I  am 
Edward  Janson's  mother.  I  have  lived  in  this  place  many 
years,  holding  myself  aloof  from  my  countrymen,  who  flock 
here  to  make  it  their  few  years'  residence,  or  their  few  weeks' 
sojourn.  I  am  too  poor  to  compete  with  some  of  their  osten- 
tatious purses  :  I  am  saving  for  my  son :  and  I  am  too  proud 
to  risk  familiarity  with   doubtful   characters — as   many  of 
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them  are.  Therefore  your  family  and  I  have  never  met.  I 
wish  I  could  say  that  you  had  never  mat  my  son.  You  have 
played  your  beauty  off  upon  him,  flirted  with  him,  courted 
Tiim — ^yes,  you  have,  Miss  Saxonbury ! — and  drawn  him  on 
to  love  you.  When  that  love  had  reached  a  height  that  it 
<50uld  no  longer  be  suppressed  within  the  bounds  of  prudence, 
and  he  told  it  to  you,  you  rejected  him.  It  may  be,  with 
45corn,  because  he  was  poor  and  you  were  rich :  I  know  not : 
from  him  I  have  learnt  nothing.  He  has  kept  his  own 
■counsel  and  your  secret;  but  I  have  watched  closely,  and 
know  the  day  that  brought  to  him  this  despair.  In  blighting 
his  happiness  you  have  blighted  mine." 

Maria  Saxonbury's  glowing  features  had  turned  to  paleness, 
and  now  they  were  glowing  again.  The  words  told  home. 
She  appeared  to  be  too  confused  to  answer,  and  Mrs.  Janson 
continued. 

"  He  came  over  here  to  pass  a  few  weeks  with  me  before 
lie  should  settle  in  his  profession,  in  his  own  country.  Those 
weeks  have  been  passed  with  you,  rather  than  with  me ;  and 
now  he  is  going  out  with  these  wretched  cod-fishers,  and  may 
never  return." 

^  Groing  out  with  the  cod-fishers  !"  mechanically  interrupted 
Maria. 

"  Yes,  he  is,"  replied  Mrs.  Janson.  "  When  he  came  home 
two  days  ago  and  told  me  his  intention,  I  thought  my  heart 
would  have  broken ;  and  in  my  haste  I  wished  that  you  had 
been  dead.  Dead,  young  lady — before  you  had  lured  my  boy 
on  to  love  you,  and  then  treated  him  so  that  he  must  go  this 
hard  voyage  to  forget  you  and  strive  for  peace.  I  have  pity 
for  misfortune,"  added  Mrs.  Janson,  "  but  I  have  none  for 
wiKul  fault,  for  the  sinful  indulgence  of  vanity.     I  do  not 
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wish  you  ill,  Maria  Saxonbury;  I  trust  I  have  too  much 
Christian  charity  deliberately  to  wish  it  to  any  one ;  but  I 
cannot  help  feeling  that,  should  your  existence  become  as 
bitter  to  you  as  you  have  made  mine,  it  will  only  bo  a  just 
retribution." 

Without  another  word,  she  turned  away,  leaving  Miss 
Saxonbury  rooted  to  the  spot,  and  miserably  self-conscious. 
All  that  Mrs.  Janson  had  reproached  her  with  was,  in  the 
main,  only  too  just.  In  the  old  days  at  Saxonbury  she  had 
first  flirted  with  Edward  Janson  for  love  of  admiration's  sake, 
l^ow  that  the  love  which  supervened  had  been  spoken,  she 
meant  to  bury  hers  within  her  own  breast,  to  stifle  it,  to  ex- 
tinguish it ;  and  she  had  turned  him  adrift  to  do  the  same. 

"  I  was  obliged  to  hold  up  a  five-franc  piece  to  bribe  him 
to  come  out,"  said  Lady  Saxonbury,  emerging  from  the 
chapel,  hot  and  red,  the  truant  a  fast  prisoner  in  her  grasp. 
"  And  glad  enough  to  get  him  out  on  terms  so  easy  :  he  had 
got  close  up  to  that  lighted  altar  at  the  other  end." 

Miss  Saxonbury  took  hold  of  the  boy's  other  hand,  and 
away  they  went ;  Harry  delighted  at  his  five-franc  piece,  and 
kicking  up  clouds  of  dust  as  he  walked  between  them. 

The  morning  rose  bright  and  clear.  The  tide  served  at 
eight  o'clock ;  but  long  before  that  hour  the  port  was  taken 
possession  of.  Half  the  town  was  there  to  witness  the  depar- 
ture, thronging  the  piers  and  the  heights.  It  was  a  stirring 
sight.  Vessel  after  vessel,  hoisting  its  sails,  came  smoothly 
down  the  harbour,  each  receiving  an  animated,  hearty  cheer 
of  hope  from  hundreds  of  voices.  Wives,  mothers,  sisters, 
sweethearts,  and  little  children,  leaned  over  the  nearly  unpro 
tected  sides  of  the  piers,  to  wish  good  luck  to  the  several 
crews,  and  utter  the  last  farewell  in  their  familiar  jpa/(?i5. 
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One  vessel  in  particular  came  gaily  down,  a  trim-built  craft 
of  middling  size.  A  sunburnt  boy,  in  a  fishing-cap  and  red 
flannel  shirt,  was  in  the  bows,  grinning. 

"  Here  comes  the  Rushing  JVater"  cried  a  spectator,  as  he 
gazed  at  it.  "  So,  she  is  taking  out  young  Paul !"  he  added, 
as  he  caught  sight  of  the  boy's  face.  "  The  crew  of  the  Fleur 
de  Marie  would  not  take  him." 

"  "Why  not  ?"  inquired  those  around. 

"  He  has  been  in  three  diflferent  vessels,  three  years  running,, 
has  that  monkey,  and  they  all  had  enough  of  him.  A  worse 
boy  never  sailed  than  that  young  Paul ;  he  is  made  up  of  ill- 
nature  and  mischief.  The  Rushing  Water  must  have  been, 
hard  up  for  hands  to  take  him." 

"  The  Rushing  Water  is  taking  out  a  hand  or  two  short,"* 
chimed  in  an  old  fishwife.  "  Some  gentleman  took  a  whim 
to  go  out  in  her,  and  he  wouldn't  be  crowded,  he  said.  They 
took  this  young  shaver  aboard  last  night :  he  can  be  put  any- 
where." 

Leaning  over  the  side  of  the  pier  with  Henry  Yorke,  and 
attended  by  a  maid  and  footman,  was  Miss  Saxonbury.  The 
Rushing  Water  came  gliding  past,  and  her  cheeks  expressed 
plainly  their  consciousness  of  it.  Standing  upright  in  the 
boat,  in  a  jaunty  sailor's  costume,  was  Mr.  Janson,  handsomer 
than  ever.  He  looked  at  her  with  a  face  schooled  to  impas- 
siveness,  and  gravely  raised  his  hat  in  token  of  adieu.  She* 
forgot  her  resolution  for  a  moment :  her  eyes  were  strained 
yearningly  on  him,  and  the  tears  shone  in  them,  as  she  waved 
her  handkerchief  in  answer.  Another  grave  bow  ere  he  re- 
sumed his  glazed  hat,  and  the  Rushing  Water  glided  down  the 
harbour. 

A  gentleman  stood  at  Miss  Saxonbury's  side,  somewhat 

18 
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behind  her.  He  had  seen  the  signs  of  her  emotion,  and  his 
lips  parted  with  a  defiant  expression.  He  was  a  tall,  power- 
fully-built man  of  near  thirty,  with  remarkably  white  teeth, 
which  he  showed  too  much.  Without  perceiving  him.  Miss 
Saxonbury  turned  to  pursue  her  way  to  the  top  of  the  crowded 
pier.  It  was  a  work  of  difficulty,  and  Henry  Yorke  exercised 
his  feet  and  his  elbows. 

"  Harry,  if  you  behave  so  rudely,  if  you  push  the  people 
unnecessarily,  I  will  send  John  home  with  you." 

"  That  you  won't.     I  would  jump  over  the  pier  first,  and 
go  home  ducked,  on  purpose  to  get  you  into  a  row  with 
mamma.     You  know  you  are  not  to  dictate  to  me." 
"  Hush  !     Be  a  good  boy." 

"  I  say,  Elizabeth,  don't  you  wish  you  were  going  .out  with 
Mr.  Janson  T 

It  was  a  telling  question,  innocently  put.  And  he  who 
was  following  close  behind,  saw  that  her  very  neck  was  in  a 
glow. 

"  I  do,"  continued  Harry,  who  had  probably  spoken  with- 
out any  ulterior  meaning.  "  It  is  so  nice  to  sail  over  the  sea. 
I'll  be  a  sailor  when  I  grow  up." 

"  Nice  to  sail  over  the  sea  !"  cried  Miss  Saxonbury. 
"  Don't  you  remember  how  ill  you  were,  only  crossing  here 
from  London  T 

"  It  was  the  nasty  steamer  made  me  ill.  I  do  mean  to  be 
a  sailor,  Maria,  and  I'll  bring  you  lots  of  things  home  from 
foreign  countries.  Mamma  thinks  I  only  say  it  to  tease  her, 
when  I  want  anything  that  she  won't  give  me.  I'll  bring  you 
a  monkey  from  Africa." 

Every  inch  of  ground  towards  the  extremity  of  the  pier 
was  contested  for,  that  being  the  best  gazing-place.     The  sea 
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was  calm  and  lovely,  the  light  wind,  which  served  to  spread 
the  sails,  scarcely  ruffling  it;  more  than  thirty  boats  were 
already  out,  studding  the  marine  landscape,  and  the  morning 
sun  shone  brightly  on  their  canvas,  as  they  skimmed  over  the 
water.  Miss  Saxonbury  weis  struggling  on,  when  a  sudden 
crash  and  shouting  below,  and  a  worse  press  than  ever  to  the 
side  of  the  pier,  suggested  that  some  untoward  accident  had 
occurred.  It  was  even  so.  The  Rushing  Water,  in  going  out 
of  harbour,  had,  by  some  mishap  or  mismanagement,  which 
none  on  board  could  account  for,  struck  against  the  end  of 
the  pier.  The  boy,  Paul,  had  been  left  for  a  single  moment 
near  the  rudder :  could  he  have  mischievously  altered  the 
boat's  course  1 

"What  damage  is  done?"  inquired  Miss  Saxonbury  of 
a  bystander,  a  fisherman,  when  the  excitement  was  abat- 
ing. 

"  Not  much — as  far  as  I  can  see.  They  will  have  to  put 
back,  though,  till  the  evening's  tide,  and  overhaul  her." 

"  Good-morning,  Miss  Saxonbury.     You  are  out  early." 

She  turned  sharply  round  at  the  voice,  to  encounter  Mr. 
Yorke.  He  was  staying  in  the  French  town  also;  had  recently 
come  to  it,  herself,  no  doubt,  his  motive-power.  Perhaps  he 
was  waiting  the  opportunity  to  say  to  her  what  he  had 
thought  to  say  years  ago.  But  they  were  more  distant  in 
manner  to  each  other  than  they  used  to  be. 

"  We  came  to  see  the  boats  go  out,"  she  said,  giving  him 
her  hand. 

"  I  should  scarcely  have  thought  a  fleet  of  paltry  fishing- 
boats  would  be  a  sufficient  attraction  to  call  a  young  lady  from 
her  bed." 

"  Oh,  Mr.   Yorke !      Look  at  the   numbers  of  English 
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around :  nearly  every  one  we  know  is  here.     It  is  a  sight 
which  has  the  charm  of  novelty  for  many  of  us." 

"  I  see  yonr  friend  young  Janson's  courage  has  not  failed 
him  at  the  last,"  he  said,  mockingly.  "  We  shall  he  rid  of 
him  for  a  time." 

"  For  good,  probahly,"  she  replied  with  the  utmost  apparent 
indifference.  "  Before  he  returns,  we  shall  no  doubt  have  left 
for  home." 

"  I  hope  so.  I  wonder  at  Lady  Saxonhury's  having  brought 

you  here  at  all.      I  wonder  that  she  should  remain  here ! 

These  continental  towns  are  not  places  for  Miss  Saxonbury."^ 

"  She  remains  for  Henry's  improvement  in  French,"  said 

Maria. 

"  And,  that  he  may  gain  facility  in  speaking  it,  she  sends 
hi-m  to  the  college,  where  he  mixes  with  a  dozen  other  English 
boys,"  said  Mr.  Yorke.  "  And  they  abuse  each  other  all  day 
in  genuine  Queen's  English." 

"  We  are  not  going  to  associate  with  those  pigs  of  French 
beggars,"  interposed  Master  Yorke,  shaking  back  his  pretty 
curls  in  token  of  scorn. 

"  Pigs  !"  echoed  the  gentleman.     "  You  are  polite,  sir." 
"  At  any  rate  it   is  what  they  are  always  calling  us,"  re* 
torted  the  lad.     "  Gros  cochons  Anglais ^ 

In  returning  back,  down  the  crowded  pier,  Maria  and 
Henry  got  separated  from  Mr.  Yorke,  also  from  the  servants, 
and  went  on  alone.  As  they  were  passing  through  the  old 
fortified  gates  of  the  port,  three  or  four  lads,  all  older  than 
himself,  came  up  to  hold  a  conference  with  Harry.  It 
appeared  to  be  productive  of  some  pleasurable  excitement, 
for  he  turned  to  his  sister  with  sparkling  eyes  and  an  eager 
face. 
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.   **  Maria,  may  I  go  out  fishing  1" 

"  Fishing  I  no.  It  would  send  mamma  into  a  fever.  Yon 
know  she  never  allows  you  to  go  near  the  water." 

"  There's  no  danger,  Miss  Saxonbury,"  spoke  up  one  of  the 
inviters,  a  boy  of  fifteen  or  sixteen.  **  We  are  going  up  the 
canal  in  a  boat  for  a  mile  or  two,  and  then  we  shall  land  and 
fish.  He  can't  come  to  any  harm  :  we  are  accustomed  to  the 
management  of  a  boat,  and  we  shall  take  our  provisions  with 
us.     We  mean  to  make  a  day  of  it." 

"It  is  impossible  that  I  can  allow  him  to  go,"  replied 
Maria.  ^'  He  can  ask  his  mamma  if  he  likes ;  but  I  am  sure 
it  will  be  useless." 

"  It's  a  shame  then  !"  exclaimed  Henry.  "  I  can  never  do 
anything  that  I  want  to.     Won't  I  when  I  get  bigger ! " 

He  walked  sullenly  by  his  sister's  side  until  they  reached 
the  streets.  As  they  were  passing  the  college,  one  or  two 
boys  were  going  in  at  the  scholars'  entrance.  The  old  church 
clock,  further  off,  chimed  out  nine. 

"  I  shall  go  into  school  now,"  said  Henry. 

"  Nonsense,"  returned  Maria.  "  You  have  not  had  youjr 
breakfast." 

"  I  don't  want  any.  I  don't  want  to  be  marked  late. 
It's  your  fault  for  stopping  so  long  upon  the  pier.  So  good- 
bye, Elizabeth." 

"  Good-bye,"  she  repeated,  scarcely  heeding  his  departure 
or  what  she  said,  for  at  that  moment  Edward  Janson 
appeared,  crossing  the  street,  having  landed  from  the  Eiishing 
Water.    The  sight  made  her  oblivious  to  everything  else. 

At  six  o'clock,  when  they  assembled  for  dinner^  Henry  was 
laissing.  Lady  Saxonbury  supposed  he  was  kept  at  school, 
not  an  unfrequent  occurrence,  and  began  dinner  with  a  ve^y 
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bad  grace.  She  inquired  of  John  what  time  he  went  back  to 
school  after  luncheon :  she  and  Maria  having  been  out  in  the 
middle  of  the  day. 

"  Master  HeDry  did  not  come  home  to  luncheon,  ma'am." 

Lady  Saxonbury  was  indignant. 

"  !N"o  breakfast,  and  to  keep  him  from  two  meals  besides  !** 
she  uttered.  "  It  is  enough  to  throw  him  into  a  consumption. 
The  master  must  be  a  bear.  Go  at  once  and  bring  the  child 
home,  John ;  bring  him  home  by  force  if  they  object,  and 
threaten  them  with  the  police.  TU  summons  that  master 
before  the  Civil  Tribunal." 

The  footman  walked  leisurely  enough  to  the  college ;  but 
he  ran  back  at  full  speed,  bringing  a  message.  Master  Yorke 
had  not  been  into  class  that  day,  and  he  was  to  be  punished 
for  it  on  the  morrow; 

"  Not  into  class  !"  repeated  the  alarmed  mother.  "  Eliza- 
beth, you  told  me  you  left  him  at  the  college." 

"  I  did  leave  him  there.  I  saw  him  run  to  the  gates.  I — 
I  think — I  saw  him  enter,"  she  added,  more  hesitatingly, 
trying  to  remember  whether  she  did  see  him  or  not. 

"  You  think !  What  do  you  mean  by  that  ?"  demanded 
Lady  Saxonbury,  who  really  cared  nothing  for  anybody 
except  her  son.     "  You  saw  him,  or  you  did  not." 

"  He  never  can  have  gone  off  with  those  boys  !"  suddenly 
exclaimed  Maria,  in  alarm,  remembering  the  fishing  expe- 
dition. 

"  What  boys  1    Why  don't  you  speak  plainly  ?" 

"  Jones  and  Anson,  and  a  few  more  English  lads,  were 
going  up  the  canal  in  a  boat  to  fish,  and  they  wanted  Harry 
to  go  with  them,"  explained  Maria.     "  I  refused,  of  course." 

"  Then  he  is  sure  to  be  gone !  and  if  he  is  drowned  you 
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will  have  been  the  cause !"  screamed  Lady  Saxonbury,  in 
agitation.  "  After  such  a  thing,  as  that,  put  into  his  head, 
you  ought  to  have  brought  him  home,  and  kept  him  here. 
You  know  what  he  is." 

There  was  no  further  peace.  Lady  Saxonbury  not  only 
sent  about  the  town,  but  went  herself ;  to  the  houses  of  the 
boys'  parents,  and  to  every  other  place  where  there  was  a 
possibiHty  of  hearing  of  him.  The  other  parents  were 
alarmed  now.  With  some  difficulty  they  discovered  which 
canal  the  young  gentlemen  had  favoured  with  their  company, 
and  bent  their  steps  to  it  in  a  body,  Mr.  Jones  carrying  a 
lantern,  for  it  was  dark,  then.  They  had  not  proceeded  along 
its  banks  many  minutes  when  they  encountered  a  small  army 
of  half  a  dozen,  looking  like  drowned  rats.  It  proved  to  be 
the  young  gentlemen  themselves,  who  had  all  been  in  the 
water,  through  the  upsetting  of  the  boat. 

"  Where  is  Henry*?"  asked  Lady  Saxonbury,  trembling  so 
that  she  could  scarcely  put  the  question.  "  Has  he  been 
with  you  T 

"  Yes,  he  has  been  with  us." 

"  Where  is  he  ?     Oh,  where  is  he  T 

"  He  was  in  the  boat  when  it  capsized.  We  can't  make 
out  where  he  is.     I'm  sure  he  scrambled  out." 

Maria  was  very  pale. 

"  How  are  you  sure  ?"  she  asked,  in  a  dread  tone. 

"  I  am  positive  I  saw  him,"  cried  Philip  Anson,  "  and  I 
spoke  to  him.  I  said  to  him,  'That  was  a  splash  and  a 
near  touch,  wasn't  it,  Hal  V  and  he  answered,  *  By  Jove,  if  it 
wasn't  r  " 

"  1^0,  it  was  me  answered  you  that,  Phil,"  interposed  a 
/  little  fellow  about  Henry's  age. 
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"  Well,  rm  positive  he  is  out,"  rejoined  Phil  Anson,  "  for 
I  know  I  saw  him,  and  his  hair  had  got  all  the  curl  out  of  it, 
and  was  hanging  down  straight." 

"  Did  any  of  the  rest  of  you  see  him  V  inquired  Maria,  in 
painful  suspense. 

All  the  hoys  hegan  talking  together.  The  result  to  bo 
gathered  was,  that  they  could  not  be  sure  whether  he  was  out 
or  not ;  it  was  all  a  scramble  at  the  time,  and  nearly  dark. 

"  Oh,  mamma,  do  not  despair !"  implored  Maria.  But 
Lady  Saxonbury  had  fainted  away,  and  was  lying  on  the 
iowing-path. 


CHAPTEE    VII 

A   LOST   BOY. 


It  was  a  terrible  misfortune.  Apart  from  Lady  Saxonbury's 
^almost  insane  grief  for  the  child  himselj^  it  was  a  great  mis- 
fortune in  a  pecuniary  point  of  view.  With  her  son's  death 
a  considerable  portion  of  her  income  passed  from  her;  her 
resources  as  the  widow  of  Sir  Arthur  Saxonbury  not  being 
large.  Just  enough  was  left  her  to  starve  upon,  she  groaned, 
taking  an  exaggerated  view  of  things,  as  she  was  apt  to  do. 
Her  grief  was,  indeed,  pitiable.  She  persisted  in  attributing 
^  the  blame  of  the  boy's  death  to  Maria.  She  commenced  a 
system  of  unkind  treatment,  could  not  endure  the  sight  of 
her ;  and  when  she  did  see  her,  it  was  only  to  break  into  sobs 
^nd  harsh  reproaches. 

"  I  should  not  bear  it,"  observed  Mr.  Yorke,  one  day,  to 
Maria. 

"  Is  it  just  ?"  returned  Maria,  in  a  passionate  tone  of  appeaL 
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^*  When  I  saw  him  to  the  door  of  the  college,  how  could  I 
imagine  that  he  pretended  to  go  in  only  to  blind  me — that 
he  would  disobediently  run  to  the  canal  the  moment  I  was 
out  of  sight  ?     Is  it  just  of  Lady  Saxonbury  ]" 

"  No.     Very  unjust.     I  say,  I  should  emancipate  myself." 

"  I  cannot  live  this  life.  It  makes  me  so  wretched  that  I 
sometimes  begin  to  doubt  whether  I  am  not  really  guilty.  I 
will  go  away,  rather  than  bear  it." 

"Let. me  emancipate  you,  Maria,"  said  Mr.  Yorke. 

She  cast  at  him  a  rapid  glance.  The  hour  was  come  tliat 
she  had  expected ;  sometimes  doubted  whether  she  had  not 
dreaded. 

"  You  cannot  be  ignorant  of  my  hopes,"  he  resumed,  or  why 
I  stay  here  in  this  place,  which  I  hate.  I  have  never  given 
you  up  in  my  own  heart.  You  must  know  that  I  love  you 
passionately ;  far  more  passionately  than  he  did,  Maria." 

"  Than  who  did  V  she  exclaimed,  with  a  rush  of  conscious 
colour. 

"  Janson.     As  if  you  did  not  know." 

"  "Why  do  you  bring  up  Janson  T  she  said.  "  What  is 
Janson  to  me  V 

"  Maria,  you  will  be  my  wife  %  Do  not  refuse,"  he  impetu- 
ously added.  "  I  have  sworn  that  if  you  are  not  mine  you 
shall  never  be  another's." 

"  Mr.  Yorke !" 

"  I  cannot  live  without  you.  I  love  you  too  passionately 
for  my  own  peace.  You  must  be  mine,  Maria.  It  was  your 
fiather's  wish." 

What  was  she  to  answer?  She  did  not  know.  A  conflict 
was  at  work  within  her.  She  liked  Mr.  Yorke,  but — she 
loved  Edward  Janson.     Edward  Janson,  however,  she  could 
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never  hope  to  marry,  and  her  days  were  passed  in  striving  to 
forget  him.  With  Mr.  Yorke  she  should  go  back  to  the  dear 
old  home  at  Saxonbury. 

"  Give  me  until  to-morrow,  and  you  shall  have  an  answer," 
she  said  to  him.     "  This  has  come  upon  me  suddenly." 

"  Vety  well.  Remember,  Maria,  that  during  the  suspense 
I  shall  neither  eat  nor  sleep;  I  shall  have  neither  peace 
nor  rest.  Be  my  wife,  and  your  days  shall  be  a  dream  of 
love." 

"  A  dream  of  love  !"  she  bitterly  repeated,  as  he  left  her. 
"  For  him,  perhaps  ;  not  for  me  !" 

She  remained  in  her  room  until  evening,  communing  with 
herself,  and  then  she  sought  Lady  Saxonbury,  saying  she 
wished  to  consult  hAJ:. 

"  I  am  not  worth  consulting  now,"  was  the  querulous  an- 
swer.    "  My  spirits  are  gone,  my  heart  is  broken." 

"  Mr.  Yorke  wants  me  to  marry  him." 

"  Mr.  Yorke  !"  returned  her  stepmother,  somewhat  aroused. 
"  Has  he  asked  you  1" 

"Yes;  to-day." 

"  Then  you  are  more  lucky  than  you  deserve." 

"  I  do  not  know  whether  to  accept  or  reject  him." 

"  Eeject  him  !"  fiercely  interposed  Lady  Saxonbury.  "  You 
are  out  of  your  senses.  With  his  fine  fortune,  his  position, 
his  amiability " 

"7s  he  amiable?"  asked  Maria.  *^  He  puzzles  me  at 
times." 

"  What  puzzles  you  1" 

"  His  words.  I  don't  understand  them.  And  the  expres- 
sion of  his  countenance." 

"  Had  you  not  better  set  up  for  a  phrenologist— or  what- 
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ever  they  call  the  charlatans  who  pretend  to  read  faces  T  sar* 
castically  retorted  Lady  Saxonbury. 

"  Mamma,  listen.  If  I  do  accept  him,  it  will  be  because  I 
am  unhappy  with  you." 

"  Pray  why  should  there  be  an  *  if  in  the  matter  at  all  ? 
Why  should  you  hesitate,  or  think  of  rejecting  him  ?" 

"  Because  I  do  not  love  him,"  answered  Maria,  in  a  low 
tone.  "  I  like  Mr.  Yorke,  but  it  requires  more  than  liking  to 
marry  a  man ;  or  ought  to  require  it." 

"  Oh,  if  you  are  going  to  run  on  about  romance  and  senti- 
ment, I  do  not  understand  it,"  returned  Lady  Saxonbury. 
**  I  never  did  more  than  *  like'  my  two  husbands,  yet  I  was 
happy  with  them.  My  love  was  wasted  on  somebody  else ; 
when  I  was  almost  a  child." 

"  Was  it  1"  cried  Maria,  eagerly. 

"  It  was.  It  was  over  and  done  with  before  I  married,  and 
I  did  not  make  the  less  good  wife.  It  is  so  with  ninety-nine 
women  out  of  every  hundred ;  and,  rely  upon  it,  their  wedded 
lives  are  all  the  happier  for  their  early  romance  being  over. 
Eomance  and  reality  do  not  work  well  together,  Maria.  You 
are  inexperienced,  child." 

Maria  was  beginning  to  think  so. 

"  I  give  you  my  advice,  Maria,  and  I  give  it  for  your  hap- 
piness. Marry  Mr.  Yorke,  and  be  tliankfuL  Eeject  him,  and 
pass  your  after-life  in  repining,  in  self-reproach  at  your  own 
folly." 

Mr.  Yorke  received  the  answer  he  wished  for.  They 
were  to  be  married  in  England,  in  autumn,  but  preparations 
were  at  once  commenced.  It  was  only  to  be  expected  that 
Lady  Saxonbury  would  now  go  home  immediately.  How- 
ever, she  declined  to  do  so.     In  spite  of  the  somewhat  cynical 
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remonstrances  of  Mr.  Yorke,  she  flatly  refused  to  quit  the 
town.  She  would  go  home  for  the  wedding  in  Septemher, 
she  said,  but  she  would  not  go  before.  Perhaps  some  vague 
hope  of  recovering,  even  yet,  the  body  of  the  child  from  the 
canal,  chained  her  to  the  place.  So  Mr.  Yorke  remained  on 
perforce  in  the  despised  town,  feeling  that  he  and  they  were 
tdike  out  of  place  in  it. 


CHAPTEE  VIIL 

THE   RETURN   OP   THE   "RUSHING  WATER." 

August  came  in,  and  the  fishing-boats  began  to  return  from 
Iceland,  laden  with  their  spoil ;  by  ones,  by  twos,  by  threes, 
by  little  fleets  of  them.  At  length  all  were  in,  save  two,  the 
Belle  H6lhne  and  the  Rushing  Water,  These  two  delayed 
much ;  and  a  report  got  about,  nobody  knew  .how,  for  it  was 
•certainly  without  foundation,  the  Rushing  Water  was  wrecked. 
Miss  Saxonbury,  in  spite  of  herself  and  her  betrothal,  heard 
'the  evil  fear  with  a  sickening  heart,  and  looked  out  for  the 
vessel  in  secret  more  yearningly  than  any  one. . 

Or  than  any,  save  one.  For,  if  Maria's  anxiety  was  great, 
•what  was  it  compared  with  that  of  poor  Mrs.  Janson  %  And 
4;he  suspense  went  on.  ^.. 

One  day,  it  was  on  a  Friday,  Th(^r^se  had  gone  to  the  fish- 
market  to  purchase  the  usual  fast-day's  dinner,  when  in  the 
midst  of  her  squally  bargaining  with  the  fish-vendor,  news 
flew  about  the  market  that  one  of  the  two  missing  boats  was 
signalled — it  was  thought  to  be  the  Rushing  Water,  Dashing 
the  disputed  fish  back  on  the  woman's  board,  away  went 
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Therfese  to  her  mistress,  and  without  circumlocution  announced 
that  the  Rushing  Water  was  making  the  harbour. 

Mrs.  Janson  went  down  to  the  port.  The  boat  was  then 
in,  and  being  moored  to  the  side:  La  Belle  HSlkne.  The 
poor  mother  asked  the  crew  news  of  the  Rushing  JVater ;  but 
they  had  not  seen  her  on  their  passage  home.  Yet  the 
Rushing  Water  had  been  one  of  the  first  boats  to  leave  Ice- 
land. 

Disheartening  tidings.  As  Mrs.  Janson  went  back  again,, 
with  a  heavy  step,  she  encountered  Miss  Saxonbury. 

"  Young  lady,  go  home  and  pray,"  she  said,  in  her  abrupt^ 
stern  manner ;  "  pray  that  you  may  not  have  caused  his  death, 
as  well  as  his  misery.  Stay  upon  your  knees  until  Heaven, 
shall  be  pleased  to  hear  you,  as  I  am  going  to  do.  There  is 
little  hope  now." 

"  I  heard  that  the  Rushing  Water  had  come  in  this  morn- 
ing," answered  Miss  Saxonbury,  in  a  faltering  tone. 

"  So  did  I  hear  it.  But  it  proves  to  be  the  Helhne.  And 
the  Rushing  Water  left  Iceland  days  before  her." 

She  passed  on  with  her  pale,  severe  face,  and  Maria  Saxon- 
bury continued  her  way. 

The  days  went  on ;  five  or  six  of  them.  Lady  and  Miss 
Saxonbury  were  sitting  in  the  twilight,  the  latter  expecting 
Mr.  Yorke,  whom  she  was  trying,  with  all  her  might  and 
main,  to  like  better,  as  a  dutiful  bride-elect  should,  when  one 
of  their  French  servants  came  in,  and  said  a  gentleman  was 
asking  to  see  her. 

"  Me  !     To  see  me  V*  returned  Maria. 

"A  gentleman-sailor,  mademoiselle.      I  think  it  is  Mr.. 
Janson.     He  says  will  you  allow  him  a  minute's  conveir 
eation  ?" 
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"  Oh  mamina  1"  she  uttered,  "  Mr.  Janson'!  Then  the 
Rushing  Water  must  be  safe  in." 

Lady  Saxonbury  made  some  indistinct  reply.  Her  thoughts 
were  buried  in  other  things.  What,  to  her,  was  the  safety  of 
the  Rushing  Water  f 

Maria  passed  through  the  ante-room  and  entered  the  one 
to  which  he  had  been  shown.  He  was  in  sailor's  attire,  his 
glazed  hat  carelessly  thrown  off,  looking,  or  Maria  fancied  so, 
handsomer  than  ever. 

"  Then  you  are  in  safety !"  she  exclaimed,  grasping  his 
hand  in  her  agitated  thankfulness,  perhaps  for  his  mother's 
sake,  but  forgetful,  at  the  moment,  of  Mr.  Yorke,  of  the 
whole  world.  "  We  have  been  counting  you  as  amongst  the 
lost." 

"  Our  homeward  voyage  has  been  bad,  perilous,  unlucky 
altogether,  save  that  we  have  ultimately  arrived.  Miss 
Saxonbury,  I  hear  that  you  have  been  mourning  Harry  as 
dead." 

"  Yes,  yes.     Oh  yes  f 

"  He  is  safe.     He  has  been  with  us." 

She  did  not  give  vent  to  a  scream;  she  suppressed  it. 
Then  she  thought  that  he  must  be  dreaming,  or  that  she  was. 

"  He  got  into  some  trouble,  fell  into  the  water,  and  was 
afraid  to  go  home,"  proceeded  Mr.  Janson.  "That  mis- 
chievous imp,  Paul,  encountered  him  in  his  wet  plight,  per- 
suaded him  into  making  the  voyage,  brought  him  on  board, 
coiled  him  up  under  some  sails  and  rope,  and  four-and-twenty 
hours  after  we  left  port.  Master  Harry  came  out.  I  wished 
the  captain  to  put  back,  but  he  laughed  at  me ;  so  he  had  to 
go  with  us,  and  I  have  taken  care  of  him.  Paul  says  Harry 
bribed  him  with  a  five-franc  piece ;  three  francs  for  himself. 


\ 
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^md  two  to  give  to  a  messenger  to  take  word  to  his  mother 
where  he  had  gone." 

"  ITo  messenger  came  to  us,"  eagerly  observed  Maria. 

"As  I  find.  When  I  landed  an  hour  ago,  I  heard  that 
the  boy  had  been  mourned  as  dead.  So  I  came  on  at  once, 
after  calling  in  upon  my  mother.  I  should  not  have  pre- 
sumed to  ask  for  you,"  he  pointedly  added,  "but  that  I 
assumed  it  might  be  better  to  acquaint  you  first  with  the 
news,  ere  it  was  broken  to  Lady  Saxonbury/' 

"  Oh !  how  shall  we  ever  thank  you  ?"  said  Maria,  attribut- 
ing all  the  good  to  Mr.  Janson,  in  her  confused  feelings  of 
joy.     "  Where  is  Harry  T 

"  Waiting  just  inside  the  caf§  at  the  next  door,  until  I 
send  for  him,  and  being  made  a  lion  of." 

Maria  went  into  the  drawing-room,  which  was  ahnost  dark 
then,  and  knelt  down  beside  Lady  Saxonbury's  chair. 

"  Mamma !  mamma !  I  have  some  joyful  news  for  you. 
You  will  not  faint  if  I  tell  it?" 

"What  news  will  ever  be  joyful  to  me  again,  Maria? 

* 

What  is  the  matter  with  you,  that  you  kneel  in  that  manner? 
How  you  tremble !" 

"Mamma — suppose  I  have  news  to  tell  you  about  Harry? 
That— he— is— found  ?" 

"  Is  it  ?  is  it  ?"  excitedly  uttered  Lady  Saxonbury.  It ! 
She  was  thinking  of  the  dead  Harry ;  not  the  living  one. 

"  ITot '  it,'  mamma.  He.  Could  you  bear  for  me  to  tell 
you  that  he  is  in  life — safe — well  ?" 

"  Maria,  what  do  you  mean  ?"  faintly  asked  Lady  Saxon- 
bury. 

"  He  is,  he  is.  Dearest  Lady  Saxonbury,  he  has  been  out 
with  Mr.  Janson  in  the  Bushing  Water.** 


\ 
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She  did  not  continue.  For  the  door  had  opened,  and  a 
happy  lad  stood  peeping  in,  in  a  nondescript  attire,  composed 
partly  of  his  own  things,  partly  of  Paul's.  He  was  browned 
with  the  sea  air,  taller  than  before,  and  his  fair  curls  were 
wild  and  entangled.  With  a  cry,  he  flew  into  his  mother's 
arms.  She  sobbed  upon  his  neck  and  kissed  his  pretty  face 
and  his  untidy  hair,  and  strained  him  to  her  as  if  she  could 
never  let  him  go  again. 

"  Lady  Saxonbury,  will  y^^^  forgive  my  saying  that  I  think 
you  will  find  him  a  more  dutiful  boy  than  he  used  to  be  V* 
said  Mr.  Janson,  who  had  followed  him  in.  "  He  has  had 
to  rough  it,  and  he  now  knows  the  value  of  a  happy  homo 
and  a  mother's  love.  I  have  taken  upon  myself  to  discipline 
him ;  I  have  kept  him  from  the  sailors,  so  far  as  was  practi- 
cable, and  read  him  lessons  on  his  faults ;  and  I  believe  yoa 
will  find  him  changed  for  the  better." 

"Oh  yes,  indeed,  mamma,"  sobbed  the  lad.  "I  know 
now  how  naughty  I  was,  and  I  will  try  never  to  grieve  you 
and  Maria  again." 

"Mr.  Janson,"  cried  the  mother,  rising  and  speaking  in 
impassioned  tones,  "  how  can  I  reward  you  for  the  joy  that 
you  have  brought  me  this  night  ?  If  you  asked  me  for  my 
life  in  repayment,  I  almost  think  it  should  be  yours." 

She  left  the  room  as  she  spoke,  too  much  overcome  to 
remain  in  it.  Harry  followed  her.  Miss  Saxonbury  was 
lost  in  thought. 

"  Philip  Anson  has  held  to  it  to  this  day,  that  Harry  was 
saved,"  she  said  in  a  musing  tone.  "  He  persisted  in  de- 
claring that  he  saw  Harry  after  he  scrambled  out  of  the 
water." 

"  And  now  that  my  task  is  done,  I  have  only  to  take  my- 
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leave,**  observed  Mr.  Janson,  holding  out  his  hand.  "  This 
house  was  an  interdicted  place  to  me  before  I  left ;  I  conclude 
that  it  is  so  stilL'' 

Miss  Saxonbury  put  her  hand  in  his,  and  burst  into  tears. 

He  held  it,  and  looked  at  her.  "Maria,  what  do  those 
tears  mean  ?    That  you  hate  me,  as  you  did  before  1" 

"  I  never  hated  you,"  she  answered,  forgetting  prudence  in 
her  tumultuously  glad  feelings.  "It  was  the  contrary.  I 
am  very  miserable." 

"  I  went  this  voyage,"  he  whispered,  "  striving  to  forget, 
if  not  to  hate  you.  I  come  from  it,  loving  you  more  than 
ever.  The  child's  being  on  board  was  against  my  project ; 
how,  when  I  constantly  saw  him,  could  I  forget  you  ?  My 
dearest,  why  should  we  separate?"  he  added,  straining  her 
hajid  to  his  heart.  "  Let  it  be  between  us  as  it  once  was. 
Your  mother  has  said  she  would  give  me  a  reward,  even  to 
her  own  life :  let  me  ask  her  to  give  me  you." 

"  It  may  not  be,  she  gasped,  struggling  to  release  herself 
from  him.     "It " 

"  ITot  just  yet  can  I  marry,"  he  interrupted.  "  I  threw  up 
the  prospect  opening  to  me  in  the  spring ;  and  the  only  posi- 
tion I  could  at  present  offer  would  not " 

"  Edward,  pray  hear  me,"  she  said  in  a  broken  voice,  as 
she  drew  away  from  him.  "  You  know  not  what  ypu  ask. 
I  am  promised  to  another." 

"  To  another  T 

"  And  in  less  than  a  month  I  shall  bo  his  wife,"  she  con- 
tinued, much  too  agitated  to  weigh  her  words, "  and  I  love  you, 
and  not  him.  Do  you  wonder  that  I  am  miserable  ?  There 
— ^now  that  you  have  the  avowal,  let  us  part  for  ever." 

"  Who  is  this  ?    Mr.  Yorke  ?" 

19 
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*'  Mr.  Yorke." 

There  was  a  gloomy  panse.  "  Must  you  fulfil  the  pontract  ? 
dan  you  not  give  him  up  for  me  T 

She  shook  her  head.  "  I  can  only  be  plain  with  you.  I 
•am  not  fit  to  be  a  poor  man's  wife.  No,  I  have  deliberately 
■entered  upon  it,  and  matters  have  been  advanced  too  far  to 
be  broken  off  now.  Forgive  me,  Edward — forgive  me  all. 
We  must  forget  each  other." 

•*'  0  Maria !  must  this  indeed  be  the  ending  V* 

*'  Yes,"  she  answered,  the  tears  raining  from  her  eyes,  and 
her  heart  aching  with  pain.  "  I  wish  it  had  been  different, 
but  circumstances  are  against  us.  Farewell,  Edward ;  if  ever 
we  meet  again,  it  must  be  as  strangers.  Not  so,"  she  hastily 
added,  as  he  drew  her  face  to  his  for  a  last  embrace,  "  it  is 
jQot  right  to  him.  Do  you  not  hear  me  say  that  in  a  little 
•while  I  shall  be  his  wife  ?" 

"  For  the  last  time,"  he  murmured ;  and  she  made  but  a 
3  faint  resistance.  "  He  ought  not  to  grudge  it  to  us.  Now 
— farewell  for  ever." 

Mr.  Janson  turned  to  leave  the  room.  He  saw  not  that 
'Somebody  drew  away  from  the  door,  and  stood  bolt  upright, 
in  silence,  against  the  wall  of  the  dark  ante-room,  while  he 
passed  out — somebody  with  a  revengeful  face,  and  teeth  that 
:  glistened  almost  like  a  tiger's.  Not  that  Mr.  Yorke  was  of  a 
•dishonourable  nature,  or  had  dishonourably  set  himself  to 
listen.  He  had  caught  somewhat  of  the  scene  as  he  was 
•entering  from  the  ante-room,  and  surprise,  doubt,  and  rage, 
had  chained  him  there  to  the  end. 

He  followed  Mr.  Janson  from  the  house,  and  strode  about 
•the  old  streets  of  the  old  town  till  morning  ;  now  standing 
under  its  high  and  ancient  tower,  as  it  sent  forth  its  sweet 
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«liimes  on  the  night  air,  now  pacing  under  the  portico  of  the 
church,  now  sloaching  round  the  railings  of  the  famous 
statue  in  the  Place,  the  town's  pride ;  and  now  striding  off 
to  the  port,  there  to  surprise  the  sentinels.  But  he  buried 
his  wrongs  within  him — ^very  great  wrongs  indeed  they  ap- 
peared to  be  to  his  heated  brain — and  told  them  not. 

Little  did  Miss  Saxonbury  think  on  the  day  of  her  wed- 
<ding,  when  she  gave  her  hand  without  her  heart,  that  the 
bridegroom,  kneeling  by  her  side,  knew  just  as  well  as  she 
4id  that  she  had  no  heart  to  give.  At  the  best  it  was  an  in- 
auspicious beginning  of  life.  She  felt  that  it  was.  She  felt, 
too,  that  should  her  future  existence  bring  somewhat  of  re- 
tribution, she  had  only  invoked  it  on  herself :  as  Mrs.  Jan- 
son  had  almost  predicted  that  night,  outside  the  little  chapel, 
when  she  had  been  praying  for  the  safety  of  the  Btishing 
Water. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

ALNWICK     COTTAGE. 

A  BLAZING  hot  day  in  August.  More  especially  hot  it  felt  at 
the  railway-station  of  Offord,  a  quiet  country  village ;  for  it 
was  a  small,  bare  station,  with  not  a  tree  about  it,  and  but 
little  covering,  to  shada  off  the  sun's  hot  glare.  The  two 
o'clock  train  came  puffing  up,  stopped,  deposited  a  few  pas- 
sengers and  a  good  deal  of  luggage^  and  went  screaming  and 
puffing  on  again. 

Nearly  all  who  had  alighted  belonged  to  one  party.    Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Yorke,  their  two  young  children^  and  some  servants. 
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She  was  young  and  beautiful  still,  but  her  manner  had  gro"WB 
colder.  Little  trace  remained  of  the  gay  lightness  of  Maria 
Saxonbury. 

From  the  love,  incidental  to  Englishmen,  of  temporary 
change,  of  new  scenes,  Mr.  Yorke  had  quitted  Saxonbury, 
its  comforts  and  its  elegances,  for  a  "  shooting-box  "  in  another 
county.  All  he  knew  of  "  Alnwick  Cottage,"  he  knew  through 
an  advertisement,  except  what  he  learnt  by  two  or  three  letters 
from  a  Mr.  Maskell,  who  had  the  charge  of  letting  it,  fur- 
nished. Excellent  fishing  and  shooting  were  promised,  and 
Mr.  Yorke  had  taken  it  for  six  months.  It  stood  nearly  a 
mile  beyond  the  village. 

ITo  one  was  at  the  station  to  meet  them,  and  Mr.  Yorke, 
in  his  haughty  spirit,  was  not  pleased  at  the  omission.  ELe 
deemed  that  Maskell  the  agent  ought  to  have  been  there. 

"  It  is  a  disrespect  which  he  should  not  have  shown  me,** 
he  remarked  to  his  wife,  when  the  bustle  of  their  arrival  at 
the  Cottage  was  over. 

"I  wonder  he  was  not  there,"  she  answered.  "But 
something  may  have  prevented  him,  Arthur;  we  don't 
know." 

"  I  think  I  shall  take  a  stroll  out,  and  have  a  look  at  the 
locality,"  resumed  Mr.  Yorke.  "Do  you  want  anything 
ordered  in,  Maria  1" 

"  Not  that  I  know  of,"  she  answered.  "  The  servants  can 
see  about  all  that." 

Mr.  Yorke  departed,  taking  the  direction  of  Oflford.  When 
he  reached  the  village,  one  of  the  first  houses  he  saw  was 
Maskell's  as  the  door-plate  announced :  "  Mr.  Maskell,  Lawyer 
ind  Conveyancer."    He  rang,  and  was  admitted. 

"  I  am  so  sorry  not  to  have  met  you  at  the  station,"  began 
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Mr.  Maskell,  when  he  learnt  who  his  visitor  was.  "  I  was 
called  suddenly  out  of  Offord  this  morning  to  make  a  gentle- 
man's will,  and  have  not  been  home  half-an-houE.  I  have 
despatched  my  clerk  to  Alnwick  Cottage  with  the  inventory. 
Sir,  I  hope  you  will  like  Offord." 

So  he  was  a  lawyer,  this  man,  not  an  agent !  "  It  seems 
a  very  poor  place,"  remarked  Mr.  Yorke,  aloud. 

"  The  village  can't  boast  much,  but  the  neighbourhood  is 
superior:  a  small  society,  but  excellent.  Capital  shooting, 
too!" 

"  Have  you  good  medical  advice  ?" 

"He  is  ft  very  nice  young  fellow,  our  doctor.  We  .have 
but  one :  the  place  would  not  support  more.  Not  but  what 
he  makes  a  good  thing  of  it." 

Mr.  Yorke's  lips  curled.  He  had  not  been  thinking  of 
*'  nice  young  fellows,"  but  of  superior  medical  skill. 

"  I  asked  you  about  the  doctor  before  I  decided  to  come, 
and  you  vnrote  me  word  there  was  an  excellent  one,"  said  he, 
in  a  dissatisfied  tone.  "  It  is  most  essential,  with  a  young 
family,  to  be  near  a  clever  medical  man." 

"  We  all  think  him  very  clever,"  replied  the  lawyer.  "  He 
bought  the  practice  three  years  ago ;  our  surgeon  had  died, 
and  I  negotiated  its  sale  with  this  gentleman.  He  has  at- 
tended us  ever  since,  and  is  a  great  favourite.  He  was  in 
London  for  two  years  before  that,  qualified  assistant  to  a 
noted  medical  practitioner.  Plenty  of  experience  he  had 
there :  it  was  a  large  hospital  practice.  He  was  smoking  his 
cigar  with  me  yesterday  evening ;  he  often  runs  in,  does 
Janson ;  and  was  saying " 

"  What  is  his  name  1"  interrupted  Mr.  Yorke,  his  accent 
shrill  and  unnatural. 
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"  Janson." 

"  What  ]" 

The  lawyer  wondered  whether  Mr.  Yorke  was  attacked 
with  sudden  deafness,  and  why  his  eyes  glared,  and  his  teeth 
shone  out,  so  like  fangs. 

"  Janson,"  he  repeated — "  Edward  Janson.  Do  you  know 
hunr  ^ 

Mr.  Yorke's  mouth  closed  again,  and  his  manner  calmed 
down.     "  It  is  a  curious  name,"  said  he,     "  Is  it  English  ?" 

"  Of  Dutch  origin,  I  suppose.     Janson  is  an  Englishman.'* 

"  Does  he  live  in  the  village  ]*' 

"  A  few  doors  lower  down.  It  is  the  corner  house  as  you 
come  to  Eye  Lane ;  the  garden  door  at  the  hack  opens  on  the 
lane.  I  assure  you,  sir,  you  may  call  in  this  gentleman  with 
every  confidence,  should  you  or  yonr  family  require  medical 
advice." 

Meanwhile,  during  this  walk  of  Mr.  Yorke's,  everyhody 
was  husy  at  Alnwick  Cottage,  as  is  the  case  when  going  into 
a  fresh  residence.  Finch,  the  acting  nurse,  a  confidential 
servant,  who  had  heen  Maria's  maid  hefore  her  marriage,  was 
deputed  to  go  through  the  house  with  the  lawyer's  clerk  and 
the  inventory.  The  eldest  child,  a  boy  of  four  years,  chose, 
and  he  had  a  will  of  his  own,  to  attend  on  Finch  :  Finch  sub- 
mitting to  the  companionship,  her  coaxing  attempts  to  get  rid 
of  him  having  failed.  But  after  a  while  the  boy  grew  tired 
of  the  process  of  looking  at  chairs  and  tables  and  cups  and 
saucers,  and  quitted  her  to  go  downstairs.  They  had  brought 
but  a  limited  number  of  servants  to  Ofibrd. 

"  Go  to  Charlotte,  Leo  dear,"  said  Finch.  "  I  shall  soou 
have  done.  Charlotte,"  she  called  out,  over  the  balustrades, 
"  see  to  Master  Leo." 
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When  rinch  and  the  clerk  had  finished  the  inventory,  the 
former  proceeded  to  the  small  room  on  the  ground  floor, 
•which  had  been  appropriated  as  the  nursery.  In  the  list  it 
was  set  down  as  "butler*s  pantry."  Charlotte,  the  under- 
nurse,  sat  there,  with  the  youngest  child  asleep  on  her  lap. 

"  Where's  Master  Leo  T  asked  Finch,  abbreviating,  as  she 
usually  did,  his  name,  "  Leopold."  "  I  sent  him  here,  and 
ordered  you  to  see  after  him." 

"  Then  he  didn't  come,"  was  Charlotte's  answer,  "  and  the 
little  one  was  just  dropping  off  to  sleep.  Master  Leo  wouldn't 
come  here  to  me,  if  he  could  go  to  his  mamma." 

"  You'd  let  him  be  with  his  mamma  for  ever,  you  would,  if 
it  saved  yourself  a  little  trouble,"  cried  Finch,  whb  of  course 
domineered  over  Charlotte,  upper-nurse  fashion.  "I  hate 
this  moving,  I  do  !  Such  a  bother !  nothing  to  be  got  at,  and 
one's  regular  meals  and  hours  upset.  I'm  as  tired  as  a  poor 
jaded  horse.  And  you  sitting  here  doing  nothing,  with  that 
child  on  your  lap  !  you  might  have  laid  him  down  and  got  a 
cup  of  tea  for  us." 

"  Am  I  to  lay  him  on  the  floor  ?"  retorted  Charlotte.  "  I 
don't  know  which  is  to  be  the  children's  bed." 

Finch  flung  out  of  the  room  in  search  of  Leo :  her  labours 
that  day,  and  the  discomfort  around,  made  her  cross  :  when 
at  Saxonbury  she  had  not  so  much  to  do  with  the  children. 
He  was  not  to  be  found  in-doors,  and  she  went  to  the  garden. 
Very  soon  a  shriek  of  fright  and  horror  arose  from  her.  It 
drew  her  mistress  out :  and  the  lawyer's  clerk,  who  had 
been  departing,  heard  it,  and  ran  back  in  its  direction. 

Leopold  Yorke  had  met  with  a  ladder,  reared  against 
the  side  of  the  house,  and  had  climbed  up  it,  in  all  a  boy's- 
adventurous   spirit.      He  had  fallen  off,  poor  child,  it  was- 
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impossible  to  say  from  what  height,  and  now  lay  insensible 
on  the  gravel,  with  an  ugly  gash  in  his  forehead,  from 
which  the  blood  was  oozing. 

Finch  stopped  her  groans  and  lamentations,  and  stooped 
to  pick  him  up.  But  Mrs.  Yorke  snatched  him  from  her, 
and  crouched  down  on  the  earth,  with  one  knee  raised, 
and  laid  him  upon  it.  She  looked  with  a  hopeless,  helpless 
expression  at  the  lawyer's  clerk.  The  words,  which  came 
from  her  white  lips,  were  scarcely  audible. 

"  A  doctor :  where  does  one  live  ]" 

"  m  fetch  him,  ma'am ;  Til  run  every  step  of  the  way  ;  I 
don't  mind  the  heat,"  cried  the  sympathising  clerk. 

He  did  not  wait  another  moment,  but  sped  away.  Leopold 
was  conveyed  in-doors.  Before  the  surgeon  got  there — ^who 
also  seemed  to  have  come  on  the  run — the  child  had  re- 
covered consciousness,  and  Finch  had  washed  the  wound, 
which  now  seemed  disarmed  of  three  parts  of  its  terrors. 
Mr.  Janson,  handsome,  frank,  attractive  as  he  used  to  bie, 
wanting  yet  a  year  or  so  of  thirty,  bound  it  up,  ordered  the 
boy  to  be  kept  quiet,  and  said  he  would  send  in  a  little 
calming  medicine. 

"  May  I  dare  to  shake  hands  with  you  ?"  he  asked,  with  a 
frank,  pleasant  smile,  but  with  a  somewhat  heightened 
colour,  when  he  and  Mrs.  Yorke  were  left  alone. 

She  placed  her  hand  within  his,  quite  as  frankly,  though, 
the  glow  was  far  deeper  on  her  face  than  on  his. 

"  How  strange  that  we  should  meet  here  1"  she  exclaimed. 
"  I  recognised  you  the  moment  you  came  in." 

"  As  I  did  you,"  he  returned.  "  But  I  was  prepared.  It 
was  a  matter  of  speculation  in  my  mind,  whether  the  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Yorke  who  were  coming  to  Alnwick  Cottage  could  be 
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you  and  your  husband,  until  Maskell  set  it  at  rest  by  saying 
it  was  Mr.  Yorke  of  Saxonbury,  I  have  been  settled  at 
Offord  these  three  years." 

"  May  I  ask  if  you  are "  Mrs.  Yorke  hesitated,  but 

probably  thought  she  must  finish  her  question  as  she  had 
begun  it — "  married  V 

"  To  my  profession  I  am.  In  no  other  way.  My  thoughts 
and  hopes  have  been  wholly  given  to  it  since — since  I  fully 
entered  upon  it." 

"  Will  the  child  do  well  ]"  she  inquired. 

"  Oh  yes.  It  is  but  a  slight  affair.  I  was  prepared  for 
something  worse,  by  the  account  of  Maskell's  clerk.  A  little 
blood,  especially  on  the  head  and  face,  frightens  those  not 
accustomed  to  it.  These  accidents  will  happen  where  there 
are  children;     He  is  your  eldest  T 

"  Yes.     I  have  but  two." 

"  I  will  send  up  the  medicine  I  spoke  of,  and  call  again  in 
the  morning,"  said  Mr.  Janson,  rising.  "  Make  my  compli- 
ments to  Mr.  Yorke." 

Mr.  Janson  departed,  and  Mrs.  Yorke  looked  after  him. 
As  he  turned  to  close  the  iron  gate,  he  saw  her  standing  at 
the  window  and  politely  raised  his  hat,  and  Mrs.  Yorke 
politely  bowed  in  return.  Politely:  the  word  is  put  advisedly: 
it  best  expresses  the  feeling  each  wished  to  show  to  the  other. 
Whatever  there  may  have  been  of  love  or  romance  between 
them  a  few  years  ago,  it  was  over  now.  Whatever  senti- 
mental reminiscence  each  had  hitherto  retained  of  the  other, 
whether  any  or  none,  they  knew  that  from  that  afternoon 
henceforth,  they  subsided  into  their  proper  and  respective 
positions — Mrs.  Yorke  as  another's  wife,  and  Mr.  Janson  but 
as  a  friend  of  hers  and  her  husband's ;  as  honourable,  right- 
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xninded  persons,  in  similar  cases,  ought,  and  wonld,  and  do 
subside. 

Mr.  Yorke,  after  exploring  as  far  as  he  thought  necessary 
that  day,  turned  back  to  his  new  home.  His  thoughts  ran 
not  on  the  features  of  the  village,  or  on  the  lovely  scenery 
around,  or  on  the  fishing  or  the  shooting ;  they  dwelt  exclu- 
sively on  the  few  words  of  Mr.  Maskell  which  had  reference 
to  the  surgeon.  Mr.  Yorke  hated  that  surgeon  with  a  deep 
and  nourished  hate ;  and  he  would  infinitely  have  preferred 
to  find  he  had  visited  a  locality  where  poison  grew  rank 
in  the  fields,  like  weeds,  than  one  containing  Edward 
Janson. 

He  was  drawing  pretty  near  to  his  own  gate  when  he  saw 
a  gentleman  emerge  from  it.  A  shudder,  strange  and  cold^ 
passed  through  Mr,  Yorke's  veins.  Was  it  sent  as  a  warning 
— the  precursor  of  what  was  to  come  ?  Surely  that  was  the 
man  of  his  thoughts  1  It  was !  Janson,  and  no  other  I 
What !  had  he  already  found  out  the  way  to  his  home  1  to 
his  wife  ?  Mr.  Yorke*s  lips  opened  in  their  usual  ugly  fashion, 
when  displeased. 

Mr.  Janson  did  not  observe  him.  He  walked  straight 
across  the  road,  got  over  a  stile,  and  was  lost  behind  the 
hedge.  "  He  may  well  try  to  avoid  my  observation,"  thought 
Mr.  Yorke,  in  his  prejudice.  Had  he  been  told  the  real  facts 
— that  the  surgeon  did  not  see  him,  and  being  in  a  hurry, 
was  taking  the  short  way  through  the  fields  to  his  home — he 
would  have  refused  his  belie£ 

Matters  were  not  mended  when  Mr.  Yorke  turned  in  at 
his  gate.  There  stood  his  wife  at  the  window,  her  eyes  un- 
mistakably fixed  on  the  path  taken  by  Mr.  Janson.  She 
looked  flushed  and  excited,  which  indeed  was  the  effect  of 
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her  late  fright  about  the  child.     But  Mr.  Yorke  set  it  down 
to  a  different  cause. 

"  I  am  glad  you  have  come  home,"  she  exclaimed,  when 
he  entered.     "  An  unfortunate  thing  has  happened." 

"  I  know,"  hurst  forth  Mr.  Yorke.     "  No  need  to  tell  me." 

Maria  supposed  he  had  seen  the  lawyer's  clerk.  What 
else  could  she  suppose  1 

"  It  will  not  end  badly,"  she  continued,  fearing  he  was 
angry  at  its  having  happened — "  Mr.  Janson  says  so.  Only 
think!  he  is  the  doctor  here.  You  must  have  seen  him 
leaving  the  house  ]" 

"  Yes,  I  did  see  him,"  retorted  Mr.  Yorke,  nearly  choking 
with  his  efforts  to  keep  down  his  anger.     "  What  brought ' 
him  here  ?" 

"  I  sent  for  him.     At  least,  I  sent ** 

"  And  how  dared  you  send  for  him,  or  admit  him  to  my 
house?  How  could  you  seize  the  moment  my  back  was 
turned,  to  fetch  him  to  your  side  1  Was  the  meeting,  may  I 
ask,  a  repetition  of  the  parting  V 

"What  can  you  be  talking  of?"  uttered  Mrs.  Yorke,  petri- 
fied at  the  outburst.     "  What  do  you  mean?" 

"  I  mean  Janson,"  hissed  Mr.  Yorke — "  Janson,  your 
former  favoured  lover.  Have  I  been  so  distasteful  a  husband 
to  you,  that  you  must  haste  indecently  to  fetch  him  here  in 
the  first  hour  of  your  arrival  ?  Who  told  you  that  he  lived 
at  Offord  ?  How  did  you  ferret  it  out  ?  Or  have  you  known 
it  all  along,  and  concealed  the  knowledge  from  me  V 

Maria  sank  back  in  her  chair,  awed  and  bewildered.  "  I 
do  think  you  are  out  of  your  mind,"  she  gasped. 

"  No ;  I  leave  that  to  you  :  you  are  far  more  out  of  your 
mind  than  I  am.     Listen :  I  have  a  warning  to  give  you,** 
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lie  added,  nearly  unconscious  what  he  said  in  his  passion. 
''Get  Janson  to  visit  you  clandestinely  again,  and  I  will 
shoot  him." 

Maria  rose  majestically.  ''  I  do  not  understand  the  word 
*  clandestine/  "  she  haughtily  said.  "  It  can  never  apply  to 
me.  When  the  accident  happened  to  Leopold — and  I  truly 
thought  he  was  dead,  and  so  did  Finch,  and  so  did  the  young 
man  who  had  been  going  over  the  inventory — and  I  begged 
the  young  man  to  run  for  the  nearest  surgeon,  I  no  more 
knew  that  it  was  Mr.  Janson  who  would  come,  than  did  the 
senseless  child.  But  it  did  prove  to  be  Mr.  Janson,  and  he 
dressed  the  wound  of  the  child,  and  he  is  coming  again  to 
him  to-morrow  morning.  He  came  here  professionally,  to 
attend  your  child,  sir ;  not  to  see  me.     Clandestine  1" 

She  swept  out  of  the  room,  her  face  flashing  with  indigna- 
tion, and  Mr.  Yorke  strode  upstairs  to  Leopold's  bedroom, 
and  learnt  what  had  happened.  It  cannot  be  said  that  it 
appeased  him  in  any  great  degree,  for  he  was  blindly  preju- 
diced, and  jealousy  and  suspicion  had  turned  his  mind  to 
gangrene.  They  had  been  smouldering  there  for  years :  per- 
haps the  consciousness  had  been  upon  him  throughout,  that 
they  would  some  time  burst  into  a  flame.  On  the  whole, 
his  had  been  a  happy  wedded  life,  and  his  wife  had  not 
made  him  the  less  good  wife  because  she  had  once  loved 
Edward  Janson. 

On  the  following  morning  Mr.  Janson  came,  according  to 
his  promise.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Yorke  were  a^  breakfast.  He 
shook  hands  with  Mrs.  Yorke,  then  turned,  with  his  honest, 
open  countenance,  and  held  out  his  hand  to  Mr.  Yorke.  Mr. 
Yorke  did  not  choose  to  see  it,  but  he  did  move  his  own  to 
indicate  a  chair. 
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"  Thank  you,  I  am  pressed  for  time,"  replied  Mr.  Janson^ 
la;yiiig  his  hand  on  the  back  of  the  chair,  but  not  taking  it. 
"  This  is  my  hour  for  visiting  Lady  Eich,  who  is  a  great  in- 
valid. She  lives  a  little  past  you,  up  the  road.  How  is  my 
young  patient  T 

"  He  seems  much  better,"  answered  Mrs.  Yorke.  "  He  is* 
asking  to  get  up." 

''  A  most  disgraceful  piece  of  carelessness,  to  have  suffered 
it  to  happen,"  interposed  Mr.  Yorke.  "  I  have  told  the  head 
nurse  that  should  she  ever  be  guilty  of  such  again,  she  quits 
Mrs.  Yorke's  service.    It  might  have  killed  him." 

"  Yes,  it  might,"  assented  Mr.  Janson,  "  Can  I  go  to  his 
roomr 

Mrs.  Yorke  rose.  "  The  one  on  the  right,  on  the  second 
floor,"  she  said,  "I  will  follow  you  directly.  Finch  is 
there." 

Mr.  Janson  passed  from  the  room  and  ascended  the  st^rs  y 
Mrs.  Yorke  stopped  to  speak  to  her  husband. 

'^  I  must  hear  his  opinion  of  the  child,  and  shall  go  up.< 
Would  you  like  to  accompany  me  1"  she  added,  not  wholly 
able  to  conceal  the  contempt  of  her  tone. 

"  No."    Mr.  Yorke  felt  angry  with  himself. 

They  came  down  shortly,  both  Mr.  Janson  and  Mrs.  Yorke. 
"  He  is  so  much  better  that  the  difficulty  will  be  to  keep 
him  quiet,"  said  the  surgeon.  ^'  He  must  be  still  for  a  day  or 
two." 

"  You  are  stfre  there  is  no  danger  ?"  asked  Mr.  Yorke,  who 
was  now  standing  at  the  open  window. 

"  Oh,  none  in  the  world.     I  will  look  in  again  to-morrow. 
Grood-moming,  sir ;  good-morning,  Mrs.  Yorke." 
i  Mr.  Yorke  had  thawed  very  much  ;  perhaps  the  matter-ofr 
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fact,  straightforward  manner  of  Mr.  Janson  reassured  him. 
'^  It  is  a  hot  day  again/'  said  he,  as  Mr.  Janson  passed  the 
window. 

"Very,  By  the  way,  Mrs.  Yorke,"  added  the  surgeon, 
halting  for  a  moment,  "  you  must  not  suffer  the  hoy  to  stir 
outside.     The  sun  might  affect  his  head." 

"  Of  course  not,"  she  answered. 

However,  Leopold  did  get  outside,  he  and  his  white-hand- 
aged  forehead,  and  tore  ahout,  hoy-like,  the  sun's  rays  stream- 
ing full  on  his  uncovered  head.  In  some  twenty  minutes  he 
was  discovered ;  the  handage  off,  and  he  scarlet.  Suddenly 
he  hegan  to  scream  out,  "  My  head  aches !  my  head  aches !" 
Finch  said  it  was  "  temper,"  at  heing  fetched  in,  and  crossly 
assured  him  if  his  head  did  ache,  which  she  didn't  helieve, 
for  he  never  had  a  headache,  it  had  come  as  a  punishment 
for  stealing  out  in  disohedience. 

But  at  night  the  child  was  so  ill  and  uneasy  that  Mr. 
Yorke  himself  sent  for  the  surgeon.  Leopold's  face  had 
not  paled,  and  he  still  moaned  out  the  same  cry,  "  My  head, 
my  head  1" 

"  He  has  heen  out,"  exclaimed  Mr.  Janson.  "  Why  was  I 
disoheyed  1    This  is  a  sun-stroke." 

The  hoy's  self-will  was  alone  to  hlame.  Mrs.  Yorke  had 
coaxed  him  into  lying  on  the  sofa  in  the  drawing-room  "  for 
a  nice  mid-day  sleep,"  and  went  into  the  nursery,  leaving  him, 
as  she  believed,  safe.  Up  jumped  Master  Leopold  the  instant 
he  found  himself  at  liberty,  and  dropped  down  from  the  low 
window,  which  stood  so  temptingly  open.  That  was  how  it 
had  happened.  His  heart  was  set  upon  getting  into  the  gar- 
den^ simply  because  it  was  denied  to  him. 
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CHAPTEE  X. 

JEALOUS     DOUBTS. 

A  FEW  days,  and  Leopold  Yorke  was  so  far  recovered,  that  an 
intermittent  fever  alone  remained.  Mr.  Yorke,  in  spite  of  his 
jealous  prejudices,  had  been  obliged  to  submit  to  Mr.  Janson's 
frequent  visits,  for  there  was  no  other  doctor  within  miles,  and 
the  safety  of  his  son  and  heir  was  paramount. 

The  neighbourhood  had  hastened  to  make  acquaintance 
with  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Yorke,  and  an  early  invitation  arrived  for 
them  to  take  a  quiet  dinner  at  Squire  Hipgrave's.  It  was  ac- 
cepted by  both,  for  Leopold's  intermittent  fever  was  subsiding, 
and  they  were  no  longer  under  alarm  for  him. 

On  the  appointed  evening,  they  found  a  small  party  of 
eeven  at  the  squire's,  themselves  included.  The  eighth  seat 
had  been  meant  for  Mr.  Janson,  but  he  had  been  called  out 
unexpectedly,  and  was  unable  to  come.  The  gentlemen's  con- 
versation turned  chiefly  upon  out-door  sports ;  and  after  din- 
ner, when  coffee  was  over,  they  went  out,  that  Mr.  Yorke 
might  see  a  pond  on  the  grounds,  where  the  fish  were  being 
preserved,  leaving  the  ladies  alone. 

Soon  after,  Mr.  Janson  came  in.  But  scarcely  had  he  had 
time  to  explain  the  cause  of  his  absence  at  dinner,  when  a  ser- 
Tant  appeared,  aftd  told  him  he  was  wanted. 

"  How  tiresome  !"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Hipgrave. 

"  A  doctor's  time  is  never  his  own,"  he  remarked,  good- 
humouredly.  "  Is  it  my  surgery  boy  1"  he  inquired  of  the 
servant. 
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"  No,  sir.  It  is  a  footman  from  Alnwick  Cottage.  He  says 
your  boy  sent  him  on  here." 

This  excited  the  alarm  of  Mrs.  Yorke.  "  Leopold  must  be 
worse  I"  she  exclaimed. 

As  it  proved  to  be.  Master  Leopold  was  taken  worse,  the 
man  said,  talking  nonsense,  not  knowing  a  word  of  it,  and 
hotter  than  ever.  Finch  was  frightened,  and  had  seDt  him 
for  Mr.  Janson. 

Mrs.  Yorke  grew  frightened  also,  and  said  she  must  go 
home  immediately.  They  tried  to  keep  her,  and  to  soothe 
her  fears.  Mr.  Janson  said  he  would  make  haste  to  the 
Cottage,  and  return  to  report  to  her.  It  was  of  no  use  :  her 
mother-fears  were  painfully  aroused.  Neither  would  she  wait 
until  Mr.  Yorke  came  in.  She  loved  her  children  passion- 
ately. < 

"  Then,  if  you  must  go,  I  will  be  your  escort,  if  you  will 
allow  me,"  said  Mr.  Janson. 

"  Indeed,  I  shall  be  much  obliged  to  you,"  she  answered. 
And  hurriedly  putting  on  her  shawl,  she  departed  with  him, 
one  of  the  ladies  lending  her  a  black  silk  hood  for  her  head. 
She  had  anticipated  returning  in  the  carriage.  It  was  a 
beautiful  night  in  September,  nearly  as  light  as  day,  for  the 
harvest  moon  was  high,  just  the  sort  of  night  poets  are  fond 
of  consecrating  to  lovers;  but  Mr.  Janson  and  Mrs.  Yorke 
walked  along,  fast,  and  in  sedate  composure,  neither  remem- 
bering— at  least,  so  far  as  was  suffered  to  appear — ^that  they 
Jiad  ever  been  more  to  each  other  than  they  were  now. 

The  three  gentlemen  were  strolling  along  the  banks  of  the 
fish-pond,  smoking  their  cigars,  and  talking.  Suddenly  one 
of  them  espied  a  couple  walking  arm-in-arm  on  the  path  in 
the  higher  ground,  some  distauce  off. 
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"  It  looks  like  Janson,"  said  Squire  Hipgrave.  "  That's 
just  his  walk ;  and  that's  the  way  he  flourishes  his  cane,  too. 
Who  is  the  lady,  I  wonder  ?  So  ho,  Master  Janson  !  a  good 
excuse  for  not  joining  us  :  you  are  more  agreeably  employed." 

Mr.  Yorke  smiled  grimly ;  his  eye,  keen  as  it  was,  had 
failed  to  recognise  his  wife,  for  the  hood  disguised  her.  They 
smoked  out  their  cigars,  and  returned  to  the  house. 
*  "  Have  we  not  got  a  joke  against  Janson !"  cried  Squire 
Hipgrave.  "  I'll  rate  him  for  not  coming.  He's  walking  about 
in  the  moonlight  with  some  damsel  on  his  arm,  as  snug  as 
may  be." 

"  Is  he,  now  V  returned  one  of  the  ladies,  humouring  the 
joke.     "  Whom  can  it  be  V 

"  Oh,  some  of  our  village  beauties.  Maybe  Lucy  Maskell. 
Master  Janson  has  got  an  eye  for  a  pretty  girl,  I  know,  quiet 
as  he  seems.  He's  making  love  to  her  hard  enough,  I'll  be 
bound." 

"  Then  you  had  better  look  out,  Mr.  Yorke,"  said  Mrs. 
Hipgrave,  with  a  laugh.     "  The  lady  is  your  own  wife." 

She  had  spoken  innocently,  never  for  a  moment  dreaming 
that  her  words  could  bear  any  interpretation  but  that  of  a 
joke  to  the  ear  of  Mr.  Yorke.  And  happily  she  did  not  see 
the  livid  look,  the  strange  expression  which  arose  to  his 
face.  He  had  turned  it  to  the  window,  as  if  he  would  look 
out  on  the  pleasant  moonlight. 

"  How  comes  it  to  be  Mrs.  Yorke  T  demanded  the  squire. 
And  his  wife  explained :  telling  of  the  summons  to  Mr.  Jan- 
son, the  fever  of  the  child. 

Still  Mr.  Yorke  did  not  speak.  One  of  the  party  advanced, 
and  stood  at  his  side. 

"  A  fine  prospect  from  this  window,  is  it  not  T 
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"  Very." 

*'  Will  you  cut  in  for  whist?  How  unfortunate  to  han^ 
our  tables  broken  up !  We  cannot  make  two,  now.  Janson 
rarely  plays  at  cards,  but  I  meant  to  have  pressed  him  into 
tlie  service  to-night." 

"  I  am  going  home/*  said  Mr.  Yorke. 

"  Nonsense  !"  said  Mrs.  Hipgrave.  "  The  child  will  do 
very  well.  Mr.  Janson  did  not  seem  to  anticipate  danger^ 
He  said  nurses  were  easily  alarmed.'* 

"  I  expect  he  did  not,"  dryly  remarked  Mr.  Yorke.  "  Thank 
you,  not  to-night,"  he  added,  turning  from  the  cards  spread 
out  to  him.     "Another  time." 

"  Yorke*s  in  a  fever  over  that  child,"  remarked  the  squire, 
knowingly,  as  his  guest  departed.  "I  can  read  it  in  his 
queer  manner.  Did  you  notice  how  it  altered?  What  a 
nuisance  children  must  be !    Glad  we  have  got  none." 

Mr.  Yorke  was  not  in  a  fever  over  the  child ;  but  Mi: 
Yorke  was  in  a  fever  over  something  else.  He  was  positively- 
believing,  in  spite  of  improbabilities,  that  the  story  of  the 
illness  had  been  a  got-up  excuse,  got  up  between  his  wife  and 
Mr.  Janson,  to  indulge  in  this  night-walk  of  a  mile  and  a 
half.  And  he  clenched  his  hands,  and  gnashed  his  teeth, 
and  strode  fiercely  along  in  his  foaming  jealousy.  It  is  a. 
passion  which  has  turned  many  a  sensible  man  to  madness. 

He  stole  in  at  his  own  gate  and  reconnoitred  the  house. 
The  drawing-room  was  in  darkness,  its  window  open ;  they 
were  not  there.  A  light  shone  upstairs  in  Leopold^s  chamber, 
and  one  also  in  his  wife's  bedroom. 

He  stole  upstairs,  stealthily  still,  and  entered  the  bedroom, 
his  own,  jointly  with  hers.  The  housemaid  was  turning 
ik»\vn  the  bed. 
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*'  Is  your  mistress  come  home  V*  asked  he,  speaking,  per- 
haps unconsciously  to  himself,  in  a  whisper. 

"  Yes,  sir :  she  came  in  with  Mr.  Janson.  They  are  with 
Master  Leopold." 

Up  higher  yet,  but  quietly  still,  till  he  reached  Leopold'^ 
room.  His  wife  stood  there,  at  the  foot  of  the  bed,  her  shawl 
atiU  on,  and  the  hood  fallen  back  from  her  head,  and  Mr. 
Janson  was  seated  on  a  chair  at  its  side,  leaning  over  Leopold,, 
his  watch  in  one  hand,  the  child's  wrist  in  the  other.  He 
lay  on  his  back,  his  little  face  a  transparent  white,  as  it  had 
been  lately,  and  his  cheeks  and  lips  a  most  lovely  pink  crimson.. 
His  eyes  were  wide  open,  and  looked  very  bright. 

"  Papa !"  said  he,  half  raising  his  hand,  when  Mr.  Yorke 
entered. 

"  I  don't  know  why  Finch  should  have  been  so  frightened," 
said  Mrs.  Yorke  to  her  husband.  "  He  is  quite  rational  now^ 
and  seems  but  little  worse  than  he  usually  does  when  the 
fever  is  upon  him." 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  having  thus  sent  to  alarm  us  V 
demanded  Mr.  Yorke,  in  a  sharply  irritable  tone,  as  Finch 
entered  the  room  with  a  night-light,  which  she  had  been 
down  to  get  "  Frightened,  indeed  !  Did  you  send  1" 
;  "  I  never  knew  any  child  change  so,"  returned  she,  almost 
as  irritably  as  her  master.  "  He  was  burning  with  fever,  as 
bad  as  ever  he  had  been  days  ago,  and  delirious  again.  It 
alarmed  me,  sir,  and  I  sent  off  for  Mr.  Janson :  I  didn't  send. 
for  you  and  my  mistress.  No  sooner  had  the  man  gone  thanj 
he  dropped  asleep,  and  has  now  woke  up  calm — almost  as 
much  as  to  insinuate  that  I  am  telling  stories." 

"  This  class  of  fevers  will  fluctuate,"  interposed  Mr.  Janson., 
**  One  hour  the  patient  seems  at  death's  door,  and  the  next. 
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scarcely  ill  at  alL  Something  has  certainly  increased  it  to- 
night, hut  he  will  do  well." 

"  If  ever  I  saw  any  human  hody  so  changed  as  the  master 
is,  since  we  came  here  !"  uttered  Finch  to  Charlotte^  that 
same  evening.  "  Formerly  he  used  to  be  pleasant  enough  in 
the  house,  unless  any  great  thing  crossed  him,  but  now  he's 
as  growling  and  snappish  as  a  hull  put  up  for  baiting.  I 
wonder  my  mistress  doesn't  give  him  a  hit  of  her  mind  !  I 
wish  he'd  go  off  to  Scotland,  as  he  did  last  year." 

Mr.  Janson  departed.  Mrs.  Yorke  remained  in  the  boy's 
chamber,  but  quitted  it  for  her  own  at  the  usual  hour  for 
retiring.  Before  she  had  begun  to  undress,  her  husband  fol- 
lowed her  to  her  room,  locked  the  door,  and  put. the  key  in 
his  pocket.  Maria  was  surprised :  they  never  slept  with 
their  door  locked. 

"  Why  have  you  done  that  ?"  she  asked. 

"  Because  I  choose  to  do  it.  You  can't  sail  out  of  the 
room  now,  with  your  tragedy  air,  and  refuse  to  hear  me. 
Now,  Mrs.  Yorke,  who  concocted  this  moonlight  walk  to- 
night 1  How  far  did  your  love-making  go  in  it?  I  wUl 
know." 

Mrs.  Yorke  did  glance  at  the  door,  for  it  had  become  a 
custom  with  her  to  leave  her  husband  to  himself  when  the 
dark,  jealous  looks  was  on  him,  but  she  knew  that  she 
glanced  in  vain.     She  was  caged. 

"  I  will  not  bear  it,"  she  said,  bursting  into  tears.  "  Why 
do  you  treat  me  so  ?  K  this  is  to  continue,  I  will  summon 
Lady  Saxonbury  here,  and  have  a  separation  arranged.  I 
have  been  to  you  a  true  and  faithful  wife ;  you  know  I  have: 
what  mania  has  come  upon  you  that  you  should  level  these 
reproaches  at  me )" 


THE  FOGGY  NIGHT  AT  OFFORD.  309 

"You  have;  I  give  you  credit  for  it.  I  never  doubted 
you  until  we  came  here  and  you  renewed  your  intimacy  and 
friendship  with  your  old  lover." 

"  He  was  no  lover  of  mine,"  she  replied,  disdaining  not  to 
use  evasion  in  such  a  case.  "  Were  you  not  both  before  me 
in  those  old  days,  you  and  he,  and  I  chose  you  ?  Which  was 
the  most  favoured  T 

"  Janson,"  coolly  repeated  Mr.  Yorke. 

"  He  was  not.  You  speak  in  the  face  of  facts,  Arthur.  I 
married  you^ 

"  Loving  him.  But  I  was  rich,  and  he  was  poor.  Do  you  re- 
member your  last  parting  with  him,  the  evening  he  returned 
from  that  absurd  voyage,  where  I  wished  he  had  been  wrecked?' 

"  What  parting  T  rejoined  Maria ;  but  her  cheeks  burned 
and  her  voice  faltered. 

"  Whai parting  I  Shall  I  repeat  it,  though  you  know  every 
word  better  than  I  ?  Ay,  you  do  !  When  you  told  him, 
with  tears  and  wails  and  sobs,  that  you  were  miserable,  for 
you  had  bound  yourself  to  marry  me,  and  you  loved  him : 
when  you  lay  passively  in  his  arms,  and  welcomed  his  em- 
brace, with  a  welcome  you  had  never  given  to  mine  1  I  speak 
of  that  parting.     I  witnessed  it." 

Maria  breathed  hurriedly.     She  could  not  speak. 

"  You  did  not  deceive  me,  Maria,  though  you  thought  you 
did,  for  I  buried  my  injuries  within  me.  Had  I  not  loved  you 
BO  passionately,  I  should  have  left  you  to  him ;  and  I  knew 
that  you  pronounced  your  marriage  vows  to  me  with  Janson's 
kisses  not  cold  upon  your  lips." 

She  raised  her  head  as  if  to  speak,  but  no  words  came. 

"  It  was  not  a  pleasant  knowledge  for  me,  your  bridegroom ; 
but  I  never  visited  it  upon  you.     You  are  aware  I  never  did, 
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Maria ;  my  love  for  you  was  too  great.  I  have  loved  you," 
he  added,  his  tone  changing  to  softness,  "  with  a  love  pass- 
ing that  of  man.  I  was  forbearing,  and  never  visited  it 
upon  you,  save  by  deeper  and  deeper  tenderness :  I  forced 
myseK  to  think  of  it  as  a  piece  of  girlish  folly,  and  I  was  be- 
ginning to  forget  it ;  I  had  nearly  forgotten  it,  Maria,  when 
we  came  here." 

"And  so  had  I  forgotten  it,"  she  spoke  up,  abruptly; 
*^  forgotten  Janson,  and  all  connected  with  him.  I  lived  but 
for  my  children,  for  you,  for  my  own  natural  ties  and  interests, 
and  I  never  shall  live  for  anything  else.  Janson  !  what  is  he 
to  me  now  %  For  shame,  Mr.  Yorke !  I  am  an  English 
gentlewoman ;  your  wife,  and  your  children's  mother." 

"  We  have  been  here  a  month — ^more.  l^ot  a  day,  from 
lihe  first  afternoon  we  came,  but  he  has  been  here,  in  your 
society.     Sometimes  twice  a  day." 

"Could  I  help  that?  Circumstances  have  compelled  it. 
The  child  cannot  be  left  without  medical  attendance.  You 
^re  frequently  at  home  when  Mr.  Janson  comes,  and  you  know 
that  his  visits  are  limited  to  the  child.  He  rarely  accepts 
the  offer  of  sitting  down  with  us,  even  for  a  minute,  whether 
you  are  here,  or  whether  you  are  away." 

"  And  this  night !  for  you  to  have  walked  home  with  him 
in  the  moonlight,  resting  on  his  arm ;  you  and  he,  of  all  peo- 
ple in  the  world !  And  I  following  on  your  steps  later  pic- 
turing what  that  walk  had  been  to  you  both,  in  my  jealous 
torment !  Maria,  I  was  mad  this  night  as  I  came  along,  if 
43ver  man  was ;  and  Janson  may  be  thankful  that  I  did  not 
meet  him,  for  I  might  have  sprung  upon  him  in  my  angei^" 

*'  For  shame,  Arthur  !  again  I  say  it,"  she  reiterated,  indig- 
nation rendering  her  speech  firm.     "  I  have  never  forgotteii 
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ty  word  or  look,  my  own  seK-respect,  since  tins  our  meeting 
with  Mr.  Janson.  I^either  has  he.  I  have  been  to  him  as 
your  wife,  as  my  children's  mother,  secure  in  my  position ; 
and  ho  has  been  to  me,  as  to  you,  the  plain  fieunily  attendant. 
Do  you  doubt  me  still ?  WiU  you  have  me  swear  to  it?  I 
can.  Arthur,  Arthur !  I  think  you  are  mad.  Let  us  leave 
this  place,  if  your  mania  is  to  continue,  and  go  where  we  can 
have  other  medical  advice." 

Was  Mr.  Yorke  mad  %  He  was  certainly  unhinged.  He 
fell  into  a  storm  of  sobs  and  tears ;  and  clasping  his  wife  to 
him,  reiterated  how  passionately  he  loved  her. 

Maria  grew  alarmed.  She  had  never  seen  him  like  this. 
Eesentment  for  his  groundless  suspicions  would  have  prompted 
her  to  turn  scornfully  from  him  :  but  she  did  not  dare.  She 
openly  repeated,  in  as  conciliatory  tone  as  she  could  bring 
her  angry  mind  to  allow,  that  she  iiad  no  unworthy  thought 
connected  with  Mr.  Janson.     And  she  spoke  the  truth. 

He  seemed  to  believe  her.  He  did  believe  hert  A  better 
spirit  came  over  him ;  and  in  the  morning,  when  Mr.  Janson 
paid  his  visit  to  the  child,  Mr.  Yorke  spoke  cordially  to  him, 
and  offered  him  his  hand,  a  mark  of  favour  he  had  never 
condescended  to  vouchsafe  before. 

But  who  can  put  away  at  will  the  pangs  of  jealousy? 
There  is  not  an  earthly  passion  that  is  less  under  control 
As  the  days  went  od,  it  returned  in  full  force  to  the  unhappy 
Mr.  Yorke,  throwing  its  own  jaundice  over  his  sight  and  hear- 
ing. The  most  innocent  movement  of  his  wife  or  Mr.  Jan 
eon,  wore  to  him  but  one  interpretation ;  the  common  courtesy 
of  hand-shaking  would  excite  him  almost  past  repression. 
He  said  nothing  more  to  his  wife :  he  watched ;  and  though 
he  saw  no  tangible  thing  that  even  jealousy  could  take  hold 
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of,  he  grew  only  the  more  convinced  that  they  were  playing 
a  part  to  deceive  and  blind  him.  If  you  ever  felt  the  absurd 
passion  of  jealousy  in  its  extreme  force,  you  will  understand 
and  recognise  Mr.  Yorke's  self  torments.  They  really  did 
border  on  insanity. 


CHAPTEE  XL 

LOST     IN     A     FOG* 

The  child  grew  better ;  he  was  getting  weU ;  and  Mr.  Janson's 
visits  were  now  paid  but  occasionally.  At  length  the  day 
came  that  he  took  leave.  His  task  was  done,  he  good- 
humouredly  observed,  for  Master  Leo  was  upon  his  legs  again, 
Mrs.  Yorke  mentioned  this  to  her  husband  in  the  evening,  as 
an  indifferent  topic  of  conversation ;  glad,  no  doubt,  for  the 
sake  of  peace,  to  be  able  to  do  it.    • 

"  Left  for  good,  has  he  ?"  repeated  Mr.  Yorke, 
"  Yes.  I  requested  him  to  send  in  his  account.** 
This  was  on  a  Monday.  The  next  day,  Tuesday,  Mr.  Yorke 
went  out  for  a  whole  day's  shooting,  a  thing  he  had  not  yet 
done.  True,  he  had  gone  out  shooting  several  times  since  the 
season  came  in,  but  only  by  fits  and  starts.  Out  for  an  hour 
or  two,  and  back  home  again ;  out  again  for  another  hour, 
and  back  again.  Maria  understood  it  all,  and  thoroughly 
despised  him  in  her  indignant  heart.  But  on  Tuesday  he 
went  out  in  the  morning,  and  came  home  at  night,  just  in 
time  for  dinner.  He  was  in  good  spirits,  talked  pleasantly 
with  his  wife,  and  played  with  Leopold.  Wednesday  was 
spent  in  precisely  the  same  way,  and  on  Thursday  he  also 
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went  ont  with  his  gnn  as  soon  as  breakfast  was  over.  On 
this  day  a  Miss  Hardistj,  a  relatiye  of  Mis.  Yoike's,  amyed 
on  a  yisit ;  somewhat  unexpectedly,  for  they  had  not  looked 
for  her  for  a  day  or  two.  A  hard-featuied  maiden  she,  of  some 
five-and-forty  years. 

The  afternoon  of  Thuisday  turned  out  wretchedly.  It  did 
not  rain ;  but  a  dense  fog,  or  sort  of  Scotch  mist,  overhmig 
the  atmosphere.  Offord  could  remember  nothing  like  it, 
Twilight  set  in,  and  Mrs.  Torke  stirred  her  good  fire  into 
a  roanng  blaze,  and  wondered  where  her  husband  was.  Her 
guest,  fatigued  with  her  railway  journey,  was  in  her  chamber, 
lying  down,  and  had  requested  not  to  be  called  until  tear 
time. 

''  Oh,  here  he  Ls,"  cried  Maria,  as  an  indistinct  form  passed 
the  window.  ^'  I  wonder  how  many  birds  hs  has  bagged  %. 
He  will  be  surprised  to  hear  that  Olivia  is  come." 

'^Mr.  Janson,"  said  a  servant,  opening  the  door. 

Mr.  Janson  entered.  And  as  he  took  his  seat^  inquired 
after  Leopold. 

"  He  remains  quite  well,"  replied  Mrs.  Yorke.  **  I  thought 
I  understood  you,  last  Monday,  that  you  should  not  come 
again  to  him,^  she  added,  feeling  uncomfortable  lest  her 
husband  should  return  home  and  find  him  there — rafter  her 
having  stated  that  his  attendance  had  ceased. 

''This  is  not  a  professional  visit,"  said  Mr.  Janson.  '^L 
have  been  to  see  Lady  Eich,  and  thought  I  would  call  in  as  I 
passed  your  house  to  say,  How  d'ye  do,  and  hear  that  Leopold 
continued  all  right.     What  a  strange  fog  it  is !" 

<<  Thank  you,"  answered  Mrs,  Yorke,  in  a  rather  constrained 
manner.  For  when  jealous  suspicions,  entirely  unfounded, 
are  entertained  by  a  husband,  they  must  and  do  make  the- 
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xnanneis  of   the    best    of  women  constrained  and  embar- 
rassed. 

Mr.  Janson  drew  his  chair  near  to  Mrs.  Yorke's ;  not  to  be 
nearer  her,  but  to  enjoy  the  genial  blaze  of  the  fire.  XJnfoi^ 
tunately  he  had  no  idea  of  Mr.  Yorke's  fears ;  he  only  thought 
bini  an  abrupt,  haughty,  uncertain  man,  different  &om  what 
he  used  to  be.  When  Maria  Saxonbury  became  Mr.  Yorke's 
wife,  Mr.  Janson  had  put  her  from  his  mind,  as  it  was  right 
he  should  do.  Mrs.  Yorke  rose  to  ring  the  belL  "  You  shall 
see  Leopold,"  she  said. 

"  Not  yet ;  let  me  speak  a  word  to  you ;  pray  sit  down 
again,"  said  Mr.  Janson,  interrupting  her  movement.  "I 
want  to  consult  some  one,  and  I  have — ^as  you  must  know— ^ 
a  very  high  opinion  of  your  discernment  and  good  sense,  so  I 
wish  to  ask  your  advice.  I  shall  value  it  more  than  that  of 
any  one  else.     You  know  Miss  Maskell  T 

"  Yes.  I  have  seen  much  of  her  since  we  came  here,"  re- 
plied Mrs.  Yorke. 

"  Do  you  believe  she  would  make  a  good  wife  ?" 

"  I  think  her  a  very  amiable,  nice  girl,  quite  a  lady.  Yes, 
I  am  sure  she  would.     Who  is  going  to  marry  herl" 

"  I  don't  know  yet  whether  any  one  is,"  he  answered,  with 
a  smile.  '*  But — people  teU  me  I  must  marry,  or  lose  my 
practice,  for  my  patients  say  they  will  have  a  family  man  to 
attend  them,  not  a  bachelor.  So  I  have  been  looking  round 
about  me,  and  begin  to  think  that  Lucy  MaskeU  would  be 
Buitable." 

Mrs.  Yorke  laughed.  "  Oh,  Mr.  Janson !  How  coolly 
you  speak  !  As  coolly  as  you  might  if  you  were  only  going 
to  take  on  a  new  surgery  boy.  These  affairs  should  always  be 
cased  round  with  romance." 
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He  shook  his  head.  "  Eomance  died  out  for  me  years  ago." 
For  one  momeiit  their  eyes  met ;  perhaps  unwittingly ;  and 
then  both  looked  determinedly  at  the  fire  again. 

"  I  like  Litcy  Maskell  much,"  he  resumed ;  "  so  far  as  liking 
goes.  And — I  believe" — a  smile  hovered  on  his  lips — "  that 
she  likes  me." 

"  Let  it  take  place,  then,  Mr.  Janson.  And  I  earnestly 
hope  you  will  be  happy.  Believe  me,  you  shall  both  have  my 
best  prayers  and  wishes  for  it,"  was  lyirs.  Yorke's  answer. 
She  was  pleased  that  Mr.  Janson  was  going  to  be  happy  at 
last,  for  she  knew  that  she  had  once  tried  his  heart  severely. 
In  the  earnestness  of  her  content,  she  put  her  hand  into 
his  as  she  spoke — put  it  as  a  single-hearted,  honest  woman 
would.  And  Mr.  Janson  clasped  it,  and  leaned  over  to- 
wards her  and  thanked  her  kindly. 

What  dark,  silent  shadow  was  that  outside  the  window 
with  its  face  pressed  against  the  pane  ?  A  face  whose  ex- 
pression, just  then,  was  as  the  face  of  a  demon,  whose  eyes 
glared,  and  whose  teeth  glistened.  They  saw  it  not ;  but,  as 
their  hands  met,  and  Mr.  Janson  leaned  nearer  to  his  com- 
panion, a  noise,  half  savage  growl,  half  shriek  of  defianqe, 
escaped  it.     They  heard  that. 

"What  is  that  sound?"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Yorke,  turning 
towards  the  window.     Nothing  was  there  then. 

"Somebody  in  the  road  come  to  grief  in  the  fog,"  suggested 
Mr.  Janson.  "  Or  a  night-bird,  probably.  Shall  I  see  Leo- 
pold now  T 

Mrs.  Yorke  opened  the  room  door  and  called  to  the  child, 
who  came  running  in.  Then  Mr.  Janson  left.  "  I  hope  I 
«hall  get  home,"  said  he,  jokingly. 

Maria  kept  Leopold  with  her ;  and  the  time  passed  more 
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swiftly  than  she  thought.     By-and-by,  one  of  the  servants 
came  in  to  know  if  he  should  serve  dinner. 

"  Why,  what  time  is  it  ?"  inquired  his  mistress. 

"  Ever  so  much  past  six,  ma'am." 

"  I  had  no  idea  it  was  so  late.*' 

"  It  was  striking  five  when  Mr.  Janson  left,"  said  the  man. 

Mrs.  Yorke  chose  to  wait ;  but  when  it  grew  near  seven, 
she  ordered  the  dinner  to  be  served.  She  thought  her  hus- 
band had  stopped  to  dine  with  some  sporting  acquaintance, 
or  had  lost  his  way  in  the  fog.  Scarcely  had  she  sat  down  to 
it  when  she  heard  him  enter,  and  go  straight  upstairs ;  his 
step,  as  she  fancied,  unusually  quiet. 

"  What  can  he  want  there  without  a  candle  T  she  won- 
dered. Perhaps  he  thinks  he  can  wash  his  hands  in  the  dark, 
and  would  not  wait  for  one." 

"Maria,"  called  out  Mr,  Yorke,  his  loud  tones  echoing 
through  the  house. 

She  rose  aud  went  to  the  door.     "  Yes.** 

"Bring  me  up  a  light,  will  youl     Bring  it  yourselt" 

"  What  fad  now  T  thought  Mrs.  Yorke.  "  /  take  it  up  P' 
But  she  lighted  a  chamber  candle,  and  went  upstairs  with  it, 
the  servants,  who  were  waiting  at  table,  wondering.  Her 
husband  was  standing  inside  their  bedroom  door,  which  was 
all  but  closed ;  nothing  to  be  seen  of  him  but  his  one  hand 
stretched  out  for  the  light. 

"  Where  have  you  been  so  late  %  Did  the  fog  cause  you  to 
miss  your  way  ?" 

He  did  not  reply,  only  took  the  light  from  her.  She  pushed  ' 
the  door,  wishing  to  enter,  but  it  resisted  her  efforts.     "  Let 
me  come  in,"  she  said ;  "  I  have  some  news  for  you.     Olivia 
Hardisty's  come." 
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Not  a  word  of  reply  was  vouchsafed  to  her.  Only  the 
door  banged  to  in  her  face,  and  the  key  of  it  turned. 

"  He  is  sulky  again,"  thought  Maria.  "  How  fortunate  ho 
did  not  happen  to  come  home  while  Mr.  Janson  was  here ! 
Make  haste,''  she  condescended  to  call  out,  as  she  retreated, 
**I  have  begun  dinner." 

Mr.  Yorke  soon  came  down,  dressed.  A  mark  of  attention 
given  to  Miss  Hardisty,  Maria  supposed :  or,  so  late  as  that,  he 
would  scarcely  have  troubled  to  dress.  He  did  not  speak,  and 
did  not  eat ;  but  he  drank  freely.  He  seemed  also  to  have 
been  drinking  previously.     A  failing  he  was  not  given  to. 

"  I  asked  you  why  you  were  so  late,"  said  Maria. 

"  You  answered  yourself,"  was  the  reply — "  That  I  lost  my 
way.     The  fog  was  dense." 

"  The  fog  seems  to  have  taken  away  your  appetite ;  and  to 
have  made  you  thirsty." 

"  Luncheon  did  both.     The  meat  was  salt." 

'*  Where  did  you  take  luncheon  T 

**  At  Squire  Hipgrave's." 

"  Have  you  had  good  sport  1" 

**  Middling.     Who  can  shoot  in  a  fog  1" 

**  You  have  brought  no  birds  home  V 

**  I  left  them  at  Hipgrave's." 

"  Chiefly  pheasants,  I  suppose  V 

"  Yes.  I  wish  you  would  not  keep  up  this  running  fire  of 
questions,  Maria.     My  head  aches." 

Mrs.  Yorke  ceased,  and  eat  her  dinner.  As  the  cloth  was 
removed,  her  guest  came  in*  Also  Leopold.  Mr.  Yorke  was 
compelled  to  exert  himself  a  little  then,  but  he  had  partaken 
too  freely  of  wine,  and  Mrs.  Yorke  was  vexed,  for  she  believed 
it  must  be  apparent  to  Miss  Hardisty. 
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"  How  well  Leopold  looks,  considering  his  long  illness  f^ 
remarked  Miss  Hardisty. 

"He  is  wonderful,"  said  Mrs.  York.  '*You  would  not 
think,  to  see  him  now,  that  he  had  heen  so  very  ilL" 

"  Papa,**  cried  Leopold,  "  Mr.  Janson  says  T  am  got  well 
soon  because  I  was  good,  and  took  the  physic  without 
crying." 

"  Ah  !''  said  iMr.  Yorke.     "  When  did  he  say  that  T 

"To-night,  when  he  was  here  with  mamma,  and  they 
called  me  in.*' 

Mr.  Yorke  turned  his  eyes  upon  his  wife,  fixedly,  steadily^ 
"  Was  Janson  here  to-night  1" 

"  This  afternoon,  between  four  and  five.  It  seemed  like 
night,  it  was  so  dark,**  she  answered,  equably,  but  in  spite  of 
herself  she  could  not  prevent  a  vivid  flush  rising  to  her 
cheeks. 

"  You  told  me  he  had  given  over  coming." 

"  As  he  had.  I  remarked  to  him  that  I  understood  him  to- 
say  so,  and  he  replied  that  he  did  not  call  to-day  profession- 
ally, but  just  dropped  in,  as  he  was  passing,  to  inquire  how 
Leopold  continued.  He  told  me  a  little  bit  of  news,  too, 
about  himself,**  added  Maria  to  her  husband,  affecting  to 
speak  gaily.     "  I  will  repeat  it  to  you  by-and-by.*' 

When  the  child's  bedtime  arrived,  instead  of  Finch  coming 
for  him,  it  was  Charlotte. 

"  Where's  Finch  ?'*  demanded  Mrs.  Yorke, 

"  She's  gone  as  far  as  the  village,  ma*am.  She  wanted  to 
buy  some  ribbon  at  the  shop.** 

"Why  did  she  choose  such  a  night  as  this?"  returned 
Mrs.  Yorke.  "  How  stupid  she  must  be  !  she  will  lose  her 
way.** 
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'*  She  took  a  lantern,  ma'am,"  answered  Charlotte.  "  She 
Baid  she  did  not  care  for  fogs.     She  won't  be  long." 

Charlotte  went  off  with  Leopold,  and  Miss  Hardisty  smiled. 
"Servants  are  sadly  wanting  in  common  sense,  many  of 
them." 

"  I  suppose  Finch  had  previously  fixed  on  to-night  to  go 
out,  and  of  course  she  could  not  bear  to  disappoint  herself, 
but  must  go,  fog  01  no  fog,"  added  Maria.  "  It's  just  like 
them." 

Mr.  Yorke  lay  back  in  the  easy-chair,  and  seemed  to  sleep. 
His  wife  apologised  to  ISIiss  Hardisty,  saying  that  he  had  had 
a  hard  morning's  shooting,  and  seemed  "  done  up." 

About  nine  o'clock  Finch  came  bursting  into  the  room — 
her  things  on,  just  as  she  had  entered  the  house.  She  wa» 
panting  for  breath. 

"  0  ma'am,  I  don't  know  how  I've  got  home,  what  with 
the  fog,  and  what  with  the  fright !  There  has  been  such  an 
awful  murder !" 

"  Where  ?"  asked  Mrs.  Yorke. 

"  Close  on  the  other  side  the  village.  Some  thieves  set 
upon  a  farmer's  son  riding  home  from  market,  and  shot  him, 
and  pulled  him  off  his  horse,  and  beat  him  about  the  head 
till  he  died,  and  then  rifled  his  pockets  of  his  watch  and 
money,  and  then  left  him  in  a  pool  of  blood,"  vehemently 
reiterated  Finch,  all  in  a  breath.  "  He  was  found  about  five 
o'clock,  and  the  village  has  been  up  in  arms  ever  since.  The 
people  are  all  out  of  their  houses." 

Mr.  York  sat  bolt  upright  in  his  chair.  His  eyes  glittered 
upon  Finch. 

"  A  pretty  tale  !"  said  he  to  his  wife  and  Miss  Hardisty, 
M  Finch  flew  off  to  impart  the  news  to  the  household.  "  Thi» 
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is  how  stories  get  exaggerated.  There  was  no  horse  in  the 
a£Fair,  and  no  robhery,  and  it  was  not  a  fanner's  son  going 
home  from  market." 

"  You  heard  of  it,  then  1"  exclaimed  Miss  Hardisty. 

"  Yes,"  was  Mr.  Yorke's  reply. 

"  And  never  to  have  told  ns !"  remonstrated  his  wife.  "  You 
6ay  it  was  not  a  farmer's  son.     Do  you  know  who  it  is  T 

"  Janson.  Murdered  in  his  own  garden  as  he  was  entering 
it.    Just  inside  the  gate." 


CHAPTEE  XIL 

A  FBEMATUBE  DISCLOSURE. 


&0BR0B  rose  to  the  countenance  of  Miss  Hardisty.  It  is 
natural  it  should  so  rise  when  a  woman  hears  of  so  fearfiil 
a  crime  being  committed  in  her  vicinity.  But  what  was  her 
look  of  horror,  compared  with  that  overspreading  the  face  of 
Mrs.  Yorke?  A  living,  shrinking  horror,  which  pervaded 
every  line  of  her  features,  and  turned  them  to  the  hue  of  the 
grave. 

Strangely  tumultuous  thoughts  were  at  work  within  her, 
flashing  through  her  brain  in  quick  confusion.  ''  Janson ! 
who  had  sat  by  her  side  that  afternoon !  He  murdered ! 
Who  had  done  it  T 

"  Who  is  Janson  ?"  inquired  Miss  Hardisty.  "  Did  you 
know  him  1" 

Mrs.  Yorke  seemed  incapable  of  replying.  Her  husband 
spoke  up  volubly : — 

"  Janson  was  the  village  surgeon.     You  heard  Leo  say  he 
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was  heie  to-night.  He  has  been  attending  Leopold ;  but  I 
thought  had  ceased  his  visits.  A  fine  young  fellow.  TJn- 
mamed." 

"Who  can  have  been  so  wicked  as  to  murder  himT 
wondered  Miss  Hardisty. 

"  Ah  I    Who  indeed  1" 

"  How  did  you  come  to  know  it?"  interrupted  Mrs.  Yorke, 
lifting  her  white  face  to  her  husband. 

"  HI  news  travels  fast  As  I  reached  home  to-night,  some 
people  were  passing  the  gate,  apparently  in  excitement ;  I  in- 
quired what  their  trouble  was,  and  they  told  me.  It  was  the 
gardener  and  his  wife,  up  above,  returning  home  fiom  the 
village." 

"  Finch  said  he  was  shot,"  observed  Miss  Hardisty, 

'^  He  was  not  shot.     Beaten  to  death." 

"  Finch's  account  may  be  the  correct  one,  instead  of  the 
gardener  and  his  wife's,"  said  Mrs.  Yorke,  in  a  low  tone. 
"  She  said  he  was  robbed.     Shot  and  robbed." 

"  He  was  not  robbed,  I  tell  you,  Maria,"  said  Mr.  Yorke. 
"  Have  it  so,  if  you  like,  however.  Shot  and  robbed;  what 
matters  it  T 

Mr.  Yorke  went  to  sleep  in  his  chair  again,  or  appeared  to 
go  to  sleep ;  and  the  ladies  conversed  in  an  under  tone,  Maria 
shivering  visibly. 

About  half-past  ten,  they  were  startled  by  a  sudden  and 
violent  knocking,  which  came  to  the  house  door.  Startled, 
Olivia  Hardisty,  her  mind  and  tongue  full  of  robbers  and 
murderers,  gave  vent  to  a  faint  scream;  and  Mr.  Yorke 
sprung  up  from  his  chair  with  a  start,  as  if  he  would  leave 
the  room,  halted  in  indecision,  and  then  sat  down  again.  A 
deep  silence  succeeded,  and  again  the  knocking  came,  louder 

2r 
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than  befoie.  They  heard  a  servant  hurry  to  answer  it,  they 
iieard  an  entrance  and  the  sound  of  voices,  and  then  the  foot- 
man threw  open  their  room  door. 

^'Master  Henry  Yorke." 

A  tall,  fine  lad,  between  fifteen  and  sixteen,  leaped  into  the 
Toom,  seized  Mrs.  Torke,  and  gave  her  some  kisses,  and  then 
tamed  to  shake  hands  with  her  husband.  He  had  not 
changed,  save  in  growth:  he  was  random  and  generous  as 
when  we  last  saw  him. 

"  K  I  don't  believe  that's  Olivia  Hardisty !"  cried  he, 
liolding  out  his  hand  to  the  lady.  "What  brings  you 
lierer 

"  I  think  I  may  ask  what  brings  you  here  f*  returned  Miss 
Hardisty. 

"Ah  1  Are  you  not  taken  by  surprise,  Maria?"  said  he 
to  Mrs.  Yorke.  "  Didn't  I  knock  !  I  thought  you  should 
hear  it  was  somebody.  Did  you  think  it  was  the  fire- 
»engines  1" 

"  Why  did  you  not  let  us  know  you  were  coming  ?" 

"How  could  I  let  you  know?  My  old  tutor  had  news 
"this  morning  of  his  father's  death,  and  went  off ;  so  I  told 
mamma  I  might  as  well  spend  the  few  days'  holiday  looking 
.you  up.  And  away  I  came,  without  waiting  for  her  to  say 
yes  or  no." 

"  Where's  your  portmanteau,  Henry  ?" 

•**  Didn't  bring  any.  She'll  send  some  shirts  and  things 
ttfter  me ;  sure  to.  What  a  precious  slow  railway  station  you 
have  got  here  !  K"ot  a  carriage  or  an  omnibus  waiting,  or  any 
conveyance  to  be  had,  for  love  or  money.  Mind,  Maria,  if  I 
have  not  brought  enough  tin  for  myself,  you  must  let  me 
Lave  some  and  write  to  mamma  to  pay  you  back.     I  didn't 
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stop  to  ask  for  any^  for  fear  she'd  put  in  a  protest  against  my 
journey." 

"  How  did  you  find  our  house?"  asked  Mr.  Torke. 

'^  Oh,  I  got  into  the  village,  which  seemed  all  in  a  hubbub, 
and  tipped  a  boy  to  show  me.  He  had  to  bring  a  torch. 
This  is  not  such  a  nice  place  as  Saxonbury,"  added  the  lad, 
casting  his  eyes  round  the  room. 

'*  It  is  very  well  for  a  change,"  said  Mr.  Yorke.  "  I 
wanted  some  shooting  and  fishing." 

'^  There's  no  accounting  for  taste,"  said  the  boy,  shrugging 
his  shoulders.     "  Maria,  you  don't  look  weU." 

"  I  should  wonder  if  any  of  us  could  look  well  to-night,** 
interposed  Olivia  Hardisty.  "  Your  knocking  nearly  fright- 
ened us  to  death,  too.  We  had  just  heard  of  a  dreadful 
murder." 

"  A  murder !    Where  V 

**  In  the  village.  He  lived  quite  in  the  middle  of  it,  did 
he  not,  Mr.  Yorke  V* 

"  Then  that  accounts  for  the  row,"  said  Henry,  before  Mr. 
Yorke  could  reply.  "  The  natives  were  standing  about  in 
groups,  trying  who  could  talk  the  fEustest.  I  thought  they 
were  taking  observations  of  the  fog.  In  one  place,  at  the 
•comer  of  a  street  or  lane,  they  had  mustered  so  densely  I  had 
to  administer  some  shoves  to  get  through.  Who  has  been 
murdered,  Mr.  Yorke  1    A  poacher  1" 

"K"o.     A  doctor." 

"  That's  worse." 

"It  Is  awful,"  shivered  Miss  Hardisty.  "He  had  been 
attending  Leo,  Henry,  and  was  here  only  this  afternoon." 

"  What,  the  man  who  is  murdered  V* 

"  He  was ;  this  very  afternoon ;  and  but  just  before  the 
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deed  was  committed.    It  was  five  o'clock,  I  think  you  sai^ 
Mrs.  Yorke,  when  Mr.  Janson  left  you." 

"Janson!  a  doctor!"  interrupted  the  boy.  **It  was  no 
relation  to  our  Mr.  Janson,  was  it,  Maria  T 

"  Your  Mr.  Janson !  What  do  you  mean  by  your  Mr. 
Janson  V*  demanded  Miss  Hardisty. 

^'  Oh,  Maria  knows.  A  Mr.  Janson  we  used  to  be  intimate 
with  abroad,  when  I  was  a  youngster.     Is  it  any  relation  ?* 

*'  It  is  the  same  man,"  said  Mr.  Yorke,  in  a  curious  tone. 

Henry  Yorke  sprung  up  horn  his  chair,  and  looked  from 
his  sister  to  Mr.  Yorke  in  dismay  and  incredulity. 

'^  The  same  man  !  The  same  Mr.  Janson  who  took  such 
care  of  me  on  that  long  voyage,  when  I  went  away  in  th» 
Rushing  Water  r 

Mrs.  Yorke  inclined  hei  head.  ^'  Yes,  he  had  settled  hexo^ 
she  said,  in  a  low  tone. 

Sorrow  rendered  Henry's  ideas  confused.  "  Oh,  I  wish  I 
had  seen  him !  Why  did  you  not  write  me  w(H:d,  Maria^ 
that  I  might  have  come  before  he  was  murdered  ?" 

"  You  stupid  boy  !"  cried  Olivia  Hardisty.  "  Could  your 
sister  know  he  was  going  to  be  murdered?" 

"  Well,  I  do  wish  I  had  seen  him.  I  would  have  run  all 
over  the  country  to  meet  Janson.  He  was  the  nicest  fellow 
going." 

"  Was  he  1"  asked  Miss  Hardisty,  appealing  to  Mr.  Yorke^ 
who  did  not  seem  in  a  hurry  to  answer  her. 

"You  had  better  ask  Maria,"  retorted  Henry,  speaking 
with  the  random  thoughtlessness  of  his  age.  "  She'll  tell 
you  he  was.  Why,  it  was  a  near  touch,  I  know,  whether 
she  became  Mrs.  Janson  or  Mrs.  Yorke.  Didn't  she  flirt 
away  with  him,  sir,  before  she  promised  herseK  to  you  ?    Sh& 
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thought  I  was  odIj  a  youngster  and  couldn't  see ;  but  I  was 
as  wide  awake  as  she  was.     Don't  be  cross,  ElizabetL" 

"  You  always  were  wide  awake,  Harry,"  dryly  responded 
Mr.  Yorke. 

Olivia  Hardisty,  somewhat  stunned  and  bewildered  with 
the  vista  into  past  things  opening  to  her,  unclosed  her  lips  to 
speak ;  but  she  thought  better  of  it,  and  closed  them  again. 
So !  this  was  the  Mr.  Janson  she  had  heard  of  in  past  times, 
who  had  loved,  it  was  said,  Maria  Saxonbury,  and  she  him ; 
whom  Maria  had  rejected  because  he  was  poor. 

Henry  talked  on,  until  they  grew  tired  of  answering  him. 
Talked  incessantly  until  his  supper  came  in. 

When  they  retired  for  the  night.  Finch  was  waiting  in 
Miss  Hardisty's  room  to  assist  her  to  undress.  The  two 
were  old  fiiends,  so  to  speak,  for  Finch  had  lived  at  Saxon- 
bury many  years,  maid  to  the  first  Lady  Saxonbury. 

'^  I'm  glad  you  are  come  soon,  ma'am,"  began  Finch.  '^  I 
can  do  nothing  but  think  of  that  awful  murder.  And  that 
fileepy  Charlotte  would  go  to  bed  and  leave  me.  She  cares 
for  nobody  but  herself." 

^'I  am  pleased  you  did  stop  for  me,"  returned  Miss 
Hardisty,  for  I  feel  nervous  to-night.  A  common  murder, 
though  very  distressing,  does  not  affect  the  nerves  like  such  a 
one  as  this.  It  must  have  happened,  Finch,  immediately 
after  he  left  here." 

*^  After  who  left  here  1"  asked  Finch,  wondering  what  Miss 
Hardisty  was  talking  of. 

''  The  doctor.  Mr.  Janson.  Oh,  I  forgot ;  you  did  not 
hear ;  you  thought  it  was  a  farmer^s  son  who  was  murdered. 
But  it  was  not :  it  was  Mr.  Jianson." 

"  Mr.  Janson  1"  echoed  Finch ;  ^*  Mr.  Janson  who  was  mui* 
dered  !    Who  says  so  1" 
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'*  Mr.  Yoike.  He  heard  of  the  murder  as  he  came  homc^ 
to  dinner." 

?inch  collected  her  ideas. 

''  I  wonder  where  master  picked  up  that  news/'  she  said 
presently.  "It's  nothing  of  the  sort,  ma'am.  It  was  a 
fanner's  son  going  home  from  market  on  horseback,  in  leather 
breeches  and  top-boots.  Mr.  Janson  does  not  wear  breeches 
and  top-boots." 

"  Mr.  Torke  said  decidedly  it  was  Mr.  Janson,  and  that  h& 
was  murdered  in  his  own  garden.     He  was  very  positive." 

"  He  always  is  positive,"  retorted  FincL  "  But  it  was  no 
more  Mr.  Janson  than  it  was*  me.  As  if  the  village  would 
have  said  it  was  a  farmer's  son,  if  it  had  been  Mr.  Janson ! 
Why,  ma'am,  the  man  in  the  shop,  where  I  was,  had  been  to 
see  the  body,  and  he  spoke  particularly  about  the  breeches 
and  boota  I  dare  say  Mr.  Janson  was  fetched  to  the  dead 
corpse^  and  that's  how  his  name  got  mixed  up  in  it.  Mr» 
Janson,  indeed !  that  would  be  a  misfortune." 

"  So  Henry  Yorke  seemed  to  think.  He  was  talking  of 
their  former  acquaintanceship  with  him  abroad.  The  nicest 
fellow  going,  he  said." 

"  Yes,  everybody  liked  Mr.  Janson  except ** 

'Except  whatr  asked   Miss  Hardisty,  for  Einch  had 
stopped. 

"  Except  master,  I  was  going  to  say.  He  had  used  to  be 
jealous  of  him  in  those  old  times ;  and  I  think — at  least/' 
added  the  woman,  more  hesitatingly,  ''  I  have  once  or  twice 
thought  to  wonder  lately  whether  he  is  not  jealous  again. 
Master^s  temper,  since  we  have  been  here,  has  been  quite 
strange,  and  I  don't  know  what  should  make  it  so,  unless  it's 
that." 
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**Dear  me  T  uttered  Miss  Haidisty ;  "  Mrs.  Yorke  "would 
not  give  cause ^* 

"  ]S'o,"  indignantly  interrupted  Finch,  '^she  would  not  give 
cause  for  that,  or  for  any  other  wrong  thing.  I  don't  say 
that  she  was  right  to  encourage  both  Mr.  Janson  and  M& 
Yorke  in  the  old  days,  as  I  believe  she  did,  and  let  each  think 
she  might  marry  him ;  but^  ma'am^  young  ladies  will  act  so^ 
just  to  show  their  power ;  and  Miss  Maria's  head  was  turned 
upside  down  with  her  beauty.  However,  all  that  nonsense 
was  put  away  when  she  married,  and  a  better  wife  nobody  has^ 
ever  had  than  Mr.  Yorke.  And  if  master  has  got  a  jealous 
crotchet  in  his  head,  he  deserves  to  have  it  shook  out  of  him« 
Mr.  Janson  has  come  here  to  attend  Master  Leo,  but  for 
nothing  else." 

''  Did  they  ever  meet  after  Mrs.  Yorke's  marriage  until 
now,  when  they  met  here  ?"  inquired  Olivia  Hardisty. 

''  No,  never.  I  asked  my  mistress  once — I  think  she  had! 
been  married  about  two  years  then — if  she  knew  where  Mr. 
Janson  was,  and  she  said  she  had  no  idea  where.  I  don't 
much  like  this  place,  ma'am,"  added  Finch  musingly.  ^*  I 
shall  be  glad  when  we  get  back  home." 

"  It  seems  scarcely  worth  while  my  telling  you  now  the 
news  that  Mr.  Janson  imparted  to  me,"  observed  Maria  to  her- 
husband,  when  they  were  left  alone.  ''Dead!  instead  of^— 
It  is  so  very  dreadful !" 

**  It  is  dreadful  enough,"  returned  Mr.  Yorke. 

"  He  was  going  to  be  married,"  she  continued.  *'  But,  ot 
course,  it  will  not  do  for  us  to  speak  of  it  abroad,  after  this 
shocking  ending.    He  thought  of  marrying  Muss  MaiskelL" 

*'  And  giving  up  you  T 

The  taunt  sounded  most  unseasonable.    Maria,  subdued 
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by  the  eyents  of  the  eyening^  tamed  meekly  to  her  hna- 
band. 

*'  Arthur^  let  this  unpleasantness  end ;  it  is  time  it  did," 
she  said,  speaking  finnly  in  her  honest  truth.  ''We  may 
1x)ih  haye  something  to  foigiye  each  other.  I  was  foolish^ 
Taiii,  careless  in  the  old  days ;  but  I  solemnly  declare  in  the 
presence  of  Heayen — ^in  the  presence,  it  may  be  said,  of  that 
poor  dead  man— that  neyer  a  thought  has  stiayed  from  you 
rince  you  became  my  husband.  Tou  haye  been  bitter  and 
angry  with  me  lately,  but  it  has  been  without  cause ;  for  not 
a  wrong  word,  not  a  look  that  you  could  not  approye,  has 
passed  between  me  and  Mr.  Janson.     So  help  me  Heayen  P 

Mr.  Torke  was  silent  He  had  sat  down,  and  seemed  to  be 
looking  at  his  wife. 

"  When  he  called  here  this  eyening  to  ask  after  Leopold, 
be  told  me  he  thought  of  marrying  Lucy  Maskell.  I  wished 
the  union  Grod  speed  fix)m  my  yery  heart'' 

Still  Mr.  Yorke  did  not  speak.  Maria  passed  into  her 
dressing-room.     She  had  said  her  say. 


CHAPTER  Xm. 

THE  OARDENER's  WORD  AGAINST  THE   GENTLEMAN's. 

Mr.  Yorke  and  Henry  went  out  for  an  early  walk  the  fol- 
lowing morning.  As  Mrs.  Yorke  and  Miss  Hardisty  were 
waiting  breakfast  for  them,  they  were  surprised  by  a  yisit 
from  Squire  Hipgraye. 

"What  a  horrible  thing  this  isl"  he  exclaimed  to  Mrs. 
Yorke,  when  the  introduction  to  Miss  Hardisty  was  oyer. 
**  You  haye  heard  about  poor  Janson )" 
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«  Yes,"  she  faintly  said.     "  Is  he  dead  1" 

^'  Dead !  The  wretches  who  murdered  him  took  care  of 
that     Thej  left  no  life  in  him." 

"  Then  it  is  Mr.  Janson  I"  interposed  Miss  Hardisty.  "  Mr, 
Yorke  said  so,  but  one  of  the  servants  here  insisted  that  it 
was  a  farmer." 

"  It's  both,"  answered  Squire  Hipgrave.  "  A  double 
murder,  myer  has  this  quiet  neighbourhood  been  so  stained* 
Young  Louth  was  passing  through  the  village  on  his  way 
home  from  market;  and,  about  a  mile  beyond  it,  he  was 
shot  firom  his  horse  and  robbed.  He  had  been  selling  stock, 
and  had  got  a  good  round  sum  about  him,  which,  as  is  sup- 
posed, was  known.     Janson's  affair  is  different." 

*^  He  was  going  into  his  house  by  the  back  entrance,  and 
was  set  upon  just  inside  the  garddki  door,  and  beaten  to  deaths 
Mr.  Yorke  told  us,"  said  Miss  Hardisty. 

"  That  is  correct.     Poor  young  fellow !" 

''  It  must  have  occurred  soon  after  he  left  here,"  said  Mrs. 
Yorke,  speaking  with  an  effort. 

"Was  he  here  last  evening?"  asked  Squire  Hipgrave, 
eagerly. 

"  In  the  afternoon,"  replied  Mrs.  Yorke.  *'  He  called  in 
as  he  was  returning  from  his  visit  to  Lady  Eich,  and  saw 
Leopold.  It  was  five  o'clock  when  he  left,  but  quite  dark, 
the  fog  was  so  thick." 

"Oh,  that  was  hours  before  the  murder.  The  precise 
time  of  its  committal  has  not  been  ascertained.  He  was 
found  about  ten  o'clock." 

"  That  must  be  a  mistake,"  said  Miss  Hardisty.     "  Mr. 
Yorke  was  home  before  seven." 
,    "  But  he  did  not  know  of  it  then." 
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«  Yes,  he  did." 

''Impossible/'  said  Squiie  Hipgrave.  ''Janson  was  not 
found  until  ten  o'clock ;  not  a  soul  knew  of  it  previous  to 
that.  He  was  being  hunted  for  all  over  the  village  to  go 
and  examine  young  Louth,  but  nothing  could  be  seen  or 
heard  of  him,  and  it  was  only  by  the  servant's  going  out  to- 
lock  the  back  gate,  which  she  always  did  at  ten  at  nighty 
that  he  was  found.  Did  you  ever  see  such  a  fog  as  it 
was !" 

''  But  indeed  Mr.  Torke  did  tell  us,"  persisted  Miss  Har- 
disty.  ''Certainly  not  immediately  after  he  came  in — I 
dare  say  he  was  willing  to  spare  us  so  horrible  a  recital  as 
long  as  was  possible — but  when  Finch  got  home  afterwards 
j&om  the  village,  with  the  news  that  a  farmer's  son  was 
killed,  Mr.  Torke  said  it  was  not  a  farmer^s  son,  but  Janson. 
Tou  see  he  had  heard  of  the  one  murder,  and  the  servant  of 
the  other." 

"  But  Yorke  could  not  have  heard  that  Janson  was  mur- 
dered before  he  was  murdered,"  obstinately  protested  Squire 
Hipgrave. 

"  And  he  could  not  have  dreamt  it  beforehand,"  as  obsti- 
nately returned  the  lady.  "  The  fact  must  be,  that  he  did 
know  of  the  murder,  though  all  people  might  not." 

"  But  it  was  not  known  at  all  to  any  one,"  reiterated  the 
Squire.  "iC^either  is  it  believed  to  have  occurred  at  that 
time." 

"  You  must  perceive  that  Mr.  Yorke  must  have  known  of 
it,"  coolly  continued  Miss  Hardisty,  suppressing  the  contempt 
she  was  acquiring  for  the  Squire's  understanding.  "  It  was 
not  a  mere  vague  rumour  Mr.  Yorke  had  got  hold  of; 
he  described  the  fsicts,  which  you  htfve  just  said  were  correct; 
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that  the  unfortunate  gentleman  was  killed  in  his  own  garden, 
close  to  the  gate,  and  found  beaten  to  death." 

"  It  is  very  strange,"  debated  Squire  Hipgrave,  struck  at 
length  with  the  points  placed  before  him  by  his  antagonist. 
"  I  wonder  where  Yorke  heard  it?" 

"From  a  man  and  woman  who  were  running  by  this 
house  as  he  came  in,"  readily  responded  Miss  Haidisty. 
''  They  told  him  Mr.  Janson  was  murdered.  And  that  was 
before  seven  o'clock." 

"  Good  heavens  I  it  may  have  been  the  perpetrators  them- 
selves !  Indeed,  it  must  have  been ;  no  one  else  would  have 
known  it.  We  must  find  those  people,"  continued  the  Squire, 
in  his  most  magisterial  voice.  ^'  I  wonder  if  Yorke  would 
recognize  them  again  1" 

^'  It  was  the  gardener  and  his  wife  at  the  cottage  higher 
up,  near  to  where  Lady  Eich  lives,"  interposed  Mrs.  Yorke. 

"Oh — they,"  said  the  magistrate,  considerably  disap- 
pointed when  he  found  the  presumed  murderers  subside  into 
a  quiet,  inoffensive  couple,  long  known.  "  111  go  up  and 
ascertain  where  they  heard  it.  Pd  give  twenty  pounds  out 
of  my  own  pocket  to  pounce  upon  the  guilty  men,  for  JansOn 
was  a  favourite  of  mine,  l^ot  to  speak  of  the  unpleasantness 
of  having  such  crimes  happen  in  the  neighbourhood." 

Away  went  Squire  Hipgrave :  but  he  was  back  again  di- 
rectly. Mr.  Yorke  and  Henry  were  then  returning  ftom 
their  walk. 

"Good-morning,  Yorke.  How  did  you  hear  the  report 
last  night  that  Janson  was  murdered  1" 

"  From  the  gardener,  up  there — ^what's  his  namel — Crane," 
replied  Mr.  Yorke.     "  From  Crane  and  his  wife." 

Well — it's  your  word  against  theirs,"  hesitatingly  re^ 


it 
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marked  Squire  Hipgrave,  his  mind  in  a  puzzle.  '^  They  say 
they  never  told  you  anything  ahout  Janson;  and^  in  iajai^  did 
not  know  themselves  till  this  morning  that  anything  had 
happened  to  him." 

'^  If  they  choose  to  eat  their  words,  that  is  no  business  of 
mine/'  said  Mr.  Torke.  ''  As  I  was  turning  in  at  this  gate 
last  night — ^it  was  late,  for  I  lost  my  way  in  the  fog  after  I 
left  you,  and  did  not  get  in  till  near  seven — Crane  and  his 
wife  were  running  by  from  the  village  in  great  excitement. 
They  had  a  torch  with  them.  I  asked  what  was  amiss^  and 
they  told  me  Janson  was  murdered.  Nobody  else  could 
have  told  me,"  proceeded  Mr.  Yorke.  "  I  saw  nobody  else, 
and  spoke  to  nobody  else." 

"  Then  what  do  they  mean  by  denying  it  T  asked  Squire 
Hipgrave,  sharply.  "  Upon  my  word,  if  they  were  not  so 
well  known,  I  should  suspect  they  knew  something  about  the 
jtnurder.    I  wish  you  would  let  me  confront  Crane  with  you." 

"  You  are  quite  welcome  to  do  that,"  said  Mr.  Yorke. 

Away  went  the  Squire  again,  and  Mr.  Yorke  and  Henry 
(leaned  over  the  gate,  watched,  and  waited  for  him.  Crane's 
cottage  was  within  view,  and  he  brought  back  the  man. 
Maria  and  Miss  Hardisty  came  out  of  the  breakfast  room. 

''  There  seems  some  mistake  about  this  here  business,  sir," 
:said  Crane,  a  civil,  respectful  man,  ''and  Squire  Hipgrave 
Jiave  fetched  me  down  along  of  him,  to  set  it  right." 

"The  mistake  is  on  your  part,  not  on  mine,"  haughtfly 
returned  Mr.  Yorke.  "  You  went  by  here  with  your  wife 
last  night;  she  seemed  in  a  fright,  and  I  inquired  what 
was  the  matter." 

"Yes,  sir,  my  wife  was  frighted,  fS&ncying  she  saw  thieves 
in  the  hedges;  she  haven't  run  so  &st  since  her  joints  got 
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stiff.  When  you  stopped  us,  sir,  and  asked,  I  told  you 
a  poor  gentleman  had  just  been  muidered." 

Mr.  Torke  looked  at  Squire  Hipgrave.  "  Tou  hear,"  said 
he.  "Eepeat  what  you  did  say  to  me/*  added  he  to  the 
man. 

''  That  my  Tnfe  was  frighted,  and  we  was  making  haste 
home,  for  a  poor  gentleman  had  been  found  murdered,  down 
yonder,  beaten  to  death.  Them  was  the  words,  sii^  as  near 
as  I  can  remember." 

"  Exactly,"  said  Mr.  Yorke. 

''But  did  you  say  it  was  Mr.  Janson,  Crane?"  resumed 
Squire  Hipgrave,  looking  at  the  man. 

''  Law  no,  sir.  I  couldn't  .say  it,  as  I  have  just  told  you, 
for " 

"  You  did  say  it  was  Mr.  Janson,"  interrupted  Mr.  Yorke* 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir.  I  was  just  a-going  to  say  to  you 
last  night  that  report  went  as  it  was  a  farmer,  but  you  turned 
short  away  in-doors,  and  didn't  wait  to  hear  me ;  and  I  and 
my  wife  ran  home.  This  morning,  when  the  milk-woman 
came,  she  told  us  about  Mr.  Janson,  that  he  was  murdered, 
and  my  wife  sat  down  on  a  chair — ^though  we  never  believed 
it  at  first — and  burst  out  a-crying ;  for  he  was  more  like  ar 
friend  to  us  than  a  doctor,  a-coming  up  at  all  weathers  to  her 
rheumatiz,  and  charging  us  next  to  nothing.  I'm  sure,  sir,  I 
speak  the  truth,  when  I  say  it  was  not  till  this  morning  we 
heard  about  poor  Mr.  Janson,  and  that  there  had  been  a 
double  murder." 

"A  double  murder !"  echoed  Mr.  YoAe,  his  face  a  mixture 
of  astonishment  and 'perplexity. 

"Why,  did  you  not  know  itl"  said  Squire  Hipgrave. 
"  Young  Louth  was  shot  horn  his  horse  last  evening,  and 
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rifled  of  all  he  had  about  him.  That  was  what  Ciane  wished 
to  tell  you  of :  Janson  was  not  muidered — at  least  not  found 
— ^fof  hours  afterwards." 

^'  And  Finch  was  right,  after  all,  when  she  said  it  was  a 
farmer's  son,"  interrupted  Olivia  Hardisty.  "  Though  you  " 
— looking  at  Mr.  Yorke — "ridiculed  it,  and  said  it  was 
Janson." 

"Yorke,  where  did  you  hear  about  Janson?"  demanded 
Squire  Hipgrave.  "  At  the  time  you  appear  to  have  spoken 
of  it,  it  was  not  known.  In  feuit,  I  don't  believe  it  had 
happened." 

There  was  a  blank,  distressing  pause — an  awful  pause. 

"Where  did  you  hear  about  Janson,  I  ask?"  continued 
Squire  Hipgrave,  in  a  voice  that  sounded  strangely  uncom- 
promising and  clear. 

Still  the  same  ominous  pause.  Mrs.  Yorke  struggled  for 
composure,  but  her  breath  came  gaspingly  through  her  ashy 
lips.  Henry  stole  round  to  her  side,  as  if  by  an  uncontrollable 
impulse,  and  Olivia  Hardisty  gazed  in  open  dismay  at  Mr. 
Yorke. 

"  I  heard  it  from  Crane,"  said  Mr.  Yorke  at  length,  rousing 
himself,  and  speaking  in  a  firm,  deliberate  tone.  "  Though  it 
appears  to  be  his  purpose  to  deny  it  now." 

Crane  shook  his  head  and  turned  to  Squire  Hipgrave. 
"The  gentleman's  making  a  great  mistake,  sir,"  he  quietly 
said.  "  I  never  mentioned  Mr,  Janson's  name  last  night,  for 
he  never  was  in  my  thoughts;  and  if  anybody  had  come  and 
told  me  to  guess  who  was  murdered,  (besides  the  farmer,)  I 
should  least  of  all  have  guessed  Mr.  Janson.  I'm  a-going 
back  to  my  garden,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  and  if  you  please  to 
want  me  again,  there  I  shall  be." 
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The  man,  with  a  civil  bow,  turned  away  and  went  towards 
his  home.  Squiie  Hipgrave  was  the  next  to  depart.  A  strarge 
mantle  of  constraint  seemed  to  have  fallen  upon  them  alL 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

AWFUL  DREAD. 


Keyeb  had  the  insignificant  village  of  Offord  been  so  full  of 
stir,  excitement^  and  dread.  Two  murders  in  one  night! 
it  was  enough  to  put  fear  into  the  stoutest  heart.  At  first  it 
was  universally  assumed  that  the  same  partieaihad  been  guilty 
of  both,  but  this  impression  wore  away.  Young  Mr.  Louth 
had  evidently  been  molested  for  the  purpose  of  robbery. 
I^ot  so  Mr.  Janson.  His  watch  and  chain,  his  pocket-book 
and  purse^  each  containing  money,  were  aU  found  upon  his 
person,  undisturbed — carrying  out  Mr.  Yorke's  assertion  that 
there  had  been  no  robbery.  Him  did  he  know  U?  began  to 
ask  Olivia  Hardisty.' 

Mr.  Janson  had  a  habit  of  going  in  at  the  back  door  of  his 
house,  through  the  garden ;  it  was  the  quicker  mode  of  en- 
trance, since  at  the  front  he  had  to  ring :  it  was  surmised  that 
his  assailant  must  have  known  of  this;  have  got  into  the 
garden,  and  waited  for  him.  He  was  probably  struck  down 
and  stunned  at  the  moment  of  entering ;  and  was  then  beaten 
about  the  head,  one  oi:  two  blows.  The  medical  men  were 
asked  with  what  sort  of  instrument.  "  "Was  it  likely  to  be 
a  gun  ]"  spoke  up  somebody,  while  they  were  deliberating — 
the  question  probably  being  dictated  by  the  remembrance  of 
the  shot  which  had  destroyed  the  farmer.     They  replied  that 
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they  did  think  it  likely  to  be  a  gun;  as  likely,  ormoie  likely, 
than  any  other  blunt  weapon :  but,  if  so,  they  added,  the 
gun  had  probably  been  broken  by  the  violence  of  the  blows. 
The  blow  which  had  killed  him  was  an  unfortunate  one,  given 
underneath  the  left  ear. 

The  woman-servant's  testimony  was  as  follows : — ^About 
six  o'clock,  (she  thought  it  must  have  been,)  while  she  was  in 
her  kitchen,  waiting  for  her  master  to  come  in  to  tea,  she 
heard  a  noise  in  the  garden,  to  which  the  kitchen  looked 
This  was  followed  by  a  groan,  by  more  than  one  groan  she 
thought,  and  she  got  atop  of  the  ironing  board  underneath 
the  window,  and  looked  out  above  the  half  shutter,  but  she 
could  see  nothing  but  mist.  Whsn.  asked  to  describe  what  sort 
of  noise  it  was  that  she  had  heard,  she  replied  it  was  a  '^  sud- 
den" noise,  a  '*  scuffling''  noise.  And  that  was  the  best  explana- 
tion that  could  be  obtained  horn  her.  There  were  often  drunken 
folks  about  on  a  market  night,  she  said,  and  she  had  supposed 
it  might  be  some  going  by  in  the  lane,  quarrelling  with  one 
another;  she  "didn't  think  no  worse."  Everything  was 
quiet  after  that,  so  far  as  she  heard,  except  for  people  coming 
to  the  front  door  inquiring  for  her  master.  Five  or  six  times 
they  came ;  they  wanted  him  to  go  and  see  the  gentleman  who 
was  murdered,  young  Mr.  Louth.  At  ten  o'clock,  she  went 
out  to  lock  the  back  gate,  taking  a  lantern  with  her,  for  the 
lock  was  small  and  awkward ;  and  then  she  came  upon  her 
master,  lying  in  the  path,  dead.  And  when  people  flocked 
up,  after  she  had  given  the  alarm,  aAd  came  to  look  at  him, 
they  said  he  must  have  been  dead  for  some  hours.  Such  was 
her  testimony,  given  in  a  plain,  straightforward  way ;  she  was 
a  simple  countrywoman  of  middle  age,  Mr.  Janson's  only 
maid-servant.      By  a  somewhat    curious    coincidence,    the 
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surgery  boy  had  had  holiday  given  hun  that  afternoon,  and 
was  away. 

Squire  Hipgrave  propagated  the  unsatisfactory  dispute  be- 
tween Mr.  Yorke  and  Crane  the  gardener.  The  extraordinary 
fact  that  the  murder  should  have  been  known  to  either  of 
them  at  that  early  hour  of  the  evening  struck  everybody : 
upon  Mr.  Maskell,  a  keen  man  of  the  law,  it  made  a  strong 
impression.  "Who  could  have  known  it,  hours  before 
he  was  found,  save  those  concerned  in  the  deed?  argued 
Mr.  Maskell.  Very  true,  said  the  village,  but  Crane  and 
his  wife  are  above  suspicion,  and  so^-of  course — ^is  Mr. 
Torke.  This  must  be  sifted,  concluded  Mr.  Maskell,  and 
I  shall  take  care  that  all  three  are  summoned  before  the 
coroner. 

Ere  the  day,  Friday,  was  over,  the  murderers  of  the  fisirmer 
were  in  custody — two  men,  of  whose  guilt  there  was  not  a 
shadow  of  doubt.  The  spoU  taken  from  Mr.  Louth  was  found 
upon  them,  and  there  were  other  proofs,  which  need  not  be 
entered  into,  since  that  is  not  the  murder  with  which  we  are 
most  concerned.  These  two  men  had  been  seen  lurking 
about  the  village  in  the  afternoon  with  another  sus- 
picious character — a  man  named  Eang.  It  was  assumed  that 
this  third  had  also  been  in  the  mischief,  but  at  present  he 
could  not  be  found.  The  murder  of  Mr.  Louth  and  that  of 
Mr.  Janson  must  have  taken  place  about  the  same  time,  ren- 
dering it  next  to  an  impossibility  that  the  same  parties  were 
guilty  of  both.  The  inquest  was  fixed  for  Monday,  the 
coroner  being  unable  to  hold  it  sooner ;  and  poor  Mr.  Janson 
lay  in  his  own  house,  the  outside  of  which  presented  a  scene 
of  bustle,  night  and  day,  inasmuch  as  it  was  regularly  be- 
sieged by  crowds  of  the  curious,  who  stood  there  for  hours 
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on  the  stietchy  gazing  at  its  closely-curtained  windows.  To- 
wards evening,  on  tlie  Saturday,  their  perseverance  was  grati- 
fyingly  rewarded  by  witnessing  the  arrival  of  Mr.  Janson's 
mother,  who  had  been  sununoned  &om  a  distance.  She  took 
up  her  abode  at  the  sorrowful  house,  although  several  neigh- 
bouriy  offers  to  receive  her  were  made,  and  the  delighted 
crowd  oi  stationary  gazers  was  forthwith  doubled. 

IS'ow  the  reader  cannot  fSsdl  to  perceive  that  suspicion  lay 
fearfully  strong  upon  Mr.  Torke.     His  jealousy  of  his  wife 
and  Mr.  Janson  supplied  the  motive ;  a  jealousy  for  which 
there  was  no  foundation,  save  in  his  own  distorted  mind. 
Certain  attendant  circumstances,  known  to  Mrs.  Torke,  were 
fraught  with  suspicion.    His  staying  out  that  night,  saying 
he  lost  his  way  in  the  fog,  his  steaKng  upstairs  in  the  dark 
when  he  came  home,  and  the  complete  changing  of  his  clothes, 
would  have  been  comparatively  nothing ;  but  there  was  his 
prematurely-proclaitned  knowledge  of   the  murder.      Mrs. 
Torke  heard  of  the  opinion,  expressed  by  the  surgeons,  that 
a  gun  had  probably  been  used  to  inflict  the  blows,  and  she 
shivered  as  she  listened.     Did  her  husband  bring  home  his 
gun  ?    She  could  not  telL     l^either  could  she  arrive  at  any 
satisfactory  conclusion  as  to  the  clothes  he  wore,  whether 
they  were  put  away  in  concealment,  or  whether  they  were 
amongst  those  hanging  openly  in  the  closet ;  for  Mr.  Torke 
was  an  extravagant  man  in  the  matter  of  wearing  apparel^ 
and  possessed  several  suits  for  outdoor  sports.     The  terrible 
suspicion  was  eating  into  her  brain.     And  yet  it  appeared  toa 
monstrous  a  one  to  have  real  foundation. 

On  the  Sunday  morning,  though  Mrs.  Yorke  rose  to  break- 
fast, she  excused  herself  from  going  to  church.  She  said  she 
was  not  sufficiently  well ;  perhaps  it  was  no  false  plea,  for 
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she  looked  very  iU.  Mr.  Yorke  went,  accompanied  by  Misa 
Hardisty  and  Henry  Yorke,  When  they  were  gone,  Maria 
entered  her  bedroom  and  locked  herself  in.  A  desperate 
determination  was  on  her  face,  the  index  to  that  which  hadf 
settled  on  her  mind ;  her  dreadful  fears,  her  uncertainties, 
were  hard  to  bear,  day  and  night  they  were  as  one  living 
agony ;  and  now  that  the  house  was  free  from  interruption 
she  would  search  and  find,  or  not  find,  proo&.  The  gun. 
That  was  the  point ;  had  he  thrown  it  away  as  he  came  home 
that  night,  stained  with  his  crime,  or  had  he  brought  it  home 
with  him  and  concealed  it  ?  A  gun  appeared  as  usual  in  the 
customary  place ;  but — was  it  the  gun  he  had  taken  out  with 
him,  or  the  other  one,  which  he  might  have  reached  from  his 
gun-case  and  put  there  ?  The  gun-case  was  &st,  and  she  had 
no  means  of  ascertaining. 

There  was  an  old-fsishioned  piece  of  furniture,  half  bureau, 
half  chest,  in  the  bedroom,  black  with  age,  very  long  and 
narrow.  Mr.  Yorke  had  laughed  when  this  caught  his  eye 
on  their  taking  possession  of  the  house.  ^'  Why,  it's  long 
enough,"  said  he,  in  a  joking  way,  '^  to  put  a  cofiSn  in."  ECe 
had  appropriated  it  to  himself  for  his  private  use,,  and  this 
was  the  plague-spot  of  dread  to  Mrs.  Yorke;  if  the  gun  was 
in  the  house  concealed,  it  was  there. 

She  had  been  to  the  box  of  tools,  and  by  dint  of  exertion 
she  contrived  to  bring  the  bureau  from  the  wall.  Her  inten- 
tion was  to  break  in  the  back,  satisfy  herself  and  then,  replace 
the  furniture.  Knock,  knock !  hammer,  hammer  I  Two  ser- 
vants were  at  home ;  Charlotte  in  the  nursery,  the  cook  in  the- 
kitchen ;  the  rest  were  at  church.  Whether  they  heard  the-, 
noise,  or,  hearing  it,  what  they  might  think,  Mrs.  Yorke  did 
not  stop  to  inquire ;  her  resolution  was  desperate.     She  per- 
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seyered,  and  at  length  the  wood  was  stove  in.    Not  space 
enough  yet,  but  she  soon  made  it  so. 

Alas  1  she  did  not  require  a  second  glance.  On  the  yeiy 
top  of  all,  quite  at  the  back,  lay  the  gun,  broken.  How  many 
pieces  she  did  not  count,  she  could  not  have  touched  them  for 
the  whole  world ;  they  were  wet,  as  if  they  had  been  soaked 
in  water  for  the  purpose  of  washing,  and  they  lay  on  a  suit  of 
wet  shooting-clothes.  Had  he  got  into  a  pool,  as  he  came 
home  that  night,  to  wash  away  traces?  Probably.  Mrs. 
Yorke  staggered  away  and  sat  down,  pale  and  sick.  Beyond 
all  doubt,  her  husband  was  Edward  Janson's  murderer. 

Again  she  dragiged  up  her  shaking  limbs,  and,  leaving 
everything  as  she  found  it,  save  for  the  great  hole,  pushed 
the  bureau  back  to  its  place.  .  The  first  time  her  husband 
opened  it,  he  would  see  the  hole,  and  detect  what  she  had 
done.  She  cared  not ;  henceforth,  there  was  little  that  she 
would  care  for  in  life.  She  took  up  the  heavy  hammer  and 
the  chisel,  and  was  concealing  them  under  her  black  silk 
apron,  lest  she  should  be  met  going  downstairs  on  her  way  to 
the  tool-box,  when  a  quick  knock  came  to  the  chamber  door 
right  in  front  of  her.  It  startled  her  into  a  scream,  which 
she  could  not  have  prevented  had  her  life  depended  on  it. 

"  Please  ma'am,  it's  only  me,"  said  the  cook's  voice.  And 
what  Mrs.  Yorke  answered  was  a  mystery  to  herself;  but  the 
servant  rejoined — 

^*  It's  a  stranger,  ma'am,  asking  to  see  you  directly,  and 
won't  take  no  denial" 

With  a  ghastly  face  and  a  frame  that  shook  firom  head  to 
foot,  Mrs.  Yorke  opened  one  of  her  drawers,  and  shut  up  the 
hammer  and  chiseL  Then  she  unlocked  the  door,  and  the 
eook  stepped  inside. 
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"  It's  a  strange  lady  who  wants  to  see  you ;  she Why, 

ma'am,  what's  the  matter?    Are  you  not  well  1" 

"  One  of  my  sick  headaches,"  murmured  Mrs.  Yorke.  **  A 
visitor,  did  you  say  ?  I  am  not  well  enough  to  see  any  one. 
Go  and  say  so." 

"  A  few  minutes'  conversation  only,"  interrupted  a  strange 
voice  close  at  the  door ;  and  there  stood  the  visitor,  who  must 
have  silently  followed  the  servant  upstairs.  Her  fistce,  stem 
and  pale,  hore  the  remains  of  severe  beauty ;  and  Mrs.  Yorke 
grew  sick,  as  unto  death,  with  undefined  fears ;  for  she  recog- 
nised Mr.  Janson's  mother. 

She  utterly  lost  her  self-possession.  She  did  not  say, 
**Walk  down  to  the  drawing-room,"  or,  "Walk  in  here/* 
she  only  looked  up  with  her  ghastly  face,  the  picture  of 
terror  and  misery.  Mrs.  Janson  stepped  in,  and  closed  the 
bedroom  door,  fixing  her  searching  eyes  full  upon  Mrs. 
Yorke. 

"  I  have  come  to  ask  you  who  murdered  my  son." 

Mrs.  Yorke  felt  as  if  her  brain  were  turning.  There  stood 
Ms  mother,  putting  that  startling  question,  and  theie,  at  her 
back,  were  the  hidden  pieces  of — ^the — ^gun ;  there,  in  another 
spot,  were  the  hammer  and  chiseL     Ominous  witnesses  alL 

"  Did  ym  kill  himl"  proceeded  Mrs.  Janson. 

Mrs.  Yorke,  in  her  perplexity  and  confusion,  burst  into 
tears. 

"  I  kill  him  !"  she  uttered — "  I  set  on,  and  beat  a  man  te 
death!  It  would  be  physically  impossible.  Why  do  you 
come  here  with  so  cruel  a  thought )" 

"  Ever  since  I  heard  the  details  of  the  crime  yesterday,* 
continued  Mrs.  Janson,  "  my  thoughts  have  never  quitted  it^ 
no,  not  for  an  hour,  for  my  eyes  last  night  were  sleepless.    I 
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have  sought  in  vain  foi  its  motives.  All  tell  me  that  my 
«on  had  no  enemy  heie,  that  he  was  beloved  and  respected. 
To-day  I  heard  that  you  were  living  here,  and  I  said  to  my- 
self, *  There  Hes  the  clue.'  You  could  not  kill  him  yourself, 
you  say ;  perhaps  not,  but  you  might  get  it  done.  Did  you  I" 
Strange  to  say,  Mrs.  Yorke  endured  such  words  without 
indignation.  Indignation  £rom  her ! — when  the  wicked 
instrument  of  his  death  was  within  a  few  inches !  She 
answered  in  a  tone  of  humility,  of  pitiable  depression. 

*'  You  may  spare  yourself  such  thoughts.  I  would  have 
^ven  my  own  life  to  save  his." 

It  may  be  that  her  words  struck  Mrs.  Janson  as  being  the 
words  of  truth,  for  her  voice  lost  some  of  its  harshness. 

*^  Years  ago  you  were  my  son's  bane ;  you  led  him  on  to 
(Love  you,  and  then  lefb  him  for  another :  what  wonder,  then, 
amidst  so  complete  a  dearth  of  motive  for  others'  committing 
the  crime,  that  my  thoughts  should  turn  to  you)" 

''If  I  did  marry  another,  it  was  not  that  I  disliked  your 
€on,"  answered  Mrs.  Yorke,  in  a  low  tone ;  "  it  was  that  cir- 
cumstances were  not  favourable  to  my  marrying  him.  Since 
we  met  again,  on  the  occasion  of  my  coming  here,  we  have 
been  excellent  friends.  Madam,  I  beg  you  to  understand  me 
— friends ;  the  past  was  forgotten  by  both  of  us ;  it  was  never 
once  recalled  or  alluded  to  by  either ;  your  son  has  attended 
my  child,  and  brought  him  through  a  dangerous  illness. 
Pray,  put  away  these  dreadful  ideas,"  added  Mrs.  Yorke,  with 
emotion.  ^'  Your  son  was  the  last  person  in  the  world  whom 
I  would  have  injured." 

''What  makes  you  look  so  illT  demanded  Mrs.  Janson, 
abruptly.     "  It  appears  like  mental  illness,  not  bodily." 
**  I  have  no  objection  to  tell  you  that  I  have  felt  ill  evei 
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fiince  the  news  of  the  horrible  crime  was  biought  to  our  house 
— ^as  I  should  do  had  its  victim  been  any  other  Mend.  And 
to-day/'  she  added,  with  a  £unt  colour  at  her  invention,  ''  I 
have  a  sick  headache,  which  kept  me  &om  church,  and  causes 
me  to  look  as  I  do  now.  Believe  me,  I  knew  no  more  of  the 
crime  than  you  did,  who  were  far  away." 

"  K'or  your  husband  1" 

^My  husband!"  echoed  Mrs.  Yorke,  with  well-feigned 
astonishment.  ^What  motive  could  my  husband  have  in 
wishing  him  ill !  Quite  the  contrary ;  had  I  not  chosen  him, 
when  I  could  have  chosen  Mr.  Janson )"  ** 

Ah,  poor  thing  i  was  it  wrong  that  she  should  appear  thus 
brave  in  his  defence,  guilty  though  she  believed  him  to  be,  in 
her  breaking  heart)  He  was  her  husband;  he  was  the  father 
of  her  children.  Mrs.  Janson's  keen  eyes  were  upon  her. 
Could  she  bear  them,  and  stand  the  ordeal  ? 

'*  Mrs.  Janson,"  said  she,  rising,  and  assuming  a  courageous, 
open  tone,  ''  you  must  search  elsewhere  for  the  guilly  parties 
— ^not  in  our  house." 

Mrs.  Janson  probably  thought  so.    She  likewise  rose. 

'^  Years  ago,  Maria  Saxonbury — ^I  beg  your  pardon,  Mrs. 
Yorke — ^I  told  you  that  should  your  future  existence  be  one 
of  retribution,  you  had  richly  earned  it.  Should  it  have 
been  so,  or  should  it  ever  become  so,  you  may  remember  mj 
words." 

Ay,  she  did  remember  them — ^remembered  them  with  aa 
awful  shudder.  Her  futwre  existence  /  Mrs.  Janson  walked 
to  the  threshold  of  the  chamber,  and  turned  her  gaze  fall  on 

*'Then,  you  can  give  me  no  information  t  No  help— ^no 
clue,  r 
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**  Indeed  I  cannot.  You  might  as  well  ask  me  after  the 
mnideieis  of  Mr.  Louth/'  she  added,  with  desperate  eneigy. 

Mrs.  Janson  turned,  and  hegan  to  descend  the  stairs. 
Maria  made  no  effort  to  show  her  out  or  to  have  her  shown 
out :  the  courtesies  of  life  were  as  nothing  to  her  then.  She 
sat  down  and  strove  to  keep  herself  £rom  fiEonting.  As  she 
heard  her  go  through  the  front  door,  some  one  appealed  to 
enter  it,  and  footsteps  came  up  the  stairs.  Was  it  Mrs.  Janson 
returning  ?  A  cold  fear  was  turning  Maria's  heart  to  dullness^ 
and  something  like  a  dull  sound  began  to  thump  in  her  brain. 
Kot  Mrs.  Janson.    It  was  Miss  Hardisty  who  entered. 

^*  You  1"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Yorke,  glancing  sideways  at  the 
drawer  which  contained  the  hammer,  and  wishing  it  was  safe 
in  its  place.     ''  Church  cannot  be  over  I" 

^'  Ko.  I  came  out  before  the  sermon.  Maria,  you  look 
like  death.  Stay  I  let  me  speak  to  you :  I  came  home  to  do 
so.  I  thought  of  doing  so  yesterday,  but  my  courage  £sdled 
me.    What  shadow  is  it  that  hasfallen  on  the  house?' 

"  Shadow  V  she  gasped. 

''Ay,  shadow.  I  have  known  you  &om  a  child,  and  I 
loved  and  reverenced  Mr.  Yorke's  mother.  I  have  liked  him. 
For  your  sake  and  hers  I  have  resolved  to  speak.  As  I  went 
into  church— Mr.  Yorke  was  in  advance,  and  I  behind  with 
Henry — some  people  stood  in  the  churchyard.  They  did  not 
know  us,  we  were  strangers,  and  they  continued  talking  over 
the  marvel  of  Mr.  Yorke's  knowing  that  the  murder  was 
committed  before  others  could  know  it — ^for  it  seems  that  the 
neighbourhood  trusts  Crane,  who  has  been  in  it  all  his  life, 
in  preference  to  Mr.  Yorke.  I  spoke  a  few  words  to  Henry, 
and  we  went  in.  In  the  commandments,  when  the  cleigy- 
man  repeated,  *  Thou  shalt  do  no  murder,'  and  I  remembered 
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next  to  whom  I  was  standing — Mariai  don't  scream :  sus- 
picion, above  all  things,  must  not  be  courted  herey  even  &om 
your  servants.  Well,  I  felt  as  if  I  caM  not  remain  there  by 
bis  side,  and  when  the  clergyman  went  out  to  change  his 
surplice,  I  left^  and  came  back  to  you.  Let  me  say  to  you 
what  I  have  to  say." 

Mrs.  Yorke  only  bowed  her  head:    She  could  not  speak* 

^Understand,  Maria.  I  assume  no  one's  guilt  or  inno« 
cence ;  I  ask  not  what  led  to  that  incautious  revelation  of 
your  husband's,  the  premature  knowledge  of  the  murder  and 
the  manner  of  its  committal ;  I  would  rather  not  know.  But 
that  avowal  must  be  remedied." 

'^  Eemedied  T  wailed  the  unhappy  lady,  in  a  tone  of  des* 
pair.     "  Oh,  my  children  !" 

'^  There  is  a  remedy,  Maria." 

"HowT 

*'  I  and  Henry  Yorke  must  give  false  testimony,"  continued 
Miss  Hardisty,  in  a  slow,  distinct  whisper.  ''  Your  husband 
also ;  but  to  him  the  speaking  falsely  will  probably  be  of  no 
moment.  Henry,  as  he  came  through  the  village  on  his  way 
to  us  that  night,  saw  the  crowd  gathered  round  Mr.  Janson's 
house ;  and  the  murder,  as  we  have  heard  since,  was  then 
discovered.  He  must  have  heard  the  details;  must  have 
mixed  with  the  crowd  and  heard  them ;  and  he  brought  the 
news  to  us.     Do  you  understand?" 

*'  But  he  did  not  hear  them,"  said  Mrs.  Yorke,  less  quick 
of  comprehension  than  she  would  have  been  at  a  more  tran* 
quil  moment. 

"Ko;  but  he  must  say  he  did;  and  swear  to  it,  if  neces- 
sary. I  am  also  prepared  to  do  so— that  is,  that  I  heard  hin^ 
tell  the  tale  when  he  came  in.    I  am  not  insensible  to  the 
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die^pnce  and  danger — let  us  not  allude  to  the  guilt— of  taking 
a  false  oath/'  added  Miss  Haidisty,  her  voice  growing  haiah, 
and  her  brow  contracting,  **  but  it  may  save  disgrace^  the 
most  frightful  that  can  be  inflicted  on  man,  from  fiedling  on 
Mr.  Yorke,  and  consequently  upon  you  and  your  childrlBiL 
We  must  have  been  under  a  mistake,  you  know :  Mr.  Yoike 
must  have  confounded  the  words  spoken  by  Crane  with  the 
account  afterwards  brought  in  by  Henry  Yorke ;  and  thus  the 
mistake  must  be  explained  away.  Do  you  not  understand 
now,  Maria  r 

<'  Yes — ^yes,"  she  replied.     ^  0  Olivia,"  she  continued  with 
a  shudder,  ''  this  is  a  horrible  affliction !" 

**  Do  not  speak  of  it  to  me,"  hastily  interrupted  IGss 
Hardisty.     **  I  know  that  you  are  innocent,  and  I  would 
rather  not  know  more.    I  wish  I  could  have  saved  you  ftom. 
it,  more  effectually  than  I  am  now  trying  to  save  you  &om 
its  consequences." 

**  But  about  Henry  t"  whispered  Mrs.  Yorke. 

"  Henry  will  be  found  all  right  The  boy's  doubts  were 
excited  before  mine.  Did  you  notice  his  countenance  on 
Friday,  when  Crane  and  Squire  Hipgrave  were  here  )  He  is 
even  more  alive  to  the  dread  and  the  danger  than  I ;  and 
this  plan  is  as  much  his  as  mine,  for  he  met  me  half-way  in 
it  There  is  no  fear  of  Henry :  deep  feeling  and  sound  sense 
lie  under  his  random  manner.  Do  you  suggest  this  course 
to  your  husband,  and  be  assured  of  us.  Fortunately, /offtt- 
natdy^  Mr.  Yorke  did  not  speak  while  Finch  was  in  the  room 
telling  of  Mr.  Louth's  murder,  and  none  of  the  servants 
know  but  what  Henry  Yorke  did  bring  the  news  of  Mr. 
Janson'&" 

In  the  most  intense  paio,  both  of  mind  and  body, — for  the 
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lieadachey  only  put  foTth  as  a  plea  in  the  moming,  had  come 
on  with  violence, — ^Mrs.  Yorke  had  retired  to  hed  before  the 
family  got  home  from  church.  "Eot  to  her  own  bed :  to  a 
small  curtainless  bed  in  the  room  of  Leopold,  which  had  been 
placed  there  for  a  nurse's  use  temporarily,  during  the  boy's 
illness.  She  cared  not  for  the  comments  of  the  servants, 
but  went  up  to  it.  And  yet  her  excuse  to  Finch  proved  that 
she  did  care ;  £or  when  Finch,  in  surprise,  volubly  demanded 
why  her  mistress  had  not  lain  down  in  her  own  room,  she 
answered  that  she  was  here  more  out  of  the  way  of  hearing 
the  noise  of  the  house.  Maria  said  the  same  to  Mr.  Yorke, 
when  he  came  up  and  questioned  her. 

Miss  Hardisty  had  said,  **  Suggest  this  course  to  your  hus- 
band." How  was  she  to  do  it?  If  ever  woman  shrunk 
from  a  topic,  Maria  shrunk  from  that.  The  very  breathing 
of  it  to  her  husband  seemed  as  if  it  would  cost  her  her 
life. 

All  day  she  lay  dwelling  upon  it.  How  should  she  speak) 
how  let  him  know  that  her  suspicions  were  awakened?  In 
the  dusk  of  the  evening  Mr.  Yorke  again  came  up. 

**  Are  you  no  better,  Maria  V 

<'  I  think  I  am  worse,"  she  answered. 

"  You  would  be  more  comfortable  in  your  own  bed." 

**  It  is  quieter  here.  Do  not  stay.  It  must  be  your  dinner- 
time." 

He  bent  to  kiss  her  cheek.  With  a  wail  of  pain,  she 
turned  her  head  away,  and  buried  it  in  the  pillow.  Mr. 
Yorke  bent  over  her,  whispering  soffcly — 

"  What  strange  idea  have  you  been  getting  into  your  head  % 
It  is  a  vjrong  one" 

Speaking  the  words  with  marked  emphasLs^  he  catted  the 
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loom.  Maii%  in  the  course  of  the  eyening,  called  for  Mis» 
Hardisty. 

*'  Yon  must  speak  to  him  yourself  Oliyiay"  she  said.  **  You 
mnst  arrange  all  with  him.    I  cannot  J' 

*'  It  may  be  better  that  I  should,''  quietly  replied  Miss 
Hardisty.  ''It  is  so  essential  that  he  should  understand- 
exactly  what  I  and  Henry  shall  have  to  say." 


CHAPTER  XV, 

THE  DOUBLE  INQUEST. 

Monday  morning  brought  all  the  bustle  of  the  double  inquest 
It  was  held  at  a  public-house  in  the  village.    The  proceedingsr 
in  Mr.  Louth's  case  were  soon  over;  and  then  came  on  Mr. 
Janson's.    The  woman-servant  spoke  to  the  finding  of  the' 
body;  the  doctors,  to  the  cause  of  death — ^the  unfortunate- 
blow  behind  the  ear.    Mrs.  Yorke,  looking  white  as  a  sheet, 
trembling  inwardly  and  outwardly,  told  of  Mr.  Janson's  visit 
to  her  that  afternoon ;  and  Mr.  Yorke's  butler  was  called  ta 
prove  the  hour  of  his  departure  from  the  cottage.    It  was 
striking  five  by  the  hall  dock,  he  said,  as  he  let  Mr.  Janson 
out.     At  the  conclusion  of  Mrs.  Yorke's  testimony,  she  was 
conducted  to  her  carriage,  which  was  in  waiting,  and  driven 
home. 

Next  came  Henry  Yorke.  He  had  seen  the  bustle  round 
Mr.  Janson's  door  in  passing  through  the  village  that  night, 
he  said ;  had  heard  that  Mr.  Janson  was  murdered,  and  had 
told  the  news  when  he  got  to  Alnwick  Cottage.  Miss  Har- 
disty corroborated  this  testimony.  She  was  present  with 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Yorke,  when  Henry  Yorke  entered  and  men 
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Honed  it.  Squire  Hipgrave  observed  to  Miss  Hardisty,  that 
she  bad  not  spoken  of  this  the  following  morning ;  she  bad 
said  it  was  Mr,  Yorke  who  iirst  spoke  about  Janson.  It  was 
not  impossible,  Miss  Hardisty  equably  answered :  what  with 
the  double  murder,  the  horror  of  the  affair,  and  the  mixed-up 
reports,  her  mind  was  in  a  mass  of  confusion.  Mr.  Yorke 
was  next  called.  He  confirmed  Henry  Yorke's  assertion  as 
to  his  bringing  the  news  of  Mr.  Janson's  murder,  and  added 
that  he  had  supposed  it  related  to  the  murder  spoken  of  by 
Crane  the  gardener.     Hence  the  confusion  and  mistake. 

"  Do  you  know  you  have  greatly  relieved  all  our  minds  1" 
<}ried  Squire  Hipgrave,  linking  his  arm  within  Mr.  Yorke's 
as  they,  and  several  more  gentlemen,  came  forth  at  the  con- 
<}lusion  of  the  inquiry.  ''It  was  so  singular  a  thing  that 
you,  or  Crane — ^whichever  it  might  have  been — should  know 
of  the  murder,  in  that  strange  way,  without  being  able  to  say 
whence  you  heard  of  it.  In  short,  I  may  say,  a  suspicious 
thing." 

"  The  fact  is  this,"  said  Mr.  Yorke  confidentially,  "  though 
I  did  not  choose  to  proclaim  it  before  the  coroner,  I  was  half- 
seas  over  that  night,  and  had  a  somewhat  confused  remem- 
brance of  what  passed.  Your  good  salt  beef  at  luncheon. 
Squire,  made  me  drink  like  a  fish ;  and,  not  satisfied  with 
that,  I  must  make  my  dinner,  in  the  evening,  chiefly  of  diioky 
for  my  appetite  had  gone,  but  the  thirst  remained.  When 
I  went  in,  I  did  not  speak  of  what  Crane  and  his  wife  had 
told  me, — ^murder  is  not  a  topic  to  frighten  women  with, — 
and  after  dinner  I  dropped  asleep.  !N'ext  came  in  Finch 
with  her  tale,  which,  as  the  woman  truly  says,  I  heard,  and 
did  not  contradict,  and  next  came  in  Henry  Yorke,  with  the 
history  of  Mr.  Janson's  murder.    What  more  natural  than 
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that  I — ^in  the  state  I  was— -confounded  the  one  with  the 
otheiy  and  assumed  that  hoth  accounts  related  to  the  same— 
to  Jansoni  Thus  it  happened.  And  had  it  not  been  for 
Miss  Haidisty  and  Henry  Yorke^  who^  when  you  and  Ciane 
left  on  Friday  morning,  began  to  think  over  matters,  and 
strove  to  set  me  right,  I  should  have  persisted  in  my  own 
stoiy  for  ever," 

"  Well,  any  way,  I  am  glad  it  is  cleared  up.** 

''  That's  an  intelligent  youth,  that  relation  of  yours,"  said 
Mr.  Maskell.     '^  How  well  he  gave  his  testimony  to-day  I" 

"A  superior  lad,"  remarked  Mr.  Yorke.  "Is  it  quite 
certain  that  the  murderers  of  Louth  and  poor  Janson  were 
not  the  same)" 

"  I  don't  see  that  it  was  possible  they  could  be.  Of  the 
same  gang  they  may  have  been ;  but  the  same  individuals,, 
no.  A  very  disagreeable  thing  for  Mrs.  Yorke  to  have  been 
obliged  to  attend  the  inquest,"  added  Mr.  MaskelL  "  But, 
you  see,  she  was  the  last  person,  so  far  as  we  have  heard^ 
who  saw  Janson  alive." 

"  Yes ;  no  wonder  she  was  nervous.  There  is  some  idea 
afloat  of  Janson's  friends  here  subscribing  together,  and  offer- 
ing  a  reward  for  the  apprehension  of  the  murderers,  is  theror 
not  T  continued  Mr.  Yorke. 

"  We  were  talking  of  it,"  replied  Squire  Hipgrave. 

"  I  should  wish  to  contribute  my  share,"  said  Mr.  Yorke. 
'^  The  sooner  the  murderers  are  discovered,  the  more  satisfac- 
tory it  will  be  for  the  neighbourhood.  Shamefcd  so  to  upset 
a  peaceful  community !  It  has  had  such  an  effect  upon  my 
household,  especially  on  Mrs.  Yorke,  that  I  do  not  think  we 
shall  remain.  I  tell  them  that  because  two  men  were  killed 
in  one  night,  it  is  no  reason  for  supposing  they  are  going  to 
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be  killed ;  bat  their  fears  are  aroused,  and  I  can  make  no 
impression.  However,  stop  or  go,  I  will  be  one  of  the  first 
to  join  in  offering  a  reward.    Mr.  Maskell,  have  the  goodness 

to  put  my  name  down  for What  sum  are  the  rest  going 

to  contribute  r  broke  off  Mr.  Yorke. 

"We  were  thinking  of  five  pounds  each.  There  will  be  ten 
of  us,  or  so,  which  will  bring  it  up  to  fifty  pounds." 

"  Fifty  pounds !"  somewhat  contemptuously  ejaculated  Mi 
Yorke.     "  I  do  not  think  that  sum  will  do  much  good.'' 

"  Shall  I  add  your  name,  sir  ?'  asked  Mr.  MaskelL 

"  Yes.     For  a  thousand  pounds !" 

The  reply  was  spoken  quietly,  but  those  around  were 
startled  at  the  magnitude  of  the  sum.  What  had  Edward 
Janson  been  to  Mr.  Yorke  that  he  should  offer  it? 

"  I  would  freely  give  it  to  bring  the  murderer  to  light,"  re- 
sumed Mr.  Yorke,  as  if  he  had  divined  their  thoughts. 

Mr.  Yorke  went  home.  Mrs.  Yorke  was  alone  in  the 
drawing-room  as  he  entered,  and  she  motioned  to  him  to 
dose  the  door.  "  Now,"  said  she,  "  what  is  to  be  your  course?" 

''My  course  !"  repeated  Mr.  Yorke,  with  a  keen  gaze  at  her 
pale,  resolute  face. 

"  Spare  me  from  entering  into  details,"  she  said.  "  It  is 
enough  for  me  to  say,  that  I  know  who  was  the  destroyer  of 
Janson." 

"  You  do  not,"*  rejoined  Mr.  Yorke. 

"  He  is  known  to  me,  to  Olivia  Hardisty,  and  to  Henry. 
The  testimony  they  gave  this  day  at  the  inquest  might  prove 
it  to  you.     I  have  seen  the  proofe  of  the  crime." 

"  The  proofs !"  repeated  Mr.  Yorke. 

"Yes,"  she  answered,  looking  down.  "The  washed-out 
clothes  and  the  broken  gun." 
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A  very  angry  expression  escaped  his  lips.  ^*  Who  has  daied 
to  become  a  spy  upon  me  V 

"  1  have,"  she  replied,  "  I  broke  in  the  back  of  the  bureau. 
Let  it  pass  :  there  is  no  time  to  waste  words.  Henceforward 
I  am  not  your  wife,  Mr.  Yorke ;  no,  nor  your  friend ;  but 
your  deadly  enemy.  But  for  the  name  my  children  bear,  I 
would  deliver  you  up  to  justice.  The  same  place  can  no  longer 
hold  us  both,  and  you  must  leave  this." 

"Not  at  your  bidding,"  returned  Mr.  Yorke.  "I  have 
business  in  London,  and  shall  proceed  thither  to-day.* 

"  Go  where  you  will,  stay  where  you  will,  so  that  it  be  not 
England,"  she  impetuously  rejoined.  "  You  may  enjoy  the 
half  of  your  property  for  your  life ;  the  remainder  must  be 
secured  to  me.  Without  my  children,  I  would  not  touch  a 
stiver  of  it  j  but  they  must  be  properly  reared." 

"  Upon  my  word,  Maria,  you  carry  things  with  a  high 
hand," 

"  I  do,"  she  answered,  beginning  to  tremble,  **  You  have 
put  yourself  into  my  power,  and  I  must  make  my  own  terms. 
If  ever  you  attempt  to  inhabit  the  same  house  with  me  and 
your  children  again,  I  shall  have  no  resource  but  to  proclaim 
the  truth." 

"  You  talk  coolly  of  separation !  Some  wives  would  feel 
a  pang  at  parting  with  their  husbands." 

She  burst  into  tears.  Until  that  dreadful  discovery  shd 
would  have  felt  one.  "  I  cannot  help  myself,"  she  wailed, 
**  You  have  made  my  future  a  course  of  abject  terror,  shame, 
misery ;  you  have  entailed  infamy  on  your  children." 

"  Softly,  if  you  please.    I  have  not  done  this." 

She  lifted  her  hand  with  a  passionate  gesture,  as  if  she 
demanded  silence.     "Saxonbury  must  be  mine/'  she  said. 
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after  a  pause.     "It  is  well  that  my  father's  grandchildren 
should  be  reared  in  it." 

"Quite  welL  Will  you  go  back  to  it  at  once,  or  wait 
here  until  the  end  of  the  term  that  the  Cottage  was  taken 
for  r 

She  doubted  his  good  faith,  he  spoke  so  readily.  "  I  will 
go  back  to  it,"  she  answered.  "But  I  can  make  all  these 
arrangements  for  myself  when  you  have  left  You  can  bid 
farewell  to  your  children  before  you  start ;  a  farewell  that  must 
last  you  for  ever." 

"About  the  *for  ever,'  we  shall  see,"  replied  Mr.  Yorke, 
speaking  with  some  irony.     "You   speak  coolly,  I  say,  of 
separation.     Possibly  it  is  what   you  have   been    contem- 
plating r 

"  Until  Tiow  the  separating  from  you  would  have  been  the 
greatest  grievance  that  life  could  have  brought,"  she  wailed. 
*^  I  had  grown  to  love  you.  Yes,  Arthur,  let  me  say  it  in  this 
our  last  hour,  if  our  marriage  had  been  productive  of  nothing 
else,  it  had  brought  out  my  love  for  you.  ITo,  touch  me 
not,"  she  cried,  retreating,  as  he  would  have  taken  her  hand. 
"  It  is  ended,  and  you  have  been  the  one  to  put  a  barrier  be- 
tween us.  fou  shall  never  touch  so  much  as  my  hand  again. 
Yours  is  red." 

His  wife,  whom  he  had  so  loved !  The  signs  of  deep  emo- 
tion— emotion  which  she  could  not  understand — arose  to  Mr. 
Yorke's  countenance.  Was  he  feeling  that  he  had  no  resource 
but  to  become  an  exile,  out  of  regard  to  his  own  hoped-for 
safety  ?  Had  the  awful  fact  already  stamped  itself  on  his 
brain,  that  a  murderer  is  never  safe,  go  where  he  will?  that 
the  wings  of  pursuit  seem  flying  after  him  for  ever  ?  But 
for  that  wretched,   premature  avowal,  suspicion  would  not 
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have  pointed  to  him'?  What  madness  possessed  him  to 
make  it  '^ 

"  I  have  offered  a  thousand  pounds  for  the  discovery  of 
the  murderer,"  said  he,  in  a  cold  hard  tone  to  Maria. 

She  lifted  her  hands  again,  as  if  she  would  heat  these  mock- 
ing words  off.     He  went  up  to  her. 

'"  One  kiss,  Maria,  hefore  I  go." 

And  in  spite  of  her  resistance,  of  her  shrinking  dread  of 
"being  embraced  by  one  who  had  become  so  great  a  criminal, 
Mr.  Yorke,  in  his  strength,  folded  her  face  to  his,  and  kissed  it 
passionately. 

He  left  the  house  at  dusk,  to  become  a  fugitive,  as  his  wife 
verily  believed,  on  the  face  of  the  earth.  She  fell  on  a  chair 
after  she  had  watched  him  away.  The  excitement  which  had 
buoyed  her  up  thoughout  the  day  was  subsiding  now. 

The  sharers  in  the  fatal  secret — ^Miss  Hardisty  and  Henry 
— ^hastened  to  her.  They  also  had  been  watching  the  de^ 
jparture. 

"  He  is  gone  for  ever,"  she  murmured  to  them.  "  I  pray 
^you  let  this  dreadful  thing  sink  into  oblivion.  Henry,  you 
are  but  a  boy.     Are  you  sure  of  yourself?" 

"  Maria,  if  I  were  not  sure  of  myself,  I  should  never  have 
undertaken  to  save  him,"  whispered  the  lad.  "  Eather  than 
betray  Yorke,  I  would  say  I  did  the  murder  myself;  for  the 
>  sake  of  you  and  the  children." 


CHAPTEE  XVI, 

FEVEB. 


TilRS.  Yorke's  intention  had  been  to  leave  Alnwick  Cottage 
forthwith  for  Saxonbury.     The  very  neighbourhood  had  be- 
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«ome  hateful  to  her.  If  she  could  have  left  it  the  night  thai 
witnessed  the  departure  of  Mr.  Yorke,  she  would  have  done 
fio.  Preparations,  however,  had  to  be  made,  orders  given, 
notice  to  people  in  Oxford  to  send  in  their  accounts,  notice  to 
he  given  to  Saxonbury  of  their  arrival  Maria  would  have 
left  all  arrangements  undone,  have  confided  to  an  agent  the 
settling  of  afiOairs,  but  that  she  feared  her  hasty  removal, 
following  on  that  of  Mr.  Yorke's,  might  excite  suspicion. 
Terrible  fears  were  at  work  within  her. 

And,  what  with  the  fears  to  come,  and  the  horror  she  had 
passed  through ;  what  with  the  awful  ending  to  her  love  and 
hor  wedded  life,  for  she  really  had  grown  to  love  and  esteem 
her  husband ;  before  those  preparations  were  completed,  and 
the  day  of  departure  had  come,  Maria  Yorke  was  stricken 
with  fever.    Almost  a  brain  fever. 

It  was  all  Olivia  Hardisty's  care  to  keep  people  from  the 
room.  She  knew  not  what  words  Maria  might  give  vent  to 
in  her  ravings.  Constituting  herself  chief  nurse,  she  barred 
the  door  to  all  save  the  doctors  and  Finch.  Finch  had  to  be 
admitted  occasionally ;  there  was  no  help  for  it — ^the  doctors 
of  course.  No  longer  Mr.  Janson.  He,  poor  fellow,  would 
never  more  attend  any;  never  more,  never  more.  The 
gentleman  who  had  temporarily  taken  charge  of  his 
patients  came  to  Mrs.  Yorke,  with  a  physician  from  a  dis- 
tance.  Xhey  could  not  think  what  could  have  brought  on 
brain  fever. 

Neither  could  Finch.  Finch,  who  was  given  to  talk  in- 
cessantly, faithful  servant  though  she  was,  did  not  cease  ex- 
pressing her  wonder  to  Miss  Hardisty.  And  Finch  could 
make  nothing  of  the  ravings. 

^<  She  seems  to  be  for  ever  mixing  Mr,  Janson  and  master 
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up  together,  as  if  they  were  having  a  perpetual  quarrel.  Ifs 
odd  that  that  should  run  in  her  mind." 

"  It  would  be  very  odd  if  her  thoughts  did  not  run  on  Mr» 
Janson,  considering  the  circumstances/'  returned  Miss  Har* 
disty  with  composure.  "  Poor  Mr.  Janson  went  straight  out 
from  her  presence  to  his  murder,  as  may  be  said,  and  she  had 
to  give  evidence  that  he  did.  I  do  wonder  whether  the  thou* 
sand  pounds  reward,  offered  by  Mr.  Yorke,  will  bring  any- 
thing to  Ughtr 

"  It's  to  be  hoped  it  will,"  said  Finch.  "  I'd  lay  another 
thousand,  if  I  had  it,  that  it  was  some  of  the  same  gang. 
Wouldn't  you,  ma'am  9  They  are  all  returned  convicts,  it  is 
said." 

Miss  Hardisty  coughed.  "Those  returned  convicts  are^ 
many  of  them,  dreadful  men,  standing  at  nothing." 

"  What  seems  to  me  the  oddest  thing  of  all,"  cried  Finch, 
**  is,  that  master  does  not  come.  A  fortnight  to-morrow  since 
my  mistress  was  taken  ill,  and  he  has  never  been  here !" 

"  He  does  not  know  of  it,"  said  Miss  Hardisty,  in  her  im- 
perturbable manner.  "  With  his  wife  in  this  insensible  state, 
I  deemed  it  useless  to  write  to  him.  I  shall  write  when  sho 
is  a  little  better." 

"  I  should  write  now  if  I  knew  where  he  was,"  said  Finch, 
independently.  "  But  I  don't  know.  He  was  not  going  to 
Saxonbury  when  he  left  here.  His  things  were  directed  for 
London." 

Maria  survived  the  disease,  and  began  slowly  to  improve. 
Olivia  Hardisty,  when  the  danger  was  over,  wrote  to  Mr. 
Yorke  to  tell  him  of  her  iUness,  addressing  the  letter  to 
his  banker's  in  London.     Just  a  few  lines,  telling  of  tho 
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bare  fact — that  she  had  been  in  danger^  but  was  going  on  to 
recovery. 

Partial  recovery  came  more  speedily  than  they  could  have 
hoped.  But  with  the  recovery  of  body,  all  the  distress  of 
mind  returned. 

"  Take  me  from  here,"  implored  the  invalid  of  Miss  Har- 
disty,  the  first  day  she  sat  up.  ''  I  cannot  bear  it,  I  seem 
to  see  the  murder  in  every  comer." 

"  You  shall  go,  my  dear,  as  soon  as  ever  you  are  strong 
enough  to  bear  the  journey,"  was  the  soothing  answer. 

A  few  more  days,  and  she  was  able  to  move  into  a  sitting* 
room.  Orders  were  given  for  their  departure  on  the  next 
day  but  one. 

"It  might  be  to-morrow,"  pleaded  Maria,  her  wan  face, 
beautiful  in  its  attenuation,  looking  eagerly  up  from  the 
pillows  of  her  fauteuil, 

"  We  may  not  risk  a  second  illness  for  you,  Maria,"  was 
the  reply  of  Miss  Hardisty.  "  Thursday  will  be  the  very 
earliest  day  that  you  must  venture." 

Maria  sighed.  She  was  feverishly  eager  to  get  away  from 
Offord ;  to  get  back  to  Saxonbury ;  but  a  conviction  every 
now  and  then  arose  in  her  heart  that  Saxonbury  might  prove 
even  less  tolerable.  Her  whole  life — and  she  saw  it — ^must 
be  one  of  ceaseless  terror ;  there  could  be  no  rest  anywhere. 
Lady  Saxonbury  was  herself  ill  in  London,  and  had  not  been 
able  to  come  to  her  in  this  iUness.  Maria  was  glad  to  be 
spared  her  presence :  she  seemed  to  turn  with  a  sick  feeling 
of  despair  from  all  whom  she  had  ever  known, 

"  Squire  Hipgrave's  asking  for  you,  ma'am,"  said  Charlotte, 
putting  her  head  inside  the  room  door  and  addressing  Miss 
Hardisty.     "  He  is  in  the  drawing-room."* 
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Miss  Haidiflty  rose,  folded  her  work  together,  and  descended 
not  acknowledging  to  herself  that  she  felt  glad  to  escape  the 
monotony  of  the  sick-room.  Squire  Hipgrave  was  standing 
at  the  window,  looking  out. 

"  Good-morning,"  said  he,  turning  to  shake  hands.  "  Mrs. 
Yorke's  hotter,  I  find.  "Will  she  he  well  enough  to  heait  the 
news  ?    We  have  caught  the  murderer  of  Mr.  Janson." 

A  mist  came  over  Olivia  Hardisty's  sight.  She  felt  her 
way  to  a  chair.  Did  Squire  Hipgrave  mean  the  real 
murderer? 

"I  thought  rd  come  and  tell  you  the  first  thing,"  continued 
the  squire.  '' There's  not  a  douht  that  Yorke's  thousand 
pounds  has  imearthed  the  fellow." 

Miss  Hardisty  hegan  to  inquire  into  particulars :  but  8h& 
felt  that  her  voice  sounded  sharp  and  shrilL 

"  It  was  the  man  King,  who  had  been  seen  with  the  other 
two  in  the  afternoon.  While  the  two  watched  for  young 
Louth,  King  thought  he'd  do  a  little  business  on  his  own 
account,  and  attacked  Mr.  Janson.  He  has  been  in  hiding 
ever  since." 

"  How  ii?  it  known  %'*  asked  Miss  Hardisty,  feeling  that  it 
was  not  King. 

"One  of  the  gang,  attracted  by  the  reward,  has  come  for* 
ward  to  betray  him.  Quite  a  lad,  the  informer  is,  not  more 
than  sixteen.  He  has  disclosed  both  the  man's  crime  and  his 
hiding-place.  They  are  not  proof  against  money,  these  rogues 
— would  sell  their  comrades  for  it,  if  the  bribe's  a  high  one." 

"  Was  he  seen  to  murder  him  V*  inquired  Miss  Hardisty. 

"  ITo,     I  suppose  not.     I  have  heard  nothing  of  that." 

**  Then,  in  point  of  fact,  the  guilt  rests  only  on  the  con* 
fession  of  this  lad  V* 
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"That's  all." 

Miss  Hardisty  shook  her  head,  leaving  the  squire  to  infer, 
that  she  accepted  his  news,  as  he  rose  to  depart.  She  did, 
Hot  say  that  she  knew  too  much  of  the  gmlt  of  another,  to^ 
believe  him. 

Offord  was  up  in  arms,  when  the  man.  King,  was  brought* 
in  for  his  examination  before  the  magistrate.  That  proceed- 
ing took  place  subsequent  to  Squire  Hipgrave's  interview  with. 
Miss  Hardisty. 

The  informer's  testimony  was  to  the  following  effect  That 
Xing  had  come  home  one  night  to  the  hiding-place  of  the 
gang,  in  a  desperate  fright  He  accounted  for  it  by  saying 
that  Cooke  and  Bamell  (the  two  men  taken)  had  planned  an 
attack  on  young  Louth,  and  that  meanwhile  he,  King^  went 
back  to  the  village  and  set  on  to  watch  for  Janson.  He  had. 
heard  that  Janson  often  carried  a  good  bit  of  money  about 
him,  receiyed  as  fees.  King  stole  into  Janson's  garden^  and 
there  waited^  knowing  it  was  the  entrance  he  often  used.  In. 
less  than  a  quarter  of  an  hour  Janson  came  in,  and  he,  King,, 
attacked  him.  He  struck  him  down ;  he  believed  that  he^ 
killed  Mm-;  andJie  was  in  the  act  of  rifling  his  pockets  when, 
somebody  came  up  to  interrupt.  He,  King,*  attacked  thor 
fiiesh  comer ;  but  there  he  had  his  match.  A  scufSe  ensued,  and 
the  stranger^s  gun  was  broken  in  it;  and  he.  King,  finding  he 
was  getting  the  worst,  got  away  and  made  the  best  of  his  load 
home,  arriving  there  in  a  £:ight  He  had  not  intended  to  kill. 
Janson,  &r  from  it  \  only  to  disable  him  while  he  eased  him. 
of  his  money.  Neither  had  the  other  two  thought  to  kill 
Louth,  and  that  gentleman's  powerful  resistance  had  led  to^ 
the  eviL 

Such  was  the  testimony  given  by  the  ax^prover,  and  thera- 
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could  be  little  doubt  that  such  were  the  facts.  Indeed,  before 
that  day  came  to  an  end,  the  facts  were  proved,  by  the  con- 
fession of  King.  Prostrated  by  his  capture,  and  especially 
by  the  treachery  of  his  comrade,  he  appeared  completely  to 
lose  heart  and  spirit.  In  a  reckless,  despairing  tone,  he  said 
to  the  police  that  he  might  as  well  make  a  clean  breast  of  it ; 
and  he  described  the  circumstances  more  minutely  than  the 
informer  had  done.  He  could  not  make  it  out,  he  said,  how 
it  was  that  Janson  had  died  so  easily ;  but  he  knew  blows 
under  the  left  ear  had  turned  out  awkward,  before  now.  When 
asked  who  it  was  that  came  to  the  interruption,  King  replied 
that  he  did  not  know.  It  was  a  tall,  strong  man,  dressed,  so 
far  as  he  could  see  for  the  fog,  in  a  sporting  suit ;  his  tongue 
that  of  a  gentleman. 

Olivia  Hardisty  shook  with  fear,  had  shaken  ever  since  the 
man  was  captured.  That  King  was  the  real  murderer,  she 
never  believed  :  she  had  too  much  cause  to  attribute  the  crime 
to  another.  But  a  very  confused  account  of  the  examination 
had  been  carried  to  Alnwick  Cottage. 

"  Do  not  acquaint  Mrs.  Yorke  with  this  unpleasant  stir 
about  the  murder,"  Miss  Hardisty  said  to  Finch.  "  She  is 
not  in  a  state  for  such  excitement. *' 

Finch,  however,  judged  differently,  and  Finch  was  one  who 
liked  to  exercise  her  own  will.  She  judged  that  it  would  be 
rather  a  pleasant  divertisement  to  her  mistress,  to  hear  that 
there  was  some  chance  of  Mr.  Janson's  murder  being  avenged. 
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CHAPTEE   XVII. 

A  TALE  FOB  THE  CHRISTMAS  DESSERT-TABLE. 

On  Thursday  morning  they  were  up  betimes  at  Alnwick  Cot- 
tage. Mid-day  was  to  witness  their  departure  from  it.  Even 
Mrs.  Yorke  was  in  the  sitting-room  by  ten  o'clock.  It  was 
a  room  adjoining  her  bed-chamber.  Finch  shook  up  the 
pillows  of  her  easy-chair,  and  drew  it  near  the  window.  The 
day  was  bright,  for  winter ;  the  landscape  lovely. 

"  Is  everything  packed  V*  asked  Mrs.  Yorke. 

"All's  ready,"  replied  Finch.  "I  have  nothing  to  do 
between  now  and  the  time  we  start." 

Perhaps  it  was  because  she  had  nothing  to  do  that  Finch 
judged  it  well  to  improve  the  time  by  telling  her  mistress  of 
the  capture  of  King,  and  his  confession. 

"  The  man  is  taken,  and  has  confessed,"  she  said.  "  He 
admits  having  stopped  inside  Mr.  Janson's  garden,  and  killed 
him." 

Maria  held  a  handkerchief  to  her  &ce  to  hide  the  terror 
that  settled  there^ 

"  Who  is  it  that  is  taken  ?"  she  gasped. 

"  The  man  Ejng,  ma'am ;  one  of  that  dreadful  gang.  It 
was  thought  from  the  first  that  he  might  have  done  it." 

"  Send  Miss  Hardisty  to  me,"  murmured  Maria. 

Miss  Hardisty  came.  She  had  told  Mrs.  Yorke  the  tale, 
80  far  as  she^knew  it.  Suddenly,  in  the  midst  of  telling  it, 
she  gave  a  startled  shriek :  for  there  stood  Mr.  Yorke,  inside 
the  room  door. 
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He  looked  as  if  he  had  come  off  a  journey.  He  had  a 
great-coat  on  his  arm,  and  was  unwinding  a  warm  cravat  from 
his  neck.  Laying  them  on  a  chair^  he  advanced  and  stood 
before  his  wife. 

"  Are  you  satisfied  now,  Maria  ?' 

What  was  she  to  believe?  Was  he  guilty  or  not  guilty? 
She  looked  up,  a  strangely  yearning  look  on  her  white  fetce, 
her  thin  hands  clasped  before  her.  Miss  Hardisty,  in  her 
impulsive  eagerness,  laid  hold  of  the  arm  of  Mr.  Yorke. 

"  Were  you  not  guilty  V 

"  No !"  he  burst  forth,  a  haughty  flush  dyeing  his  forehead* 
''  I  was  the  one  who  interrupted  the  wretched  murderer  at 
his  work — as  he  has  now  confessed.  Leave  me  a  few  minutes 
alone  with  my  wife,  will  you,  Miss  Hardisty  V 

Miss  Hardisty,  walking  quite  humbly,  from  her  sudden 
conviction  of  his  truth  and  their  own  mistake,  crossed  the 
room  and  descended  the  stairs.  Mr.  Torke,  as  before,  stood 
in  front  of  his  wife,  upright,  his  arms  folded,  and  looking 
down  at  her. 

"  Which  is  true,  Arthur  1"  she  gasped. 

"  ITeed  you  ask  V'  was  his  rejoinder,  spoken  sternly. 

"  But  why  did  you  not  tell  me  at  the  time  T 

"  Before  I  reply  to  that  question,  will  you  answer  me  one? 
If  I  had  told  you,  if  I  had  gone  so  far  as  to  swear  to  my  own 
innocence,  would  you  have  believed  me  ?*' 

"Eo ;  she  felt  that  she  should  not,  then. 

*^  I  saw  that  all  the  assertion  I  could  have  made  on  my 
own  part  would  not  dissipate  the  impression  you  had  taken 
up,"  resumed  Mr.  Yorke.  "  Therefore  I  could  Ijjit  leave  it  to 
the  elucidation  of  time.  I  did  what  I  could.  I  offered  a 
high  reward.     I  placed  the  matter  in  the  hands  of  the  London 
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detective  police.  When  I  left  here,  and  you  so  pleasauitly 
consigned  me  to  a  perpetual  exile,  my  journey  was  direct  to 
Scotland  Yard.  But  that  circumstances  did  favour  your  view, 
Maiia,  I  might  have  felt  inclined  to  take  you  at  your  word, 
and  render  our  separation  perpetuaL** 

The  scales  seemed  to  fall  from  her  eyes.  A  conviction  of 
his  innocence,  of  his  present  truth,  seated  itself  within  her. 
She  leaned  forward  in  her  weakness,  and  sohbed  aloud  upon 
his  breast. 

Mr.  Yorke  wound  his  arm  fondly  round  her,  giving  her 
the  explanation  that  he  did  not  give  her  formerly.  He  had 
gone  back  to  the  village  that  evening,  intending  to  beard 
Janson  in  his  own  house  ;  to  forbid  his  visits.  He  watched 
for  Janson  coming  home,  but  he  watched  the  fr(mi  door» 
Janson  meanwhile  entered  at  the  garden  door,  in  the  side 
lane,  unseen  by  Mr.  Yorke.  Standing  there  quietly,  he  heard 
a  groan,  more  than  one,  and  penetrated  to  the  spot  whence  they 
apparently  came,  the  garden.  The  attacker  of  Mr.  Janson 
turned  and  attacked  him,  and  in  the  scuffle  the  gun  was  broken. 
The  robber  got  away,  and  he,  Mr.  Yoike,  stooped  down  to 
examine  Janson.  He  had  matches  in  his  pocket,  and  strmck 
them,  and  he  saw  that  Janson  was  indisputably  dead.  He 
left  himj  and  made  the  best  of  his  way  home  with  his  broken 
gun ;  but  he  wandered  out  of  the  road  in  the  fog,  and  got 
into  a  pooL 

"  Why  did  you  not  give  the  alarm  1  why  did  you  not  speak 
of  it  ?"  reiterated  Mrs.  Yorke. 

"  I  can  scarcely  tell  why,*'  replied  Mr.  Yorke.  "  My  feel- 
ing againsji  Janson  that  night  was  one  of  bitter  anger.  I 
should  not  have  killed  him,  as  the  burglar  did ;  I  should  not 
have  struck  him ;  but  I  am  not  sure  that  it  was  altogether  a 
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feeling  of  grief  that  crossed  my  heart,  when  I  saw  him  lying 
there — dead." 

Maria  did  not  speak.     Her  ^e  was  buried. 

"  I  scrambled  out  of  the  pool  and  came  home,"  continued 
Mr.  Yorke.  "  As  I  reached  the  gate,  Crane  and  his  wife  were 
passing ;  they  seemed  in  distress,  in  alarm,  s^nd  I  inquired 
the  cause.  *  A  poor  gentleman  had  just  been  murdered,'  they 
said.  I  never  supposed,  and  naturally,  that  they  alluded  to 
any  murder  but  Janson's,  I  supposed  that  the  body  had 
been  found  and  the  news  had  spread.  Do  you  remember,"  he 
somewhat  abruptly  added,  "  that  I  called  to  you  for  a  light, 
when  I  came  in,  and  asked  you  to  bring  it  up  yourself?" 

"  Quite  well." 

"My  intention  was  to  tell  you  of  what  had  happened. 
Maria,  I  believe  the  feeling  in  my  heart  was  to  taunt  you — 
that  the  man  whom  I  had  just  before  seen  with  his  hand  in 
yours,  was  dead  and  out  of  the  way  for  ever.  In  the  few 
moments  that  elapsed  between  my  calling  and  your  appear- 
ance with  the  light,  the  mood  changed,  and  I  resolved  to  say 
nothing.  I  bundled  my  clothes,  wet  with  the  pool,  into  the 
long  press,  laid  the  broken  gun  upon  them,  and  came  down 
to  dinner." 

"Why  did  you  lay  them  there,  out  of  the  way?" 

"  As  I  said  before,  I  can  scarcely  tell  you.  In  my  ill- 
feeling  against  Janson,  I  believe  I  resolved  not  to  disclose 
that  I  had  seen  anything  of  the  murder ;  to  be  entirely  silent 
upon  the  point.  For  one  thing,  Maria — and  I  have  felt 
ashamed  of  myself  ever  since — I  was  the  worse  for  drink  that 
evening.  In  my  sober  senses  I  should  probably  have  acted 
very  differently  throughout ;  but  I  was  not  in  my  sober  senses. 
I  had  drunk  a  good  deal  at  Squire  Hipgrave's;  he  had  two 
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or  three  hard  drinkers  at  his  luncheon-table  that  day,  hearty 
sportsmen,  and  I  drank  with  the  rest.  Again^  while  I  was 
waiting  for  Janson,  near  his  house,  I  turned  into  a  public- 
house  and  drank  more — some  brandy-and-water.  Tou  must 
have  seen  that  I  had  taken  too  much.'' 

"  Yes,"  she  answered. 

"  Afterwards  there  came  that  unhappy  suspicion,  through 
my  having  mixed  up  the  one  murder  with  the  other.  That 
suspicion  did  attach  to  me,  I  could  not  fail  to  ^e ;  and  I  was 
really  thankful  to  Olivia  Hardisty  and  to  Henry  Yorke  for 
helping  me  to  a  way  out  of  it.  To  have  tardily  confessed^ 
then,  to  what  I  had  seen,  would  never  have  done;  it  might 
only  have  brought  suspicion  more  tangibly  upon  me.  People 
would  have  asked  what  brought  me  in  Janson's  garden." 

"  Arthur,"  she  said,  raising  her  white  face,  "  you  might 
have  confessed  this  to  us  at  home." 

"  With  what  chance  of  receiving  credence  V* 

It  was  the  old  question.     An  unsatis&ctory  one  now. 

"  I  judged  it  better  to  bide  my  time,"  said  Mr.  Yorke; 
**  We  will  have  Henry  to  spend  Christmas  with  us,  and  make 
it  a  Christmas  tale  for  after  dinner.  Ill  give  it  them  at 
dessert.    I  suppose  I  may  come  home  to  Saxonbury  again  V* 

She  was  crying  softly  and  silently,  happy  tears  now.  Mr. 
Yorke  held  her  closer,  and  bent  to  kiss  them  away.  "  I  think 
you  have  saved  my  life,  Arthur,"  she  whispered. 

"  You  were  going  to  Saxonbury  to-day,  were  you  not  V 

"  Yes ;  by  the  mid-day  train." 

"  But  I  perceive  you  are  not  fit  to  travel.  Shall  we  stay 
on  here  a  few  days,  and  see  a  little  more  of  this  strange  drama 
played  out  i" 

"  Oh  yes,  if  you  please,"  she  xeadily  answered.    **  All  the 
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places  in  the  world  seem  glad  ones  to  me  now.  I  have  had 
hiain  fever,  Arthur." 

^  I  know  you  have.  I  had  a  bulletin  up  daily  of  your 
progress." 

"  From  whom  1"  she  inquired,  in  surprise. 

"  From  the  physician.  Had  he  warned  me  of  danger,  I 
should  have  hastened  to  you.  He  thought  I  was  detained  in 
town  by  law  business,  and  could  not  leave.  Maria,"  he  more 
gravely  added,  "  never  you  doubt  my  care  and  love  again." 

"  I  have  never  doubted  them,"  she  replied.     "  I  .» 

Arthur,"  she  broke  off,  gazing  at  him  earnestly,  "  it  is  I  who 
ought  to  enjoin  that.  The  cloud  fell  on  your  mind,  not  on 
mine.     Has  it  gone  awayl" 

"  It  has.  I  believe  I  was  wrong,  Maria.  At  any  rate,  it 
can  never  now  return." 

"  Thank  God !"  she  murmured.     "  Quite  gone  I" 

*'  Quite  gone,"  repeated  Mr.  Yorke,  regarding  the  remark 
as  a  question.  ^*  If  another  thousand  pounds  would  bring 
Janson  back  to  life,  Maria,  I  would  freely  give  it." 

'*  Shall  you  speak  abroad,  now,  of  what  you  saw  of  the 
murder  1" 

"  ITo.  It  would  answer  no  end,  for  I  could  not  swear  to 
the  assailant.  I  disclosed  the  whole  to  one  of  the  head  police 
in  London ;  but  there's  no  necessity  to  proclaim  it  further  for 
the  benefit  of  the  public.  "We  will  keep  it  as  a  secret.  A 
less  weighty  one  than  that  you  have  been  hugging  to  your 
heart,  Maria." 

A  sudden  pushing  open  of  the  room  door.  Master  Leopold 
flew  in  boisterously,  followed  by  Finch,  grumbling.  "  Papa  ! 
papa !"  shouted  the  boy  in  his  delight.  And  Mr.  York© 
caught  him  in  his  arms. 
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Finch  stood  transfixed  with  surprise.  "  Why,  sir,  when  did 
you  come  ?*' 

"  Ten  minutes  ago,"  said  Mr.  Yorke.  "  I  am  telling  your 
mistress  that  she  will  do  well  to  remain  on  here  a  little  longer, 
until  she  shall  he  more  fit  to  travel." 

"  You  can  unpack,  Finch,**  said  her  mistress. 

"  Well,  that  is  a  hother,"  cried  Finch,  who  was  in  the 
hahij},  from  long  service,  of  saying  pretty  well  what  she 
pleased.     "  Have  you  come  to  stay  too,  sir  ?" 

"  Yes,"  said  Mr.  Yorke. 

But  they  got  home  to  Saxonhury  in  time  for  the  Christmas 
dinner.  And  as  to  Offord,  it  has  not  done  talking  yet  of  the 
tragedy  enacted  on  that  foggy  night,  or  of  the  flight  the 
whole  village  made  to  the  county  town  to  see  the  three  men 
executed. 

The  douhle  murder  it  is  called  to  this  day. 


THE  END, 


ME.   JSrORTH'S   BEEAM. 


DRIVEN  FpRTH. 

The  house  stood  in  the  midst  of  extensive  grounds  in  one  of 
the  many  suburbs  of  south  London,  a  green  lawn  dotted  with 
shrubs  lying  before  the  front  entrance.  Land  was  at  a  dis- 
count there  in  the  old  days,  and  Mr.  ITorth  had  bought  the 
place  for  a  comparatively  small  sum.  He  was  a  man  of  soma 
consideration  in  the  city,  of  high  commercial  and  private 
character,  well  regarded  by  his  fellow-merchants. 

The  lawn  lay  steeped  in  the  lovely  twilight  of  a  midsummer 
evening.  The  moon  glittered  on  the  leaves  of  the  laurels ; 
the  flowers,  closing  their  petals,  threw  out  their  sweet  scent, 
so  that  the  air  was  rich  with  perfume.  It  was  wafted  to  the 
open  glass  doors  of  a  small  sitting-room,  where  stood  a  young 
girl ;  and  her  heart,  as  she  inhaled  it,  grew  more  rapturously 
joyful  than  it  had  been  before,  if  such  a  thing  were  possible* 

It  was  Millicent  Garden,  the  niece  of  Mr.  North's  wife, 
and  lus  ward.  A  merry,  guileless,  loving  girl  of  seventeen  ; 
not  quite  eighteen  yet;  gay-natured,  careless-mannered,  sweet- 
tempered.  Her  face  was  fair  and  refined,  with  a  bright 
bloom  just  now  on  the  delicate  features;  her  light  brown 
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hair,  unconfined  by  comb  and  fashion,  fell  in  a  mass  of  silken 
cui'ls.  Mrs.  North  had  gone  out  that  night,  taking  her 
daughters,  Frances  and  Amy.  Mr.  North,  his  son,  and  his 
nephew,  Archie,  were  in  the  dining-room,  for  they  had  been 
delayed  in  the  city,  and  came  home  late.  The  glow  on 
Millicent's  face  was  but  a  reflection  of  the  glow  that  illu- 
mined her  heart ;  nay,  her  whole  being.  For  she  had  learned 
to  love  one  with  a  strange  fervour ;  and  in  such  a  nature  as 
hers — deep,  silent,  ardent — love  changes  the  whole  current  of 
life,  and  is  as  a  very  ray  of  heaven  snatched  from  Eden. 

The  room  door  opened  and  some  one  came  in.  Millicent 
did  not  turn ;  she  stood  where  she  was,  and  began  to  hum 
A  tune  carelessly;  while  all  the  time  her  pulses  leaped  up 
with  a  bound,  and  the  cheeks'  glow  increased  to  a  hot 
'Crimson. 

"  Why,  MiUicent  I  I  thought  you  were  going  with  the 
rest." 

Ah,  she  could  turn  calmly  now.  The  colour  faded.  The 
pulses  became  sober  again.     It  was  only  John  North. 

"  I  did  not  much  care  to  go,  John,  And  your  mother 
thought  we  should  be  too  many." 

"  Then  I  hope  my  mother  made  an  apology  for  leaving  you. 
Frances  or  Amy  might  have  stayed." 

^'  Frances  and  Amy  are  ages  older  than  I.  Don't  look  so 
solemn,  John :  it  was  my  own  wish  to  stay;  I  proposed  it 
myself.     Is  my  unde  not  going  T 

"  Yes.  But  not  with  me :  later.  He  has  some — ^matters 
to  settle  first  with  Archibald.  I'll  go  out  this  way^  I  think. 
Good-night  to  you,  cousin  mine.'* 

John  North  had  made  the  pause,  as  above  put,  in  reference 
to  the  matters  his  father  had  to  settle  with  Archibald.     Miss 
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Garden  liad  thought  nothing  of  it ;  if  she  had  momentarily 
deemed  anything  odd  in  the  words,  it  was  the  name  Arohi* 
hald — ^for  she  had  never  heard  him  called  anything  but 
Archie.  She  watched  John  I^orth  cross  the  lawn  in  his  even* 
ing  dress :  he  was  a  well-grown  man  of  three-and-twenty,  and 
had  just  been  made  a  partner  with  his  father.  The  young 
lady  stepped  out  on  to  the  gravel  and  executed  a  dancing-step 
in  silent  glee. 

"You  good  old  Johnny  I  As  if  I  should  want  to  go  when 
they  did  not  invite  him  !  As  if  I  would  go,  unless  my  aunt 
had  made  me !  I  fancied  John  suspected  something  last  week, 
though,"  she  pursued,  more  thoughtfully,  bringing  her  dance 
ta  a  conclusion ;  ^'  he  looked  so  hard  at  us  that  evening  when 
he  came  up  and.  saw  us  in  the  laurel  walk.  Oh,  how  beauti- 
ful the  night  is !  how  lovely  everything  is  in  the  whole 
world  r 

Stooping  down,  she  plucked  one  of  the  sweet  June  roses^ 
and  put  it  within  the  folds  of  her  light  summer  dress,  her 
hands  and  arms  looking  so  fragile  and  faultless  in  the  moon> 
light.  Then  she  stepped  back  in-doors,  and  stood  with  her 
face  against  the  pane,  gazing  out  on  the  fair  scene,  touching- 
now  and  again  the  blushing  rose.  Things  were  so  still !  Not 
a  sound  broke  the  solitude ;  and  railways,  with  their  shrieka 
and  turmoil,  had  not  quite  cut  up  the  place  then.  As  the 
light  in  the  west  grew  darker  and  the  moon  brighter,  the 
nghtingales  began  their  song  in  the  neigbouring  trees ;  the 
twinkling  stars  came  out  of  their  canopy ;  the  light  on  the 
laurels  turned  to  silver.  Insensibly  the  girl  herself  broke 
softly  into  melody.  Six  months  before,  Archie  IN'orth  had 
given  her  "  Lalla  Eookh ;"  she  had  soon  learned  its  seductive? 
songs  by  heart,  '^ 
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"  There's  a  bower  of  roses  by  Bendezneer's  stream, 
And  the  nightingale  sings  round  it  all  the  day  long ; 
In  the  time  of  my  childhood  'twas  like  a  sweet  dream 
To  sit  in  the  roses,  and  hear  the  bird's  song." 

The  striking  of  the  clock  interrupted  her.  Ten.  Ten! 
Why,  what  could  they  be  about  so  long  in  the  dining-room  f. 
With  a  light  step,  she  went  along  the  gravel  walks,  and  so 
round  to  the  dining-room  window. 

It  was  closed.     Closed  thaj;  hot  summer  night :  and  her 
uncle,  Mr.  North,  was  so  fond  of  air,  having  the  windows 
open  always,  except  in  the  dead  of  "winter  !    Millicent  looked 
into  the  lighted  room,  and  what  she  saw  caused  her  heart  to^ 
cease  beating. 

Archie  Korth  stood  against  the  wall ;  his  arms  foldqd,  his- 
head  bowed,  his  good-looking  face  inflamed  with  tears,  his 
whole  aspect  one  of  humiliation — of  intense  shame.  He  was- 
well  growTi  as  his  cousin  John,  but  younger — only  twenty. 
Only  twenty!  And  exposed  at  that  age,  without  a.  home 
(save  lodgings)  to  the  snares  and  temptations  of  a^  London, 
life  I  On  the  table  lay  some  papers ;  they  looked  like,  bills;, 
and  Mr.  North  stood  opposite  Archie,  talking,  with  his  right- 
hand  outstretched,  and  an  awful  look  of  severity  upon  his 
face.  Millicent  turned  sick  with  undefined  fear,  and  crept 
back  to  the  little  room.     What  could  the  shame  be  9 

The  dining-room  door  opened,  and  voices  were  heard  in 
the  hall.    Millicent,  trembling  &om  head  to  foot,  looked  oui. 
of  this  room  cautiously.     Archie  had  taken  up  his  hat  audi 
a  light  over-coat,  that  he  wore  to  protect  his  clothes  from  the: 
summer  dust. 

"Never  you  attempt  again  to  cross  my  threshold,"  Mr.. 
North  was  saying,  in  the  cold  stem  tone  of  an  irrevocablei 
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deciee.  ''  You  are  a  disgrace  to  the  name  of  JITorth,  and  I 
cast  you  off  for  ever  from  me  and  mine." 

Arcliie  went  out  without  an  answering  word,  and  Mr. 
North  shut  the  hall  door  upon  him.  Then  he  crossed  the 
hall  and  went  up  the  stairs,  his  boots  creaking.  Mr.  North's 
boots  always  creaked ;  it  had  a  pompous  sound,  like  himself 
for  he  was  pompous.  He  was  a  dark,  upright,  portly  man, 
with  a  head  well  thrown  back;  eminently  respectable, 
eminently  seK*important :  doing  his  duties  strictly,  as  re- 
spectable men  like  to  do ;  a  large  subscriber  to  charities,  a 
good  husband  and  father;  but,  in  the  midst  of  it  all,  very 
hard. 

Millicent  went  back  to  the  open  window,  and  saw  Archie 
North  crossing  the  lawn,  the  light  coat  swung  on  his  arm. 
"Was  he  going  away  for  ever  %  With  a  heart  sick  to  faintness, 
with  a  confusion  of  mind  that  seemed  to  put  everything  into 
a  tumult^  she  ran  after  him,  conscious  of  nothing  but  the 
moment's  impulse. 

"  Archie  !  Archie !" 

Archie  North  turned  short  round.  He  was  not  her  cousin ; 
not  in  fact  related  to  her.  If  he  had  begun  to  love  her, 
however  deeply  and  enduringly,  he  knew  it  must  be  all  at 
an  end  now. 

"What  is  the  matter,  Archie r 

"  I  thought  you  were  out  to-night,  Millicent." 

"  No.  The  others  went ;  I  did  not  care  to  go.  My  uncle 
is  angry  with  you :  what  is  it  V* 

"Angry!"  he  repeated,  as  if  the  word  were  a  perfect 
mockery  to  illustrate  Mr.  North's  state  of  feeling  towards 
him.     "  Yes ;  he  is  angry." 

"  But  you  have  not  deserved  it." 
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"  I  Lave  deserved  it  all ;  and  worse." 

With  his  hand  upon  her  shoulder  he  went  hack  across  the 
lawn  to  the  room  she  had  quitted.  Standing  just  within 
the  open  window,  he  looked  down  upon  her  while  he  spoke. 
The  moonlight  played  upon  his  troubled  face,  hard  now 
almost  as  his  uncle's,  and  lighted  up  the  blue  eyes  that 
seemed  filled  with  nothing  but  a  dogged  obstinacy. 

"  I  am  going  away,  Millicent.  London  can  no  longer  hold 
me,  so  a  distant  quarter  of  the  globe  must.  I  have  been  upon 
the  wrong  track  this  long  while.  God  forgive  me !  I  never 
meant  it  to  come  to  this." 

She  tried  to  speak,  but  not  a  word  came  in  answer.  Her 
lips  were  white,  her  throat  beating. 

"  On  my  soul,  I  had  resolved  to  do  better ! — ^to  set  about 
redeeming  the  past.  For  your  sake,  Millicent ;  for  your  sake. 
And  I  should  have  carried  it  out.  Heaven  helping  me.  Whea 
I  am  far  away,  my  darling ;  when  they  tell  you  wicked  stoiiea 
of  me — ^and  yet  not  wicked  in  one  sense,  for  they  are  true — 
remember  this :  it  was  you  who  awoke  me  to  better  things. 
It  has  been  just  one  faint  glimmer  of  intervening  light  in  a 
dark  career  :  dark  before ;  doubly  dark  after,  for  that's  whafe 
it  will  be.     Grod  bless  you,  Millicent." 

He  clasped  her  to  hinuwith  a  pressure  of  iron  and  kissed 
her  unresisting  face,  down  which  the  tears  were  flowing. 
What  Millicent  said  she  did  not  fully  know  at  the  time,  and 
never  remembered  afterwards ;  confused  words  of  redeeming 
the  past,  of  allowing  her  fortune  to  help  him  redeem  it. 

"  No,  no,"  he  said,  with  a  kind  of  harsh  laugh.  "  I  am  a 
great  blackguard,  Millicent,  but  not  quite  so  bad  a  one  as 
that.  Thank  you  for  the  thought,"  he  added,  holding  her 
two  hands  in  his,  and  looking  down  into  her  eyes  as  she  stood 
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before  him.  Thank  you,  my  darling,  for  all ;  thank  you,  above 
all,  for  your  love.  I  do  not  suppose — bear  with  me  one 
moment — that  we  shall  ever  meet  again  on  this  side  the 
grave.  If  I  can  redeem  things  over  yonder — ^but  Td  better 
say  nothing  of  that.  My  lot  will  probably  be  down,  down, 
downwards  :  you  wiU  become  the  wife  of  some  happy  man, 
a.nd  the  mother  of  his  children.  Fate  deals  out  her  prizes 
'equally.     Fare  you  well ;  fare  you  well  for  ever." 

With  his  coat  on  his  arm  as  before,  he  went  swinging 
-across  the  lawn  again,  leaving  Millicent  ready  to  die  of  the 
moment's  agony.  And  yet  it  all  seemed  so  unreal !  At  the 
gate,  lingering  amid  the  clusters  of  shrubs  that  surrounded 
dt,  and  looking  out  for  him,  was  John  North. 

"  I  couldn't  go,  Archie,  in  the  uncertainty,"  be  said,  coming 
tforth  into  the  moonlight.     "  How  has  it  ended  ?" 

^'  How  should  it  end  f"  returned  Archie.  ^'  There  was  only 
><»)e  way." 

"  You  are  discarded  1" 

'^  Of  course  I  am  discarded.  Sent  adrift.  Your  father  is 
a  harsh  man  in  anything  that  touches  his  respectability,  or 
his  name.  I^ine  city  magnates  out  of  every  ten  might  have 
•done  just  the  same." 

«  What  shall  you  do  ?" 

'^  What  I  can.  He  has  not  been  all  hardness.  He  said 
'Something  about  giving  me  a  fresh  start  in  life :  paying  my 
passage  to  Australia,  and  transmitting  £fty  pounds,  to  be 
touched  on  my  landing  there.  I  am  to  meet  him  to-morrow. 
1  don't  grumble,  John;  I've  deserved  all  I  have  got,  and 
more.  I  shall  see  you,  old  fellow,  once  again  before  I 
«tart" 

A  late  omnibus  passed.     Archie  Korth  hailed  it,  and 
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moanted  the  top ;  and  John  went  away  quickly  to  the  neigh- 
bouring house^  that  evening  keeping  festival. 

Poor  Millicent !  She  was  dragging  herself  and  her  misery 
upstairs,  when  her  uncle  came  suddenly  out  of  his  room  in 
evening  dress.  She  turned  swiftly  into  a  niche  in  the  wall, 
and  stood  there  until  he  had  passed. 

Archibald  Korth  set  sail  for  Australia.  There  was  no 
mystery  made  about  him  or  his  ill-doings,  and  Millicent  heard 
what  the  rest  heard.  He  had  not  been  guilty  of  any  crime ; 
had  not  robbed  his  uncle's  cash-box,  or  foiled  his  name :  but 
he  had  been  an  excessively  prodigal  sinner  on  his  own  score, 
and  come  to  general  grief;  he  had  made  an  ocean  full  of  dis- 
reputable debts,  and  altogether  gone  to  the  bad; 

"  And  he  had  the  opportunity  of  doing  so  well  I"  cried  Mr. 
North,  making  severe  comments  in  the  bosom  of  his  fstmily. 
-"  I  gave  him  a  stool  in  my  counting-house ;  I  invited  him 
here  frequently ;  and  this  has  been  my  reward !  What  he 
might  have  gone  on  to  but  for  my  providential  discovery  of 
his  sins^  I  shudder  to  think.  Henceforth  let  his  name  be 
unto  us  as  though  we  had  never  known  him.'' 

And  it  was  so. 

IL 

THE  DKEAM. 

Six  years  went  by,  and  the  seventh  was  quickly  passing. 
Mr.  I^orth  and  his  children  prospered  and  prospered ;  the 
ill-doing  nephew  had  never  been  heard  o^  and  was  quite  for- 
gotten. Mrs.  ITorth  was  dead ;  Amy  had  married ;  but  with 
the  exception  of  those  two  losses,  the  inmates  of  the  old  home 
vere  the  same. 

It  was  Christmas  Eve,  and  bitter  weather;  ice  and  frost 
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withont,  ruddy  warmth  and  comfort  within.  The  dessert^ 
table  was  drawn  to  the  fire  in  the  dining-room,  and  Mr. 
I^orth  and  his  son  sat  there.  John  was  deep  in  the  pages  of 
a  review  he  had  brought  home  from  town,  but  Mr.  ]N"orth 
was  only  reading  the  faces  in  the  fire,  and  sipping  his  port 
wine  at  intervals.  He  saw  the  face  of  his  dead  wife,  whom 
he  mourned  sincerely,  if  soberly ;  he  saw  that  of  his  absent 
daughter,  who  had  a  happy  home  of  her  own ;  he  saw  that 
of  his  younger  son,  also  married  and  flourishing.  Mr.  North's 
own  face  was  smooth,  after  the  manner  of  a  man  who  has  a 
calm  conscience  and  a  heavy  balance-sheet — ^and  he  had  both. 
His  ledgers  showed  increase  upon  increase  :  on  the  other  side 
he  had  dispensed  largely  to  Christmas  charities,  public  and 
private.  Had  Mr.  North's  thoughts  been  laid  bare,  they 
would  have  been  seen  to  ignore  altogether  a  sense  of  sin,  and 
to  run  very  much  after  the  bent  of  a  certain  Pharisee  :  "  I 
am  thankful  that  I  am  not  as  other  men  are."  Mr.  North, 
believed  himself  to  be  supremely  good  :  he  fully  thought  h& 
was  going  swimmingly  on  in  the  road  that  leads  direct  to 
heaven. 

He  saw  ot^er  faces  in  the  fire,  besides  those  mentioned ; 
his  son's,  John,  who  was  sitting  beside  him ;  and  Millicent. 
Garden's.  He  was  wishing  they  would  form  a  union  with 
each  other,  those  two;  he  had  wished  it  for  some  time. 
Millicent  was  of  age  now.  In  accordance  with  her  father's 
will,  she  did  not  attain  her  majority  until  she  was  twenty- 
four  :  and  Mr.  North  had  then  fonnally  resigned  to  her  his 
trusteeship,  informing  her  at  the  same  time  that  she  was 
worth  twenty  thousand  pounds,  weU  invested.  Had  he  been 
John,  he  should  have  proposed  to  her  years  ago ;  times  and 
again  he  had  felt  inclined  to  say  a  prompting  word ;  but  he 


MR.  NORTH'S  DREAM.  zn 

knew  how  much  hetter  these  things  work  when  left  alone, 
Millicent  had  been  ill  in  the  summer  with  fever — and  she  did 
not  seem  to  have  recovered  entire  strength. 

"  You  will  be  thirty  in  a  few  months,  John,"  suddenly 
observed  Mr.  North,  breaking  the  silence. 

John  looked  up  from  his  review.  "  Yes ;  getting  quite  a. 
middle-aged  man." 

**  -NTot  that  yet.  It  will  come,  though,  for  years  creep  on 
us  imperceptibly.     Why  don't  you  marry  1" 

Mr.  John  !N'orth  cut  two  pages  of  his  book  before  replying.. 
"  I  don't  know  that  anybody  would  have  me." 

"  What  nonsense,  John  !  In  your  case  it  would  be  only  to 
ask  and  have.     But  if  you  dorCt  ask,  why  of  course " 

Mr.  !North  did  not  finish  the  sentence.  John  laughed,  but 
did  not  attempt  to  prolong  the  subject.  His  father  looked  at 
him. 

"  Yes,  sir,  though  you  may  laugh,  many  would  answer, 
*  Yes,'  to  the  asking  of  John  North.  But  there's  one,  above 
all  the  rest,  whom  I  should  wish  you  to  choose." 

"  Why,  who's  that  V*  returned  John,  in  some  surprise. 

"  You  need  not  go  far  to  find  her.     Millicent  Garden." 

John  North  returned  to  his  review  again  with  a  slight 
smile.     And  it  vexed  his  father. 

"  Have  you  no  better  answer  than  that  to  give  me  1" 

"I  should  not  care  to  marry  Millicent.  She  is  my  cousin^ 
you  know.'* 

"  And  what  though  she  is  your  cousin  T  indignantly  spoke 
Mr.  North.     "  She  has  twenty  thousand  pounds." 

John  cut  his  review. 

^^And  she  is  one  of  the  best  and  nicest  girls  that  the  whole- 
world  contains.     Don't  be  a  fool,  John." 
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^She  is  a  sweet  girl;  a  charming  girl/'  came  the  leady 
assent.     ^*  But  I  have  not  thought  of  her  as  a  wife." 

"Think  now,  then." 

The  silence,  and  the  impassive  look  on  his  son's  jGsuse,  did 
not  seem  to  promise  weU  for  the  proposition.  Was  Mr.  l^orth 
going  to  be  thwarted  in  his  hope? — ^the  vexation  the  doubt 
brought  showed  him  how  surely  he  had  been  indulging  it. 

"  Make  up  your  mind  to  marry,  and  take  Millicent,"  urged 
Mr.  North  impressively.  "My  blessing  shall  be  upon  it- 
John,  I  have  hoped  for  this  union  a  long  while :  cherished 
the  thought,  I  believe." 

John  North  gtew  serious  then.  He  closed  the  book, 
leaving  the  paper-knife  between  its  pages. 

"  I  am  sorry  for  that,  sir ;  very  sorry  to  disappoint  you,  if 
you  have  indeed  cherished  it  I  had  no  idea  you  were  doing 
anything  of  the  sort.  Putting  myseK  entirely  out  of  the 
question,  I  am  sure  Millicent  would  not  have  me.  She  would 
not  have  any  one." 

"  She  is  well  again." 

"  Her  health  I  was  not  thinking  of,  but  her  inclination.  I 
have  never  exchanged  a  word  with  her  upon  the  subject,  but 
I  am  fully  convinced  her  intention  is  not  to  marry.  Milli- 
cent had  her  little  romance  years  ago  :  and  wore  it  out." 

"  Why,  what  do  you  mean  1"  cried  Mr.  North.  **  Would 
you  insinuate  that  Millicent  was  ever  in  love  1" 

"  Yes ;  unhappily.     With  Archie  North." 

Mr.  NoAh  stared  at  his  son,  as  if  he  were  unable  at  once 
to  take  in  the  words.  There  was  scorn  in  his  eye,  contempt 
in  his  tone,  when  he  answered. 

"In  love  with  Archie  North  I  Why,  she  was  a  child 
when  he  went  away." 
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**  Oh  no,  she  was  not :  a  girl  of  seventeen  or  eighteen  is  as 
capable  of  love  as  a  woman  of  thirty;  perhaps  more  so. 
Father,  I  know  I  am  right  And  Archie  was  in  love  with 
her." 

"  Archie,  the  reprobate  I"  apostrophized  the  elder  man : 
and  the  utter  condemnation  of  the  tone,  the  hatred  it  ex- 
pressed, served  to  prove  that  the  offending  nephew  had  never 
been  forgiven — no  not  by  an  iota.  "  At  any  rate,  if  it  be  as 
you  say,  though  I  doubt  it,  she  has  had  time  to  forget  her 
iamcj"  added  Mr.  North.     "  I  would  rather  say  her  foUy." 

"  Quite  time.     But  I  do  not  think  she  has  done  it." 

'^  And  you  would  make  this  an  objection  to  the  asking  her 
to  be  your  wife  1 — a  child's  passing  fancy !  I  should  have 
given  you  credit  for  more  sense." 

"  Pardon  me,  sir,  I  did  not  say  so.  My  own  wishes,  for 
or  against,  need  not  be  brought  into  the  discussion  at  aU. 
What  I  said  was,  that  Millicent  would  not  have  me,  though 
I  did  ask  her :  and  I  am  sure  she  would  not." 

John  I^orth  opened  the  book  again  as  he  spoke^  and  went 
on  cutting  its  leaves.  For  some  little  time  he  had  been  in- 
dulging a  day-dream  of  his  own,  but  it  was  not  connected 
with  Millicent.  Mr.  Korth  tossed  off  the  g]ass  of  port  at  his 
elbow,  and  said  no  more.  He  had  never  thought  his  dever 
business  son  so  near  a  fool ;  and  he  intended  to  prove  him 
one. 

In  the  pretty  garden  room,  where  you  once  saw  Millicent 
Garden,  you  may  see  her  still.  The  family  oft&il  sat  there. 
The  window  was  closed  now,  the  warm  green  curtain  fell 
across  its  shutters  in  ample  folds ;  the  fire  burnt  clear  and 
bright ;  the  tea  waited  on  the  table,  and  MUlicent  sat  ready 
.to  make  it.     Miss  ISovth.  had  gone  to  a  neighbour's,  to  help 
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dispense  to  little  children  the  pnzes  from  a  Christmas  tree, 
which  she  had  heen  for  some  days  assisting  to  adorn. 

She  sat  at  the  tahle^  waiting  for  her  uncle  and  cousin  to- 
come  in.  But  ah,  how  altered  !  Scarcely  a  trace  remained 
of  the  winsome,  gleeful  girl  of  seventeen,  to  whom  her  boy- 
lover  had  bidden  so  abrupt  and  miserable  an  adieu  six  year&r 
and  a  half  before.  She  wore  a  soft  dress  of  light  grey  cash- 
mere, and  a  close  white  net  cap,  very  pretty,  but  simple, 
nearly,  as  that  of  a  Quakeress.  !No  ornament,  save  a  gold 
chain,  and  some  fine  lace  at  her  wrists.  After  the  summer's 
fever,  her  hair  grew  so  thin  that  they  cut  it  off  close,  and  she 
had  to  wear  caps :  it  was  growing  again  now,  but  she  wore 
the  caps  still.  The  features  were  delicate  as  of  yore :  the 
deep  hazel  eyes  more  thoughtfuL  She  looked  like  one  who 
has  passed  through  tribulation. 

For  the  first  time  the  thought  struck  Mr.  N'orth,  as  he 
came  in  to  tea,  proving  how  slow  we  are,  for  the  most  part, 
to  take  up  indications  of  the  familiar,  every-day  life  by  which 
we  are  surrounded.  In  the  subdued  meek  manner,  the  quiet 
face,  the  unobtrusive  attire,  so  void  of  fashion  and  frivolity, 
Mr.  North  saw  cause  to  think  his  son  was  right.  His  un«- 
observant  eyes,  closed  hitherto,  were  rudely  opened. 

"  But  she  has  had  time,  and  to  spare,  to  forget  the  foUy,** 
he  thought.  "  Even  its  remembrance  must  have  long  ago 
passed  away.     John  would  get  her  for  the  asking." 

John  sat  by  her  now,  just  as  usual.  But,  as  Mr.  I^orth 
noted  their  manners  to  each  other,  so  entirely  that  of  brother 
and  sister,  a  slight  doubt  arose  to  Mr.  North,  or  rather  would 
have  arisen,  but  that  he  drove  it  back  again. 

"  You  look  tired,  Millicent." 

"  Do  I,  uncle  ?    I  am  not  tired ;  although  Frances  and  £ 
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^ave  had  a  busy  day,  giving  away  the  things.  The  poor 
people  are  all  so  grateful  to  you,  uncle  dear." 

Mr.  -NTorth  received  the  gratitude  as  his  due.  He  deemed 
himself  quite  an  earthly  angel,  in  the  matter  of  charity. 
"  All  right,"  he  said  in  answer,  "  I  hope  none  have  been  for- 
gotten." 

"If  MilHcent's  tired,  it  must  be  at  our  keeping  her 
waiting  so  long  for  tea,"  cried  John.  "It's  haK-past  nine 
o'clock." 

"  Time  you  went  for  Frances,  John,"  she  said. 

"  I  am  going.  Those  little  mites  were  to  be  put  to  bed  at 
nine,  and  she  said  she  did  not  care  to  stay  after  that.  She  is 
fond  of  children,  is  Frances." 

He  rose  to  go  out  as  he  spoke ;  but  opened  the  door  again, 
and  said  a  word  to  Millicent,  who  nodded  an  answer,  "  I  shall 
be  ready,  John." 

Mr.  North,  buried  in  his  own  reflections,  did  not  observe 
it.  He  was  making  up  his  mind  to  speak  to  Millicent,  and 
get  that  absurd  question  set  at  rest  that  John  had  started. 
He  could  not  believe  it  yet ;  the  longer  he  thought  of  it  the 
more  ridiculous  it  seemed.  And  yet  he  hesitated,  lest  he 
might  do  harm — ^harm  to  John's  remote  chance  of  succeeding. 

The  tea-things  were  sent  away,  and  Millicent  got  out  her 
work  j  some  slippers  she  was  working  for  John.  Mr.  North 
eat  on  in  indecision. 

"  Another  Christmas  Eve,  Millicent !"  he  said,  when  ho  at 
length  turned  round  to  her,  "  The  years  steal  upon  us,  my 
dear." 

"  They  do  that,  uncle." 

"  I  have  been  thinking  to-night — one  does  get  thoughtful 
at  Christmas-tide — that  it  is  time  you  were  married." 
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MilUcent  looked  at  him,  some  wonder  in  her  eyes  ;  and  a 
smile  stole  over  her  sweet  face. 

''  You  should  say  that  to  Frances,  uncle.  It  is  her  tain 
first ;  she  is  ever  so  much  older  than  I  am." 

"  Oh,  Frances,"  he  slightingly  said.  "  My  opinion  is  she 
does  not  think  of  marriage.     She  lets  her  chances  slip." 

"  Neither  do  I  think  of  it,  uncle." 

"Nonsense,"  he  testily  responded;  ''I  shall  insist  upon 
your  marrying.     I  mean,  I  wish  you  to  do  it." 

"  No  living  person  has  a  right  to  insist  on  my  course  of 
action,"  was  the  firm  answer.  "  Not  even  you,  uncle ;  I  am 
my  own  mistress.     Forgive  me  for  saying  it." 

Mr.  North's  face  darkened.  "  A  fahle  was  whispered  to 
me — as  a  fable  I  regarded  it — that  some — some — what  shall 
I  call  it  ? — some  love  nonsense  had  lain  between  you  and 
that  miserable  nephew  of  mine,  who  was  a  disgrace  to  his 


name." 


A  change  passed  over  her  face.  The  eyelids  quivered, 
the  mouth  grew  sad  and  pale,  Mr.  North  watched  the 
signs. 

"  Millicent !  was  it  so  1  Answer  me,  child.  Surely  you  can  ? 
It  must  be  as  a  thing  dead  and  buried  now." 

'*  Yes ;  I  cared  for  him.     And  he  for  me.** 

"  But  you  do  not  care  still  1     You  cannot." 

"  Perhaps  not.  I  suppose  not.  I  think  he  must  be  dead,**^ 
she  continued,  a  kind  of  weariness  in  her  tone.  "  He  would 
have  been  back  ere  now  if  he  had  Hved." 

"  Back  !"  cried  the  scandalized  man,  "  back !  He'd  know 
better  than  to  venture  back  here.  Why !"  looking  con- 
demningly  at  her,  '^  you  would  not  have  countenanced  Ima 
had  he  come  V 
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*'  Yes,  I  should.  Stay  a  moment,  uncle ;  don't  be  angry 
with  me.  But  for  believing  him  to  be  dead,  I  could  not  say 
this  to  you ;  I  could  not  speak  of  him  j  I  have  thought  he 
must  be  dead — oh,  for  these  three  years  past.  But  had  he 
come  back  with  his — his  wrong-doings — redeemed ;  hoping, 
striving,  purposing  to  do  well  for  the  future,  I  would  have 
welcomed  him,  and  helped  him  in  it.  Let  it  pass ;  why  should 
the  discussion  arise  V* 

"  And  it  is  for  this  man's  sake — dead,-  though  you  admit 
he  probably  is — that  you  deliberately  say  you  will  never 
marry  1  Shame  upon  you,  Millicent  I  I  am  thankful  your 
poor  aunt  is  not  alive  to  hear  it." 

"  I  did  not  say  I  should  never  marry,"  she  meekly  returned, 
and  her  tone  was  full  of  pain  and  contrition,  as  if  accepting 
as  her  due  the  shame  he  cast  on  her.  ''  I  would  not  marry 
now ;  no  one  living  could  tempt  me  to ;  but  I  cannot  answer 
for  what  I  may  do  in  the  future — in  remote  years  to  come. 
The  probabilities  are  that  I  never  shall  j  still,  I  cannot  an- 
swer  for  it.     We  all  change  so,  uncle ;  as  you  must  know." 

It  seemed  so  complete  a  check  to  any  hopes  for  his  son,, 
that  Mr,  iNTorth  was  angered  beyond  repression.  He  set  on 
and  called  Archie  sundry  hard  names,  recapitulating,  as  in  a 
list,  his  committed  sins  and  offences,  in  a  far  more  compre- 
hensive manner  than  Millicent  had  heard  in  the  days  of  the 
trouble.  She  listened  without  comment,  folding  up  the- 
slipper  and  putting  it  away,  until  his  wrath  had  expended 
itself  and  his  tongue  was  fain  to  cease.     Then  she  spoke. 

"  Yes,  uncle ;  I  dare  say  it  was  all  very  true,  miserably 
true ;  but  you  know  he  might  not  have  continued  so.  There- 
is  such  a  thing  as  young  men  awaking  to  the  errors  of  their 
course  and  entering  on  a  better." 
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Mr.  Koith  would  have  answered  that  there  was  no  chance 
of  the  young  man  under  discussion  awaking  to  the  error  of 
his^  but  that  his  niece  had  left  the  room.  She  came  hack 
with  her  bonnet  on :  at  which  he  looked  surprised.  She  and 
Frances  had  wished  to  go  to  a  Chnstmas-eve  service  at  a 
church  hard  by,  and  John  had  promised  to  take  them.  Even 
while  she  was  explaining  this,  they  came  for  her. 

Mr.  I^orth  remained  alone.  Matters  through  life  had  gone 
£0  smoothly  with  him  that  he  could  not  bear  to  be  crossed. 
It  tried  both  himself  and  his  temper.  He  knocked  the  fire 
about,  he  paced  the  room,  he  walked  into  the  hall  in  his 
restlessness.  A  good,  domesticated  girl  like  Millicent,  and 
twenty  thousand  pounds,  slipping  through  his  favourite 
£on's  fingers !  Mr.  Korth  dashed  open  the  front  door,  seek- 
ing for  a  breath  of  the  cold  fresh  air  on  his  hot  and  angry 
brow. 

It  was  colder  than  he  thought  for ;  flakes  of  snow  had 
begun  to  fall,  and  there  was  some  ice  on  the  door-step ;  for 
Mr.  North's  feet  slipped  upon  it,  and  he  would  have  measured 
his  length  on  the  ground  but  for  the  extended  arm  of  some 
visitor,  who  had  approached  the  door,  and  saved  him.  Mr. 
ITorth  threw  his  own  arm  around  the  pillar,  while  he  took 
breath  and  recovered  his  equanimity. 

"  Merciful  powers !     I  was  all  but  down  P* 

"  It  is  my  uncle !"  cried  an  answering  voice.  "  I  was  not 
quite  sure  of  it,  sir,  until  you  spoke.     May  I  come  in?" 

To  say  that  Mr.  North  recoiled  in  some  terror ;  to  say  that 
he  gazed  at  the  speaker  in  alarm,  would  not  be  to  say  much. 
Was  it  his  nephew,  Archie,  standing  there,  or  was  it  not  ? 
With  the  past  conversation,  turning  on  Archie  North,  with 
his  mind  full  of  him,  Mr.   North  for  one  single  moment 
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fancied  he  was  being  deceived  by  some  spectral  vision,  and 
backed  into  the  halL 

Archie  followed  him  and  shut  the  door.  It  was  not  the 
Archie  of  former  days,  strong,  active,  buoyant,  but  a  kind  of 
broken-down  man,  who  was  lame,  and  walked  by  the  help  of 
a  stick.  Mr.  North,  seeming  almost  as  if  he  really  fled  from 
a  phantom,  backed  yet  again  into  the  parlour  he  had  quitted: 
Archie  and  his  stick  went  after  him. 

There  ensued  a  scene.  A  scene  little  fitted  for  the  blessed 
Christmas-tide  about  to  dawn.  When  Mr.  !N'orth  had  once 
taken  in  the  fact  that  it  was  his  nephew  in  real  flesh  and 
blood,  and  not  a  deception  of  fancy,  his  passion  burst  out. 
Archie  had  come  at  an  unlucky  time ;  but  for  his  uncle's 
mind  having  first  been  freshly  embittered  against  him,  he 
might  have  met  with  a  less  harsh  reception. 

The  traveller  strove  to  explain  his  appearance  and  a  little 
of  the  past.  For  six  years  he  had  been  working  manfully 
in  Australia :  all  his  bad  habits,  his  careless  ways  eradicated  ; 
he  had  earned  his  living,  but  not  enough  to  put  by  anything 
of  consequence — ^great  luck  did  not  attend  him.  A  changed 
man,  yearning  for  his  home  and  friends,  he  had  determined 
to  return  to  the  old  country,  where  he  could  equally  earn  a 
competence;  and  he  set  sail.  The  ship,  'when  she  had 
arrived  very  near  her  destination,  was  wrecked  on  the  coast 
of  the  Isle  of  Wight ;  and  Archie  had  received  an  injury  on 
the  rocks,  from  which  he  was  but  slowly  recovering.  It  had 
detained  him,  and  exhausted  his  available  funds.  He  had 
written  an  account  of  this  to  Mr.  !N'orth,  which  letter  he 
supposed  would  have  been  delivered  that  morning,  and  stated 
that  he  was  following  close  upon  it. 

All  this  he  essayed  to  explain.     Mr.  S"orth  did  not  catch 
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a  word  of  it;  lie  had  not  seen  any  letter.  He  pnt  up  his 
hands  and  stormed  at  Archie,  and  fot  the  first  time  for  many 
years  swore  ;  he  drove  him  forth,  calling  him  very  hard  names 
in  the  process :  he  told  him  he  did  not  know  him  henceforth, 
'and  never  had  known  him  since  that  wicked  time  seven  years 
•ago.  Finally  he  closed  and  barred  the  hall  door  upon  him  ; 
and  the  unhappy  wanderer  limped  away  across  the  lawn. 

Mr.  ISTorth  sat  down  by  the  fire  to  recover  himaeli  He 
believed  he  had  done  a  righteous  thing  in  discarding  the 
once  bad  man ;  and  his  own  passion  he  excused  to  himselt 
One  cannot  be  always  watchful,  says  the  plastic  conscience. 
Snatches  of  Archie's  explanation  stole  into  his  mind  now  im- 
perfectly, though  he  had  not  seemed  to  hear  any  of  it  at  the 
time ;  amidst  them  a  confused  reminiscence  of  his  having 
.-said  he  had  but  eighteenpence  in  the  world. 

*"  And  that's  more  than  he  deserves,"  quoth  Mr.  North, 
Tgavagely.  "  How  dared  he  come  back  with  his  disgrace ! 
How  dared  he  show  himself  at  my " 

A  tremendous  ring  at  the  hall-bell  cut  short  the  speech. 
!Mr.  JNorth  started  up  with  an  evil  cry  of  rage ;  he  thought  the 
if^Uow  had  come  back  again,  and  he  hastened  across  the  hall  to 
•drive  him  away,  calling  out  to  his  servants  not  to  come,  that 
ihe  would  answer  the  door  himself.     And  he  unbarred  it. 

But  he  was  wrong.  The  postman  stood  there,  and  put  a 
letter  into  his  hand. 

"  You  are  late,"  growled  Mr.  iN'orth. 

"  Yes,  sir,  the  delivery  is  heavy  to-night ;  and  the  roads 
are  so  slippery,  one  has  to  walk  with  caution." 

The  letter  was  from  Archie;  the  one  he  had  supposed 
would  have  been  already  received.  Mr.  North  flung  it  on 
the  table  in  a  climax  of  passion,  and  let  it  lie  there. 


MR.  NORTE'S  DREAM.  387 

The  joyous  peal  of  the  church  bells  broke  upon  his  ear, 
xinging-in  Christmas.  It  was  a  sweet  melody:  and  Mr. 
[North  remembered  how  his  wife,  in  her  last  Christmas,  when 
she  was  sitting  in  that  very  chair  close  to  his  elbow,  had  re- 
marked that  she  could  feuicy  they  spoke  the  words,  "  Peace 
on  earth ;  goodwill  toward  men."  There  was  not  much  of 
peace,  or  goodwill  either,  in  Mr.  North's  heart  this  evening. 

He  heard  his  children  entering ;  taking  up  the  letter,  he 
thrust  it  into  his  pocket  out  of  sight,  unopened.  The  only 
wonder  was,  that  he  did  not  put  it  effectively  away  from  sight  on 
the  fire.  Spiced  wine,  cake,  and  other  good  things  were  brought 
in;  and  they  sat  round  the  red  coals,  talking  pleasantly, 
quite  unconscious  that  Mr.  !N'orth's  plumage  had  been  rufi^ed. 
Millicent  sat  by  her  uncle;  she  put  her  hand  on  his  arm, 
that  lay  on  the  elbow  of  his  chair,  as  if  she  would  intimate 
that  the  little  rupture  between  them  was  over  and  forgotten. 

"  I  wish  you  had  gone  with  us,  uncle ;  I  think  you  would 
liave  liked  it.  The  singing  was  so  good,  and  the  sermon 
beautiful.  It  only  lasted  ten  minutes,  but  it  was  f  cdl  of  love 
and  peace.  He  asked  us  how  we  could  expect  God's  love  to 
reach  us  if  we  did  not  love  our  fellow-creatures ;  he  said  this 
was  the  season  for  the  putting  away  of  evil  passions  and 
hatred,  and  for  receiving  the  loving  spirit  of  Christ  into  our 
hearts,  who  had  done  so  much  for  us." 
--"What  sort  of  a  night  is  it?"  responded  Mr.  N"orth,  his 
tone  testy  and  impatient — as  if  there  were  something  in 
Millicent's  words  that  grated  on  his  temper. 

"Snowing,"  answered  John.     "We  shall  have  a  white 
Christmas." 

Mr.  N"orth  went  to  rest  with  the  others ;  and  by  that  time, 
what  with  the  fire  and  the  good  things  he  had  taken,  was  in 
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SL  tolerably  genial  humour.  But  lie  could  not  get  to  sleep. 
Down  deep  in  his  conscience  something  sharp  was  stinging 
and  pricking,  and  making  itself  inconveniently  felt.  Tossing 
and  turning  from  side  to  side,  it  was  four  o'clock  in  the 

» 

morning  before  he  lost  consciousness. 

And  he  woke  up  at  six.  He  awoke  with  a  great  horror 
within,  and  trembling  without.  He  sat  up  in  bed  and  stared 
out  into  the  darkness ;  and  only  discovered  by  degrees  that 
what  he  had  gone  through  was  a  dream,  and  not  reality. 

It  was  a  dream  that  shook  him  to  the  core ;  a  vivid  scene 
80  like  life ;  and  the  terror,  the  dismay,  the  remorse  that  over- 
whelmed him  were  so  indisputably  felt — felt  still  in  all  their 
agony,  now  that  he  was  wide  awake — that  Mr.  North  for  the 
moment  verily  thought  it  must  have  been  a  vision  sent  to 
him,  like  unto  the  visions  of  old  in  the  days  of  the  patriarchs. 

He  had  dreamed  over  again  the  scene  of  the  past  night,  or 
very  much  of  it — of  the  return  of  Archibald  North  and  his 
thrusting  him  out.  He  further  dreamed  that  he  had  gone 
forth  to  pursue  him  with  his  anger,  and  went  stamping  up 
hill  and  down  dale  unable  to  discover  him.  Suddenly  he 
found  himself  in  a  road-side  field,  about  half  a  mile  from  his 
own  home;  and  there,  by  the  pond,  he  saw  Archie  lying 
dead,  his  upturned  face  calm  and  serene,  pale  but  pleasant  to 
look  upon,  as  if  its  owner  had  passed  to  a  blissful  rest.  All 
in  a  moment  the  most  intense  remorse  took  possession  of  Mr. 
North  as  he  gazed :  he  thought  that  he  himself  was  also  dead, 
and  was  about  to  answer  for  his  sins.  One,  that  looked  like 
an  angel,  clad  in  dazzling  white,  stood  there  with  a  severe  and 
pitying  countenance ;  severe  in  its  condemnatory  anger,  pity 
for  him,  for  the  man  who  had  forfeited  peace  for  ever.  "  Par- 
douj  Lord,  pardon !''  he  had  cried  out  in  his  desperate  anguish, 
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knowing  all  the  time  that  pardon  was  impossible ;  and  a  soft, 
sweet,  mournful  wail  had  sounded  in  his  ear  the  refusing 
answer :  **  Inasmuch  as  ye  did  it  not  to  one  of  the  least  of 
these,  ye  did  it  not  to  me." 

Mr.  North  awoke.  Horror  lay  on  his  heart ;  drops,  as  of 
death  agony,  on  his  brow.  It  was  some  time  before  he  could 
believe  he  was  yet  in  this  state  of  existence.  It  was  much 
longer  before  he  could  in  the  least  overcome  the  agitation  that 
shook  his  soul. 

In  all  reactions,  such  as  this,  the  feelings  necessarily  run 
into  exaggeration.  The  harshness  of  the  previous  night  ap- 
peared to  Mr.  North  in  the  worst  light  possible ;  a  heinous 
crime ;  a  sin  that  perhaps  even  yet,  although  the  world  was 
his  still,  he  might  never  find  forgiveness  for.  It  stared  him 
in  the  face  in  all  the  vivid  colouring  that  newly-awakened 
remorse  wears.  Ay,  and  not  only  this  last  act,  but  the  whole 
course  of  his  doings  by  Archibald,  in  the  years  gone  by,  camo 
rolling  before  him  as  waves  in  a  sea  of  fire. 

**  His  own  brother's  son !  his  own  brother's  son  !"  were  the 
words  that  kept  beating  )}heir  burthen  on  his  brain.  His 
brother  whom  he  had  loved  very  dearly  when  they  were  boys 
together ;  and  who,  when  dying,  had  asked  him  to  take  care 
of  his  boy  Archie.  How  had  Mr.  North  responded  to  the 
dying  prayer  1  It  is  true  he  had  given  Archie  a  stool  in  his 
counting-house,  and  told  him  he'd  get  on  if  he  took  care,  but 
he  had  not  held  out  a  hand  to  save  him  from  sin.  He  had 
left  him  to  get  lodgings  where  he  could,  abandoning  him  (ho 
saw  it  now)  to  the  perils  of  a  London  life.  And  when 
Archie  went  wrong  (and  it  was  nearly  a  matter  of  course 
that  he  would  go  wrong)  and  his  tribulations  were  laid  bare 
he  had  hurled  him  forth  upon  the  world,  unforgiven.     Those 
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tribulations  of  poor  Arcliie's  were  as  nothing  to  the  dire  tribu* 
lations  that  rent  himseK  now.  And  the  refrain  kept  on  and 
on,  repeating  itseK  for  ever — His  own  brother's  son  I  his 
brother's  son ! 

So  certainly  did  Mr.  l^orth  appear  to  have  seen  the  dead 
body  lying  by  the  pond,  every  little  particular  being  as  clear 
as  a  witnessed  scene,  that,  but  for  the  sense  of  shame  that  lay 
in  attending  to  a  dream,  he  would  have  got  up  and  gone  to 
look  at  the  spot.  As  it  was,  he  lay  still  until  daylight. 
Drawing  his  blind  aside,  he  saw  that  the  ground  was  covered 
with  snow  ;  but  not  a  deep  snow ;  and  the  sky  now  looked 
tolerably  clear.  Perhaps  a  more  miserable  man  than  Mr» 
N"orth,  when  he  dressed  himself,  was  not  to  be  found  that  day 
in  London.  God  had  shown  the  self-righteous  Pharisee  his  sin.. 

The  children  (he  was  apt  to  call  them  children  still,  as  wa 
all  do,  however  old  they  may  get)  came  up  to  kiss  him  as  he 
entered  the  break&st-room,  Frances  first.  ''Dear  papa!  I 
wish  you  a  happy  Christmas,  and  a  great  many  many  of 
them  !"  And  so  they  all  followed  :  and  Mr.  iN'orth  groaned 
inwardly  by  way  of  answer. 

What  a  room  of  luxury  it  was  I  a  bright  and  blazing  fire,. 
a  plenteous  breakfast.  Tea  and  cofiee  in  their  silver  pots, 
savoury  meats  warm  and  cold ;  the  p^t6  de  foie  gras,  sent  ta 
his  orders  direct  from  Strasburg,  forming  the  centre  dish. 
All  this  for  him,  the  hard,  selfish  man,  and  for  his  children  ; 
but  where  was  his  brother's  son  ? 

He  could  not  eat.  John  asked  him  if  he  had  a  head-ache, 
and  he  answered  yes ;  and  when  the  breakfast  was  over  turned 
his  chair  to  the  fire.  Where  was  he  1  With  only  eighteen- 
pence  in  his  pocket,  how  could  he  find  shelter  and  food  t 
That  the  calamity  he  dreamed  of  had  not  happened,  Mr^ 
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ITortli  felt  sure  of  now,  since  no  news  had  come,  for  the  pond< 
was  within  view  of  the  road,  and  any  one  lying  near  it  could; 
not  fail  to  be  seen. 

When  left  alone,  he  drew  the  letter  from  his  pocket  and: 
opened  it.  It  contained  an  account  of  Archie's  life  in  Austra- 
lia ;  of  his  shipwreck  and  injury  on  the  coast  of  the  Isle  ofT 
Wight ;  just  what  he  had  wished  to  tell  the  previous  night;. 
*'  Do  not,  my  dear  uncle,  think  I  am  coming  back  to  be  a  bur- 
den on  you,  or  to  disgrace  you,"  it  concluded.  "  Disgrace 
and  folly,  thank  heaven,  I  left  behind  in  England,  when  that. 
severe  lesson  was  read  to  me,  just  six  years  and  six  months, 
ago.  I  have  a  little  money  (it  is  a  good  thing  I  did  not. 
bring  it  with  me  in  the  ship)  lodged  in  the  hands  of  some 
Australian  merchants,  who  have  a  branch  house  in  London^ 
and  I  shall  soon  be  earning  more.  They  have  offered  me  a 
lucrative  post  in  their  London  house,  which  I  think  I  shall 
accept.  I  know  how  justly  angry  you  were  with  me  when 
I  went  away;  but  I  hope  you  will  forgive  and  receive  me,  the 
prodigal  son,  and  let  me  spend  a  happy  Christmas-day  with  you 
all  in  the  dear  old  home.  I  am  not  quite  up  to  travelling  yet,, 
but  I  must  come;  I  have  set  my  heart  upon  it.  Do  you  remem- 
ber the  cake  that  Amy  used  to  make  to  be  cut  after  dinner 
on  Christmas-day,  with  a  gold  and  an  iron  ring  in  it?  Do  you 
remember  the  hopes  and  fear  as  to  who  should  get  the  rings? 
—and  the  laughing  and  the  fun?  I  hope  the  cake  is  an 
institution  still.  I  would  not  miss  it  this  year  for  the  world, 
and  so  I  shall  come — and  send  on  this  letter  to  prepare  my 
way  for  me.  Dear  uncle  1  the  random  boy  has  become  & 
steady  man ;  the  scapegrace  has  put  away  his  sins  for  wisdom ;. 
the  careless  ne'er-do-weU  has  changed  to  one  of  earnest  p'lr- 
pose.    You  will  not  refuse  to  welcome  him  I" 
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Mr.  Korth  held  the  letter  in  his  hand,  and  gazed  at  its 
writing  (that  such  a  thing  should  have  to  be  told  of  him !) 
until  his  tears  dropped  fast  upon  it.  It  was  so  different  from 
what  he  had  expected ;  it  was  no  begging  letter,  this.  And 
he  had  turned  him  out  with  harsh  words.  Where  was  he  % 
— where  was  he  %  Mr.  North  put  on  his  hat  and  went  down 
the  road,  as  if  to  take  a  little  walk  before  service.  No ;  the 
pond  lay  there  still  enough,  but  Archibald  was  not  lying 
by  it. 

They  went  to  church ;  and  Mr.  North  did  his  best  to  hide 
from  others  that  he  could  not  attend  to  the  prayers.  Peace  on 
earth  and  goodwill  to  men  !  What  had  he  to  do  with  it  now  % 
Oh,  he  seemed  very  very  far  from  Him  whom  the  angels 
heralded  in  with  those  glorious  words.  It  was  as  if  a  great 
gulf  had  sprung  up  between  him  and  heaven.  He  did  not 
dare  to  stay  the  Sacrament,  and  he  wondered  how  worthy  in 
God's  sight  he  must  have  been  in  the  past  Christmas  days  to 
partake  of  it.  Not  a  single  cry  for  forgiveness  went  up  from 
his  closed  lips ;  his  sense  of  sin  lay  too  heavily  upon  him. 

They  dined  at  four  j  it  had  been  the  Christmas  hour  when 
the  children  were  young,  and  it  was  never  altered.  There 
was  no  cake  now ;  somehow  sobriety  in  the  later  years  had 
fallen  upon  them,  and  Amy,  who  was  the  cake-maker, 
had  gone.  She  and  her  husband  were  to  have  dined 
there  this  day,  but  had  been  prevented.  The  only  guests 
were  two  young  ladies,  orphans,  one  of  whom  (she  was  but  a 
governess)  made  John  North's  day-dream.  And  he  meant 
to  tell  her  so,  though  he  foresaw  it  would  bring  disappoint- 
ment to  his  father. 

It  was  a  well-spread  board :  the  turkey  a  prize ;  the  plum- 
pudding  rich  and  radiant ;  the  wine  good :  but  Mr.  North 
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could  scarcely  swallow  a  morsel ;  every  mouthful  seemed  to 
choke  him,  every  drop  to  chill  him.  Sitting  alone  in  the 
little  garden-room  before  dinner,  he  had  lived  over  the  inter- 
view of  the  previous  night ;  he  had  lived  over  (oh,  worse 
than  all)  the  dream.  An  unpleasant  superstition  was  begin- 
ning to  creep  upon  him ;  he  who  had  never  been  given  to 
superstition  in  all  his  life :  that  the  dream  must  have  come 
to  him  as  a  foreshadowing  of  the  truth,  and  that  Archibald 
was  really  dead. 

Perhaps  he  was  in  the  pond,  instead  of  beside  it  ?  A  cold 
horror  broke  over  Mr.  North  at  the  sudden  thought,  just  as 
it  had  broken  when  awaking  from  the  dream.  An  awful 
dread,  that  it  was  so,  took  possession  of  him;  a  convictions© 
sure  that  he  looked  upon  it  as  a  prevision.  No  wonder  he 
could  not  eat  any  dinner  ! 

But,  if  it  had  not  been  for  his  own  preoccupation,  he  must 
have  seen  that  some  unusual  emotion  was  stirring  Millicent. 
She  wore  her  little  net  cap,  but  the  cheeks  it  shaded  were 
crimson,  the  eyes  had  a  sweet  light  of  expectation ;  her  blue 
silk  dress  was  nearly  as  gay  as  the  dresses  of  yore.  Little  did 
Mr.  North  suspect  that  Millicent  had  read  the  letter.  In  his 
troubled  state  he  had  contrived  to  drop  it  in  the  morning, 
before  going  to  the  pond ;  Frances  had  picked  it  up,  read 
it,  thinking  it  no  breach  of  faith,  and  shown  it  to  Milli- 
cent. But  they  kept  their  own  counsel,  and  concluded  that 
the  evident  perturbation  of  Mr.  North  must  be  connected 
with  this. 

He  could  not  sit  there.  His  brother's  son!  his  own 
brother^s  son!  Making  some  inaudible  excuse  of  a  head- 
ache, of  not  wanting  dessert,  he  left  the  table  at  the  close  of 
dinner,  and  stole  out  of  the  house  by  a  side  door,  very  much 
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as  though  lie  weie  going  to  a  fimeiaL  That  Archibald  wa9 
in  the  pond  seemed  to  have  grown  into  a  certainty — ^perhaps 
had  thrown  himself  in,  broken-hearted,  after  that  cruel  recep- 
tion— and  Mr.  ITorth  could  not  keep  from  it.  It  drew  him 
to  it  with  a  kind  of  fascination,  just  as  surely  and  helplessly 
as  he  felt  that  he  was  drifting  further  and  further  away  from 
heaven. 

The  snow  was  falling  again ;  the  air  keen ;  and  Mr.  l^ortb 
had  to  walk  slowly  and  carefully  along  the  road  because  of 
the  ice,  until  he  turned  into  the  field.  Crunching  the  snow 
beneath  his  feet,  he  paced  round  and  round  the  pond  and 
strained  his  eyes  into  it;  and  saw  nothing.  But  for  the 
utter  despair  that  lay  upon  him,  the  lively  sense  of  guilt  in 
the  sight  of  God,  a  petitioning  cry  had  gone  up  to  heaven 
that  there  might  be  no  one  lying  beneath  its  waters.  With 
the  morrow  he  would  confess  to  Archibald's  visit  and  have 
the  pond  dragged.  How  bear  the  suspense  until  then  %  How 
bear  it  ? 

He  took  the  field  way  home ;  the  snow  was  less  dangeroui^ 
than  the  ice  ;  and  by-and-by  dragged  his  weary  limbs  through 
the  gate  in  the  remote  part  of  his  own  grounds,  into  which 
the  fields  opened.  Scarcely  had  he  done  this  when  a  groan 
broke  upon  his  ear.  A  groan,  and  then  another ;  and  then 
something  like  a  faint  voice,  speaking  faint  words. 

"  Halloa  !  what's  that  f  called  out  Mr.  If orth. 

"Uncle!     Is  it  you r 

With  a  rush  as  of  burning  heat  coursing  through  all  hia 
veins,  Mr.  N"orth  turned  to  the  spot,  and  saw  Archie  lying  in  a 
kind  of  dry  ditch  or  dyke.  He  was  not  dead  :  but  he  would 
surely  have  died,  left  there  another  night.  The  explanation  was 
simple.     On  his  way  to  an  inn  up  the,  road,  where  he  thought 
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lie  might  sleep,  when  driven  forth  the  previous  night,  he  had 
taken  the  more  sheltered  and  well-remembered  path  through 
the  grounds,  in  preference  to  the  slippery  highway.  Awk- 
ward from  his  lameness^  deceived  by  the  snow,  he  had 
wandered  from  the  path,  missed  his  footing  at  the  edge  of 
the  dyke,  and  fallen  into  it.  Upon  essaying  to  rise,  he  found 
he  could  not ;  he  believed  his  leg  was  broken.  Too  far  off 
to  attract  attention,  though  he  had  called  at  intervals  until 
strength  and  voice  were  alike  exhausted,  there  he  had  lain 
ever  since. 

Mr.  North  was  not  of  a  demonstrative  nature ;  but  there 
may  arise  moments  in  all  men's  lives  where  emotion  has  its 
way  more  or  less.  He  could  not  get  to  Archie  in  the  dyke 
without  stooping  down  in  the  most  inconvenient  fashion,  but 
he  held  one  uplifted  hand  between  his,  stroking  it  tenderly, 
as  a  fond  mother  may  stroke  her  little  child's. 

"  K  you  can  find  one  or  two  men,  uncle,  just  to  carry  me 
to  the  inn  and  to  get  a  surgeon  ?" 

To  the  inn,  indeed !  N"o,  no.  Mr.  N"orth  bounded  along 
the  path  to  his  home  at  a  faster  rate  than  he  had  tried  since 
his  days  of  youth  and  slendemess.  The  tears  were  raining 
from  his  eyes  at  the  wondrous  mercy  vouchsafed  to  him ;  and 
in  the  glad  thankfulness  that  his  sin  was  not  irredeemable, 
his  mouth,  like  unto  David's  of  old,  could  once  more  open : 
"  God  be  merciful  to  me,  a  sinner  !" 

They  carried  Archie  in.  The  surgeon  was  there  and  did 
what  was  requisite,  and  said  he  would  want  good  nursing. 
Mr.  North  gently  answered  that  he  would  be  tended  as  his 
own  son.  Millicent  was  admitted  then.  Their  hands  met 
together,  their  eyes  looked  straight  into  each  other's,  and  they 
knew  that  the  boy  and  girl  love  had  lasted  in  all  its  bright- 
ness ;  that  sadness  and  separation  were  now  over. 
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"To  think  that  he  should  have  lain  there  for  eighteen 
hours  with  nothing  to  eat !"  lamented  Miss  North,  who  was 
of  a  practical  turn. 

"  But  I  didn't,  Frances,"  spoke  up  Archie.  "  I  had  by 
<5hance  a  hard  biscuit  in  my  pocket,  and  eat  it  this  morning." 

"After  all,  it  has  been  a  blessed  Christmas-day,"  mur- 
mured Mr.  North  to  himself  that  night  in  his  bed-chamber, 
as  he  put  up  his  hands  reverently.  "  Glory  to  God  in  the 
liighest,  and  on  earth  peace,  goodwill  towards  men  1" 
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PAET    THE    riEST. 
I. 

THE  mother's   grief. 

The  somewhat  cold  and  yet  wintry  sun  threw  its  rays  on  one' 
of  earth's  fair  and  busy  scenes  in  the  spring  afternoon  of  a 
year  gone  by.  By  the  side  of,  but  not  close  to,  a  factory, 
which  was  giving  forth  its  tokens  of  life  and  work,  stood  a 
white  house,  built  in  the  villa  style,  large  enough  for  &• 
gentleman's  residence;  pretty  enough,  with  the  artistically 
laid  out  grounds  and  gardens  in  the  midst  of  which  it  stood, 
to  attract  the  attention  of  travellers  on  the  approximate  high 
road.  Other  factories  might  be  seen,  near  and  distant,  most 
of  them  considerably  larger  than  this  one,  and  other  houses 
surrounded  by  their  grounds,  as  well  as  poorer  dwellings, 
cottages,  and  huts.  This  place,  situated  in  the  heart  of  Eng- 
land, was  called  Wexmoor,  and  the  fiictory  first  mentioned 
was  known  as  Wexmoor  Factory.  N"ot  many  years  before^, 
this  was  the  only  factory  in  the  district,  and  those  larger  and 
better  ones  had  sprung  up  since.  Its  owner  was  a  gentleman 
of  the  name  of  Martyn ;  and  the  white  villa,  built  by  himself 
some  thirty  years  previously,  was  the  resides^e  of  himself 
and  his  family. 
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Those  cold  thin  lays  are  falling  on  it,  and  especially  on  a 
young  lady  who  is  standing  at  its  entiance-door,  between  the 
pillars,  drawing  on  her  gloves.  A  charming-looking  girl  of 
twenty-two,  with  a  thoughtful  face — ^very  thoughtful  for  one 
so  young — and  steady,  somewhat  deeply-set  eyes  of  dark 
blue.  She  is  attired  quite  plainly,  you  see :  a  violet-coloured 
merino  dress,  a  warm  grey  shawl,  and  a  cottage  straw  bonnet, 
trimmed  with  straw-coloured  ribbons  to  match.  It  was  long 
ago,  I  have  told  you ;  before  the  disfiguring  fashions  of  these 
later  years  were  invented.  Those  cottage  bonnets  of  twenty 
or  thirty  years  back  made  a  pretty  face  look  aU  the  prettier. 

This  was  Miss  Helen  Martyn,  the  second  daughter  of  the 
manufacturer.  He  had  four  daughters — Elizabeth,  Helen, 
Sophia,  and  a  little  one  of  fourteen,  much  afficted,  named 
Amy.  He  never  had  a  son,  and  his  wife  had  died  when 
Amy  was  bom.  Elizabeth,  the  eldest,  acted  as  mistress  of 
the  house,  and  as  a  sort  of  mother  to  the  rest,  though  she 
was  but  two  years  older  than  Helen. 

Helen  Martyn  drew  on  her  gloves  slowly,  and  then  paused 
and  looked  thoughtfully  out  before  her,  far  into  the  distance. 
It  almost  seemed  as  if  she  were  hesitating  whether  to  go  on 
or  not.  At  last  she  descended  the  white  steps,  wound  round 
the  broad  gravel  drive  which  surrounded  the  lawn  before  the 
house,  and  passed  out  at  the  front  gate.  In  turning  to  the  right 
she  nearly  ran  against  a  gentleman,  who  was  about  to  enter  it 
with  a  hasty  step,  on  his  way  to  the  factory.  It  was  Mr. 
Martyn,  a  wiry-built  man,  with  a  pale,  hard  face,  and  cold 
grey  eyes,  bearing  not  the  least  resemblance  to  his  daughter. 

"  Whore  are  you  going,  Helen  ?" 

"  For  a  walk,  papa." 

He  went  on,  saying  no  more.     But  ere  he  had  well  got 
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through  the  gate,  Helen,  in  her  perfect  truthfdness,  her 
natural  antagonism  to  anything  like  deceit,  turned  and  spoke 
— she  was  conscious  that  to  take  a  walk  was 'not  the  sole 
object  of  her  leaving  home  this  afternoon.  In  point  of  fstct, 
it  may  almost  be  said  that  she  was  going  out  in  disobe- 
dience j  for  the  place  she .  thought  to  visit,  if  not  positively 
forbidden  in  words^  had  been  tacitly  interdicted  to  Mr. 
Martyn's  daughters. 

"  Papa,  I  should  like  to  see  Mrs.  Eutt  once  more  before 
she  leaves  on  that  long  voyage.  I  thought  of  calling  to  say 
good-bye  to  her." 

"  You  can  do  as  you  choose,"  replied  Mr.  Martyn. 

He  did  not  speak  in  displeasure,  but  carelessly,  as  if  the 
point  were  not  worth  consideration,  and  he  hastened  on 
'towards  the  house  as  he  spoke.  Helen,  feeling  quite  a  weight 
removed  from  her  mind,  went  away  with  a  light  step. 

Continuing  her  road  past  the  factory  she  soon  came  to  a 
shady  green  lane.  ITearly  haK  a  mile  down  this  lane  was  a 
low-built  cottage.  It  looked  very  pretty  in  summer,  with  its 
clematis^overed  walls,  and  its  rippling  brook  purling  through 
its  homely  garden. 

Ah !  it  was  a  sad  tale ;  and  Helen  Martyn's  heart  sank  as 
«he  approached  the  cotts^e,  with  that  feeling  of  "  not  liking" 
io  enter  it.  Eobert  Rutt  had  been  employed  by  Mr.  Martyn 
for  the  past  six  or  eight  years.  He  was  one  of  his  principal 
men — a  sort  of  overlooker  of  the  rest — and  earned  three 
pounds  per  week.  About  four  weeks  back  he  had  married  a 
widow  lady  fix)m  a  distance.  The  word  "  lady"  is  really  not 
misappUed.  It  was  said  she  was  a  lady  by  birth  and  educa- 
tion,  but  had  fallen  into  very  poor  circumstances.  It  was 
fiaid,  also,  that  she  had  believed  Eutt,  who  was  a  good-looking 
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and  superior- mannered  man,  occupied  a  higher  position  in 
Mr.  Martyn's  works  than  that  which  she  found  he  did  occupy^ 
Be  this  as  it  might,  sh3  had  shown  outwardly  no  disappoint- 
ment, hut  had  accommodated  herself  to  her  position,  as  the 
wife  of  a  working  man,  from  the  first  hour  Eutt  hrought  her 
to  this  cottage  at  Wexmoor.  Mr.  Martyn's  daughters  soon 
made  acquaintance  with  her;  and  Helen,  at  least,  grew  to 
like  and  respect  her,  and  to  like  very  much  her  young  son^ 
then  a  hoy  of  ahout  eleven  years. 

Things  had  gone  on  smoothly  until  now ;  or,  to  speak  with 
strict  correctness,  until  a  few  months  ago.  Late  in  the  Oc- 
toher  month  of  the  previous  autumn,  a  circumstance  had 
occurred  unpleasant  in  itself  and  grievously  disastrous  in  the 
results  it  was  to  hring  forth.  Eohert  Eutt,  thoroughly  well- 
conducted  in  general — otherwise  he  would  never  have  heen 
retained  in  his  post  hy  Mr.  Martyn — ^was  hetrayed  one  day 
into  drinking,  and  went  into  the  factory  in  a  half-mad  state. 
The  man  was  too  well  aware  of  the  effect  drink  had  upon, 
him ;  much  worse  than  it  has  upon  some  men ;  and  it  was  so 
rare  he  transgressed  that  his  sobriety  had  grown  into  a 
proverb.  Still,  he  had  been  in  this  state  before — had  gone 
into  the  factory  so — and  his  mcister,  vexed  and  angry,  had 
threatened  him  with  dismissal  did  he  ever  so  forget  himself 
again. 

As  ill-luck  would  have  it,  Mr.  Martyn  met  him  on  this  day 
as  he  was  rolling  iu,  shouting  and  singing.  Some  sharp 
words  ensued.  The  master  ordered  him  off  the  premises : 
Eutt,  with  some  dim  idea  of  proving  that  he  was  not  incap- 
able, waited  his  opportunity  and  stole  in  afterwards,  when 
Mr.  Martyn's  back  was  turned.  He  attempted  to  work  ;  he 
meddled  with  the  machinery,  and  the  result  was  that  a  large 
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quantity  of  work  was  spoilt  and  the  machinery  almost  fatally 
injured.  It  was  a  loss  that  Mr.  Martyn  could  not  well  bear  ; 
his  business  had  decreased  of  late  years,  and  something  like 
embarrassed  circumstances  were  beginning  to  show  themselves; 
hence,  perhaps,  his  anger  was  more  implacable  than  it  might 
otherwise  have  been.  In  vain  Eutt,  when  he  came  to  his 
senses,  humbly  expressed  his  contrition,  begged  to  be  taken 
on  again,  promised  that  he  never  would  again  so  forget  him- 
self as  long  as  his  life  should  last.  Mr.  Martyn  would  not 
listen.  With  telling  reproaches,  with  scornful  words,  he 
drove  the  man  from  him,  declaring  that,  so  far  from  forgiving 
him,  it  was  his  intention  to  refuse  him  a  character,  and  to 
bring  him  to  public  punishment  for  the  damage  he  had  done. 
Before  the  moon,  then  at  the  full,  had  quite  completed  her 
monthly  course,  Eutt  was  dead.  In  going  in  search  of  work 
to  a  neighbouring  town,  it  was  supposed  he  came  in  contact 
with  an  infectious  disorder :  at  any  rate,  he  was  seized  with 
it,  and  died  in  delirium. 

His  death  did  not  soften  the  feeling  of  Mr.  Martyn.  That 
gentleman  felt  the  past  grievance  of  his  loss  as  keenly  as 
before,  and  in  this  his  daughters  shared.  They  sent  no  sym- 
pathizing inquiry  to  the  poor  wife ;  they  did  not  vouchsafe 
her  a  kind  word.  It  was  not  perhaps  that  they  did  not  feel 
for  heTf  but  the  loss  their  father  had  sustained  left  its  bitter 
sting  in  their  hearts.  What  with  the  spoilt  machinery,  the 
destroyed  goods,  the  waste  of  time  and  the  incapability  to  fulfil 
orders  which  this  entailed,  Mr.  Martyn's  loss  could  not  be 
estimated  at  less  than  a  thousand  pounds.  A  formidable  sum 
to  the  imagination  of  these  young  girls,  and  all  the  more  for- 
midable because  of  a  dim  fear,  which  had  been  for  some  time 
forcing  itself  upon  their  suspicions;  that  their  Mher  could 
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not  afford  it.  Helen  alone  felt  deeply  for  Mrs.  Eutt  In 
Helen  Martyn's  strict  sense  of  justice,  she  asked  her  sistera 
how  blame  could  possibly  reflect  upon  the  wife :  she  pointed 
out  that  the  poor  wife  was  even  more  deeply  injured  than 
they  were.  But  she  did  not  dare  to  call  on  her  and  express 
this :  it  would  have  seemed  like  flying  in  the  face  of  her 
father's  sense  of  injury. 

Yes,  in  one  sense,  the  disastrous  results  fell  worst  on  Mrs* 
Eutt,  for  she  was  left  without  a  living  or  the  means  of  gain* 
ing  one.  Eutt  was  a  man  who  had  lived  up  to  every  shilling 
of  his  wages.  He  liked  to  see  his  wife  comfortable,  to  main- 
tain a  plentiful  home :  he  was  attached  to  her  boy,  now  a 
fine  lad  of  fifteen,  and  had  yielded  to  her  wish  of  keeping 
him  at  school,  a  good  day  grammar-school  in  the  neighbour* 
hood,  not  yet  putting  him  out  to  earn  anything.  It  is  a  fa6t 
scarcely  to  be  believed,  only  that  there  are  unhappily  too- 
many  such  facts  in  the  world,  that  when  Eutt  died,  there  waft 
not  one  penny  of  ready  money  in  the  house.  Except  for  the 
furniture,  Mrs.  Eutt  was  left  entirely  destitute  :  and  the 
furniture  of  that  small  house  was  not  of  great  value. 

Many  and  many  a  time  did  Helen  Martyn  wonder  what 
that  poor  woman  would  do,  and  how  she  was  getting  on,  or 
would  get  on.  Gossip  spreads  in  a  small  locality,  and  the 
young  ladies  heard  news  from  time  to  time  of  Mrs.  Eutt. 
First,  it  was  said  she  was  living  by  disposing  of  the  lighter 
trifles  of  her  household ;  next,  that  her  son,  who  had  left  the 
school  at  Christmas,  had  found  a  temporary  place  at  the 
doctor's,  to  carry  out  the  physic  bottles ;  by  which  he  earned 
his  food  and  a  shilling  or  two  a  week.  And  last,  they  heard 
that  Mrs.  Eutt  and  her  boy  were  going  to  America. 

This  last  news,  much  as  it  surprised  Mr.  Martyn's  daughters^ 


MART7N  WARE'S  TEMPTATION.  403? 

pToyed  to  be  correct.  Mrs.  Eutt  had  a  brother  settled  near 
Washington,  a  farmer;  she  had  written  to  him  on  the  occiuy 
tence  of  her  great  misfortune,  and  after  the  passing  backwards 
and  forwards  of  two  or  three  letters,  he  had  offered  her  an-, 
asylum  with  him,  and  to  find  some  employment  for  her  son* 
in  the  capital.  What  was  perhaps  more  to  the  purpose  in  her 
temporary  strait,  he  had  offered  to  send  the  passage  money 
for  one  of  them,  hoping  she  would  be  able  to  find  the  other 
hersel£ 

And  this,  Mrs.  Eutt,  as  it  was  known,  had  contrived  to- 
•do.  The  very  man  who  had  succeeded  to  her  husband's- 
post  at  the  works  made  arrangements  with  her  for  taking  the 
house  off  her  hands,  and  as  much  of  the  furniture  as  she  could^ 
leave  in  it.  That  was  not  much.  Her  husband  had  died  the 
first  week  in  INTovember,  it  was  now  the  end  of  March,  and  she- 
had  had  only  that  furniture  to  live  upon,  parting  with  it  piece-^ 
meaL  Little  wonder,  then,  that  it  was  with  difficulty  she  could 
save  sufficient  money  for  only  her  own  passage,  let  alone  her 
boy's.  She  had  no  friends  in  the  neighbourhood,  no  advisers  : 
she  had  never  made  a  friend  or  sought  an  acquaintance- 
since  she  came  into  it ;  and  the  cause  is  easily  explainable;. 
Her  position  as  Eutfs  wife  debarred  her  from  associating  with 
the  superior  inhabitants,  and  her  own  previous  habits  of 
gentility  forbade  her  placing  herself  on  a  level  with  the  wives 
of  such  men  as  her  husband.  It  is  true  the  Miss  Martyns  had 
often  gone  to  see  her,  but  only  as  the  wife  of  one  of  their 
father's  men  in  whom  they  took  an  especial  interest. 

All  preliminaries  were  arranged,  and  she  was  to  sail  from: 
Liverpool  at  the  week's  end ;  was  to  quit  Wexmoor  on  the^ 
morrow.  The  Miss  Martyns  heard  this :  heard  that  the  pro- 
mised letter  from  her  brother,  which  was  to  contain  the  re- 
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mittance,  had  come  that  Yeiy  motning  ;  and  Helen  liad  de- 
termined to  mn  down  to  bid  her  good-bje. 

To  let  ber  go  away  for  ever  without  a  God-speed,  without 
a  word  of  kindness  to  blot  out  the  remembrance  of  the 
calamity  cansed  by  her  husband,  and  for  which  she  was  in  no 
way  to  blame,  struck  cruelly  on  the  girl's  heart  So  Helen 
told  her  sisters  what  she  should  do,  and  put  her  things  on  ; 
and  when  you  saw  her  hesitating  on  the  steps,  she  was  de- 
liberating whether  to  go  into  the  factory  in  passing,  and  ask 
her  other's  consent,  or  whether  she  should  go  first,  and 
confess  afterwards  that  she  had  been.  The  meeting  him 
decided  it 

Mrs.  Eutt,  in  her  widow's  cap,  was  seated  in  the  parlour 
when  she  entered ;  a  pretty  room  once,  but  nearly  bare  now  ; 
and  Helen  started  when  she  saw  her.  Helen  Martyn  had 
seen  grief  in  her  lifetime,  but  scarcely  such  grief  as  this.  She 
sat  on  a  low  seat,  and  was  swaying  herself  to  and  ho  in  what 
looked  like  the  extremity  of  human  sorrow,  her  head  bent  for- 
ward, the  tears  slowly  coursing  down  her  colourless  cheeks. 
It  must  be  confessed  that  Helen  somewhat  wondered ;  Mrs. 
Eutt  was  leaving  no  ties  in  the  place  that  she  should  grieve 
after  them,  and  she  had  never  pretended  to  be  attached  to  it 
She  rose  from  her  low  seat  at  sight  of  Helen,  and  dried  her 
eyes  as  well  as  she  could ;  but  the  look  of  anguish  remained. 

"  Oh,  Miss  Helen !     Have  you  indeed  come  once  again  f 

"  I  could  not  let  you  go  without  saying  farewell,  and  giving 
you  our  good  wishes,"  was  Helen's  gentle  answer.  "My 
sisters  have  charged  me  to  say  everything  that  was  kind  for 
them.  I  hope  you  and  Bob  will  get  safely  to  your  journey's 
end,  and  find  a  happy  home  there." 

The  words  seemed  to  tell  upon  her  terribly.     She  burst 
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into  a  renewed  fit  of  grief,  so  violent  that  Helen  was  alarmed. 
In  vain  Mrs.  Eutt  essayed  to  speak ;  nothing  came  forth  but 
sobs.  Helen,  feeling  shy  and  uncomfortable,  knew  not  what 
to  say :  she  came  to  the  conclusion  that  aU  this  must  be  for 
the  loss  of  her  husband.     At  length  the  sobs  grew  lighter. 

"  Miss  Helen,  pray  pardon  me  !  You  don't  know  what  it 
is  to  part  with  your  only  child,  to  leave  him  alone  to  the 
mercy  of  the  world  without  guide  or  protector,  to  go  away 
from  him  with  scarcely  a  prospect  of  ever  seeing  him  again 
on  earth.  It  is  like  the  parting  of  death.  It  has  seemed 
nothing  less  to  me." 

Helen  could  not  understand.  Amidst  blinding  tears,  amidst 
struggles  to  suppress  the  emotion  that  went  well-nigh  to  choke 
her,  the  explanation  was  given  by  Mrs.  Rutt.  The  letter 
had  indeed  been  delivered  to  her  that  morning  from  America, 
but  the  promised  remittance  was  not  in  it.  Her  brother  had 
expressed  his  sorrow  at  being  unable  to  send  it ;  he  had  a 
sufficiently  abundant  home,  but  ready  money  was  scarce  with 
him ;  and  he  hoped  she  would  manage  to  find  it  herself. 

"  It  is  an  impossibility,"  she  gasped.  "  I  have  no  means 
of  finding  it,  I  have  no  friend  in  the  world  to  help  me.  There 
will  be  expenses,  too,  I  hear,  in  embarking,  that  I  had  not 
bargained  for,  and  I  shall  have  to  sell  some  of  my  clothes  to 
get  away  myself." 

Helen  felt  shocked  and  grieved.  "  What  will  be  done  1" 
she  asked. 

"  All  that  can  be  done  is,  that  I  must  abandon  my  boy — 
it  seems  to  me  like  abandoning  him,"  was  the  sobbing  answer. 
"  I  mud  go  myself :  I  ought  to  have  been  out  of  this  house 
on  Lady-day,  Miss  Helen,  and  now  it's  the  twenty-ninth.  I 
must  go ;  I  have  not  a  place  to  put  my  head  in  in  the  old 
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•country,  not  a  bit  or  sup  to  support  me :  and  my  boy  must 
stop  behind  and  get  a  living  as  be  best  can.  I'd  sacrifice  my- 
seK  for  my  boy,  if  I  knew  how  to  sacrifice  myself;  I  would 
.almost  lather  part  with  life  than  part  with  him." 

'^And  how  much  would  it  cost  to  take  him)"  Helen 
l)reathlessly  asked. 

**I  had  expected  ten  pounds,"  she  answered.  "It  was 
*what  my  brother  said  he'd  send.  We  could  have  made  it  do 
Miss  Helen.  Of  course  we  go  in  the  cheapest  way :  it  is 
■49ome  years  since  I  could  afford  to  be  fastidious.  Once  on  the 
•other  side,  I  should  not  mind  if  we  had  nothing  left.  We 
cwould  find  our  way  on  foot  to  Washington." 

It  was  very  natural  that  Helen  Martyn's  first  impulse  was 
"to  wish  she  had  the  money  to  give  :.  but  in  the  next  moment 
-she  remembered  how  entirely  futile  was  the  wish,  Beady 
.money  had  not  been  very  plentiful  in  their  home  of  late ; 
•and  what  she  and  her  sister  Sophia  had  been  able  to  get  £LX)m 
their  father,  or  Elizabeth  supply  from  her  housekeeping 
necessities,  had  been  expended  for  a  specified  purpose^  of 
^hich  you  will  soon  hear  further.  All  that  she  could  do  was 
A)  express  her  heartfelt  sympathy,  her  regret  that  she  had  njot 
4;he  money  to  give ;  and  she  did  it  with  a  sincere,  low  voice, 
lier  tears  standing  in  her  eyes. 

Mrs.  Eutt  saw  how  genuine  was  the  sorrow  of  that  fair 
young  face,  how  great  the  pain  at  heart,  and  she  strove  to 
^suppress  further  signs  of  her  own.  But  when  Helen  was 
•taking  leave,  the  sobs  burst  forth  again  uncontrolled. 

**  You'll  say  a  kind  word  to  him  now  and  then,  Miss  Helen, 
when  you  get  the  opportunity.  He'll  want  it,  poor. lad,  for 
he  will  soon  be  motherless.  I  shall  not  live  long,  parted  firoiu 
iiim." 
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^Does  he  stop  in  Wexmoorf  asked  Helen. 

^'  Just  at  present.  I  went  to  the  doctor  this  morning,  and  he 
^will  keep  him  on  for  a  bit,  until  something  turns  up  for  him." 

"  What  can  turn  up  for  him  V*  wondered  Helen. 

"Nothing  —  unless  God  sends  it.  And  where  he  will 
get  to  sleep,  or  who  will  give  him  shelter,  I  don't  know. 
Miss  Helen,"  she  continued  in  an  altered  tone,  "  Pd  ask 
jou,  if  I  may  dare,  when  the  weddings  are  to  be  1" 

A  soft  blush  rose  to  Helen  Martyn's  cheek. 

"  In  about  a  month,"  she  answered.  "  Towards  the  end  of 
April." 

"  May  heaven  bless  you  both,  and  the  gentlemen  you  have 
ohosen !"  aspirated  Mrs.  Eutt,  in  a  low  tone. 

Helen  was  walking  slowly  towards  home,  thinking  upon 
•the  poor  widow's  grief,  upon  the  many  sources  of  sorrow 
there  seemed  to  be  in  the  world,  when  a  slim,  active  boy, 
with  a  pleasing  face  and  large  intelligent  dark  eyes,  came 
running  round  the  comer  of  the  lane.  It  was  Bob  Eutt — 
as  the  boy  was  universally  called.  He  had,  of  course,  no 
nght  to  the  name  of  Eutt,  but  he  had  never  been  called  any 
thing  else  since  he  came  into  the  neighbourhood :  his  Christian 
name  happening  to  be  the  same  as  that  of  his  step-fathei^ 
Eobert,  had  no  doubt  contributed  to  the  habit.  He  raised 
his  cap  as  he  came  up  to  Helen,  far  more  as  a  gentleman 
would  raise  it  than  a  working  boy. 

"  I  have  been  to  see  your  mother,  Bob,"  she  said.  "  This 
is  sad  news." 

"  Was  she  grieving  much,  Miss  Helen  1"  he  eagerly  asked. 
•^*  I  could  bear  it  for  myself;  but  I  can't  bear  it  for  her." 

"  But  you  will  be  sorry  to  be  separated  from  her,  Bobi" 
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"Sorry!"  he  echoed,  swallowing  down  a  lump  in  his 
throat,  and  turning  his  face  out  of  sight  of  Helen's.  "  When 
the  letter  came  this  morning,  it  seemed  that  I  could  have 

moved  heaven  and  earth  to  go  with  her,  and — and . 

But  it's  of  no  use  talking  of  it,"  he  added,  after  a  hroken 
pause.     "  Thank  you  for  your  sympathy,  Miss  Helen." 

"  Oh,  Bob,  I  am  sorry  1  Perhaps  you  will  get  out  to  her 
sometime." 

"  Yes,  Miss  Helen,  perhaps  so,  if  she  lives.  But  she's  one 
to  take  things  dreadfully  to  heart." 

He  raised  his  cap  again  and  wont  away.  And  Helen 
Martyn  looked  after  him  with  misty  eyes  through  the  fading 
light  of  the  evening  sky. 


IL 

Helen's  knight-errantry. 


What  we  should  all  do  without  money  it  is  quite  impossible 
to  conceive.  But  one  thing  appears  indisputable  :  that  if  the 
world  could  go  on  without  it,  a  great  many  of  the  crosses  and 
heartburnings  we  are  pleased  to  make  our  own,  and  hug  to  ua 
as  if  we  liked  them,  would  never  occur. 

When  Helen  Martyn  entered  her  home,  the  drawing-room 
was  lighted  and  the  tea  waited  on  the  table.  They  generally 
dined  in  the  middle  of  the  day:  it  suited  Mr.  Martyn's 
business  habits,  and  it  suited  Amy's  health.  Elizabeth  sat 
before  the  tea-tray,  ready  to  make  it  as  soon  as  her  father 
came  in.  He  often  kept  it  waiting,  and  she  generally  pro- 
vided herself  with  some  little  trifle  of  work,  not  to  waste  the 
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time,  as  she  had  now.  She  was  sewing  some  lace  edging  to 
a  strip  of  thin  muslin  j  it  was  for  a  nightcap  border  for  one 
of  her  sisters.  She  looked  older  than  her  age  considerably : 
any  one  might  have  taken  her  to  be  seven  or  eight  and 
twenty,  with  her  grave  manners  and  her  somewhat  old- 
fashioned  style  of  dress.  The  young  girl,  Amy,  stood  by  her 
side,  holding  her  chair :  a  stranger  might  have  observed  with 
wonder  a  certain  peculiar  twitching  in  this  child— in  her 
face,  her  arms,  her  whole  body.  She  had  had  in  her  life,  at 
long  extended  periods,  three  attacks  of  paralysis,  the  first, 
having  occurred  when  she  was  little  more  than  an  infant,  and 
its  signs  never  left  her — as  you  may  see  by  these  never-^ 
ceasing  twitches.  A  great  deal  of  money  had  been  spent, 
upon  her :  fresh  doctors,  sea-side  visits ;  everything  possible 
to  be  thought  of  was  tried.  She  did  not  get  much  better ; 
but  the  medical  men  thought  if  she  could  go  over  the  next 
two  or  three  years  without  another  attack,  she  might  possibly 
recover. 

Seated  opposite  Elizabeth,  her  elbow  on  the  table,  and  her 
face  wearing  a  discontented  look,  was  Sophia.  She  resem- 
bled Helen  much  in  features,  but  her  eyes  had  the  hard  look 
of  her  father's.  Poor  Sophia  was  apt  to  make  a  grievance  of 
trifles ;  and  she  thought  she  had  a  very  great  grievance  to  be 
miserable  over  just  now.  Helen  also  shared  in  it,  and  deemed 
herseK  as  hardly  used  as  Sophy. 

To  explain  this,  it  must  be  stated  that  Helen  and  Sophia- 
were  both  engaged  to  be  married.  Helen  to  a  gentleman  in 
London,  of  the  name  of  Ware ;  Sophia  to  the  Eev.  John 
Gazebrook,  You  heard  Helen  tell  Mrs.  Eutt  that  the  wed- 
dings were  to  be  in  about  a  month.  All  being  well,  the  two 
sisters  would  be  married  on  the  same  day.    JSTeither  matcL 
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was  particularly  eligible  in  a  pecuniary  point  of  view.  Me, 
Ware  was  the  secretary  to  a  public  company;  his  salary  three 
hundred  a  year;  and  the  clergyman  was  incumbent  of  a 
small  living  in  Wales,  worth  not  much  more  than  half  that 
sum.  But  Mr.  Martyn  had  not  deemed  it  well  to  refuse  his 
consent.  He  believed  both  the  gentlemen,  when  they  repre- 
sented that  their  circumstances  would  be  sure  to  grow  better 
in  time ;  and  he  told  his  daughters  that  if  they  chose  to  risk 
it,  to  live  quietly  until  these  better  circumstances  came,  they 
might.  Hope  is  strong  in  the  human  heart — ^very  strong  in 
those  beginning  life.  JMr.  Gazebrook  looked  forward  to  a 
good  £a,t  living;  and  Edward  Ware  to  at  least  a  doubled 
salary. 

But  the  weddings,  or  rather  the  preparations  for  them,  had 
brought  forth  some  vexations ;  and  Sophia  was  dilating  upon 
these  as  she  sat  there  with  her  elbow  on  the  tea-table,  and 
her  chin  leaning  on  her  hand.  The  sum  which  Mr.  Martyn 
had  allowed  his  two  daughters  for  purchasing  what  people 
call  the  trousseau,  was  miserably  small ;  at  least  it  had  proved 
so  in  the  laying  out.  When  given  forth  to  them — and,  not 
to  make  a  mystery,  its  amount  may  as  well  be  stated :  thirty 
pounds  each — Elizabeth,  somewhat  close  in  her  views,  pro- 
nounced it  sufficient.  In  fact,  it  was  Elizabeth  who  had  sug- 
gested the  amount  to  her  father,  though  she  did  not  choose  to 
confess  it :  sixty  pounds  for  the  two  would  be  ample,  she  said 
to  him.  But  whether  the  young  ladies  had  gone  randomly 
to  work,  and  bought  too  expensive  things  at  the  onset,  or 
whether  it  was  really  inadequate  to  their  wants,  certain  it 
was  that  the  money  was  gone ;  and  while  necessaries  had  been 
laid  in,  most  of  the  finery  remained  to  be  bought.  Even 
Elizabeth  had  come  to  the  conclusion  that  more  money  musft 
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1)6  had;  she  helped  them  a  little  from  her  housekeeping 
allowance,  but  that  did  not  do  much  good.  They  had  been 
permitted  to  make  their  own  purchases,  upon  the  express 
condition  that  every  article  should  be  paid  for  when  it  was 
bought. 

"  We  had  better  not  have  been  married  at  all,  if  this  is  to 
be  it,"  grumbled  Sophia.  "  I  have  not  got  a  single  new  silk 
4ress  yet,  except  the  wedding  dress.     Neither  has  Helen." 

"You  have  plenty  of  old  dresses,"  said  Elizabeth,  who 
deemed  it  policy  to  make  the  best  of  affairs  to  her  sisters. 
*'  One  or  two  of  them  have  scarcely  been  worn  at  all ;  they 
are  equal  to  new." 

"  Old  ones !  what  are  old  ones  1"  retorted  Sophia,  getting 
crosser  and  more  cross.  "  Never  was  such  a  thing  heard  of, 
as  going  to  your  new  home  with  a  heap  of  old  things,  and 
no  new  ones.  !3esides,  I  must  have  a  lace  mantle.  How  am 
I  to  get  through  the  summer  without  a  lace  mantle )" 

Elizabeth  went  on  with  her  nightcap  border,  saying  nothing. 
She  had  a  habit  of  being  silent  when  found  fault  with  by  her 
sisters.     Sophia  resumed : 

"  It's  a  perfect  disgrace  !  Thirty  pounds  for  girls  in  our 
station  of  life !  If  mamma  had  been  alive,  she  would  repre- 
45ent  things  fitly  to  papa ;  I  am  sure  of  it.  You  ought  to, 
Elizabeth.     I  can't  make  it  out :  papa's  not  a  stingy  man." 

"  Look  at  papa's  losses  of  late,  Sophy ;  at  the  one  caused 
by  Eutt;  and  his  business  has  been  dwindling  down  and 
down  through  want  of  capital,"  urged  Elizabeth,  in  a  low 
tone. 

"What  are  we  to  do  for  gloves?"  was  Sophy's  answer. 
^'  We  can't  have  less  than  a  dozen  pairs  altogether,  dark  and 
light  and  white,  and  we  have  not  the  money  for  a  single  pair  I 
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I  wish  you  were  going  to  be  married  yourself,  Elizabeth  f 
you'd  know  what  it  is." 

"  You  may  manage  with  what  things  you  have,"  was  Eliza- 
beth's answer.  "  I  will  do  what  I  can  in  the  matter ;  but  if 
the  worst  comes  to  the  worst,  you  must " 

"  Be  quiet,  Elizabeth  !  the  worst  can't  come  to  the  worst. 
Can  we  be  married,  Helen,  with  what  we  have  V 

Helen,  who  had  sat  quietly  near  the  fire  after  taking  off 
her  things,  looked  up  with  the  air  of  one  pre-occupied.  In 
comparison  with  the  real  need  of  money  brought  to  her  notice 
that  afternoon,  the  present  discussion  jarred  upon  the  heart 
as  savouring  of  folly.  "  What  did  you  say,  Sophy  %  Have 
more  things  1    Yes,  I  suppose  we  must  have  them." 

"  Suppose  we  must  have  them  !  why  you  know  we  must," 
cried  Sophy,  angrily.  "  You  were  nearly  crying  over  it  this 
morning.     You  know  you  were." 

Quite  true.  Helen  Martyn  had  nearly  cried  over  her 
wardrobe  in  the  morning,  wondering  what  her  husband  and 
his  friends  would  think  of  it,  upon  her  going  amongst  them* 
with  so  scanty  a  one.  Scanty  in  comparison  with  the  young 
lady's  ideas,  you  understand. 

"Thirty  pounds  for  the  wedding  outfit  of  Mr.  Martyu's 
daughters !"  repeated  Sophy,  working  herself  into  a  fume. 
"  We  ought  to  have  had  a  hundred,  at  the  very  least.  Wlien 
Adelaide  Gibson  was  married  her  things  cost  two  hundred 
pounds.  Helen,  we  shan't  be  able  to  afford  a  single  evening 
dress." 

"And  you  don't  want  them,"  said  Elizabeth  to  this. 
"  Evening  dresses  you  do  not  want ;  you  have  enough." 

"  They  have  been  worn  I  don't  know  how  many  times,** 
shrieked  Sophy, 
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"  They  look  good,  and  4hey  will  be  new  where  you  are 
going.  For  the  matter  of  that,  Sophy,  it  is  not  to  be  expected 
that  you  will  have  much  evening  visiting  in  that  remote  and 
quiet  place.  Helen  may  have  more  in  London.  Amy,  dear, 
you  are  shaking  my  chair." 

"  And  I  shall  want  dresses  for  it,"  said  Helen,  rousing  her- 
self from  her  recollections.     "  Oh  dear  !     I  wish  I  was  rich !" 

"  I  wish  we  could  have  tea  !'*  interposed  Sophy,  going  to 
another  temporary  trouble.  "  I  have  fifty  things  to  do  after- 
wards, and  a  long  letter  to  write." 

''•'Talking  of  letters,  did  you  know  that  papa  heard  from 
Mr.  Ware  to-day,  Helen  V]  asked  Elizabeth. 

"  No ;  did  he  1"  cried  Helen,  eagerly. 

"  Papa  came  in  for  some  books  he  wanted  this  afternoon, 
and  told  me  then  ;  he  forgot  to  mention  it  before.  Mr.  Ware 
is  commg  to-morrow  for  a  day  or  two." 

The  pleasure  which  the  information  brought  to  Helen's  face 
soon  changed  to  pain.  This  embarrassment  about  the  ward- 
robe seemed  all  the  worse  from  the  near  prospect  of  the 
presence  of  Mr.  Ware.  Elizabeth  suddenly  inquired  whether 
she  had  seen  Mrs.  Butt. 

"Yes,"  replied  Helen.  '*  She  was  in  the  greatest  trouble  ; 
I  never  saw  distress  like  it  before.  She  has  to  leave  Bob 
behind  her." 

"Whyl" 

Helen  explained.  Miss  Maxtyn  did  not  seem  to  think 
much  of  it,  and  Sophy  was  too  entirely  absorbed  in  her  own 
ill-humour  to  listen.  They  did  not  witness  her  distress, 
thought  Helen.  Just  then,  Mr.  Martyn  came  in,  and  tea 
began.  Sophia  would  touch  nothing,  and  upon  her  £a,thei 
asking  the  cause,  she  burst  into  tears. 
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**  Hey-day !"  cried  he. 

**  If  you  would  but  allow  us  a  little  more  money  for  om 
things,  papa,"  she  sobbed.  '  "  We  went  over  the  list  to-day,, 
what  we  have  and  what  we  want.  We  have  got  nothing,, 
hardly." 

"  I  expect  that  you  have  been  spending  the  money  fool- 
ishly," said  Mr.  Martyn. 

"ITo,  papa.  All  the  things  that  you  would  call  foolish 
remain  to  buy  yet.  Papa,  we  ought  to  leave  home  a  little 
decent  as  to  clothes." 

He  made  no  reply  then,  but  when  he  had  finished  lus  tea, 
he  drew  out  his  pocket-book,  took  from  it  two  bank-notes,, 
and  gave  one  to  Helen  and  one  to  Sophy. 

"  iNTow,  understand  me,"  said  he, "  this  is  all  you  will  have^ 
Had  circumstances  been  with  me  as  they  have  been,  a  score^ 
of  pounds  more  or  less  would  be  of  no  moment,  but  that  iis- 
not  the  case  now.  I  am  doing  all  I  can  to  retrieve  my 
position,  and  I  believe  I  should  have  gone  far  to  retrieve  it 
by  this  time,  but  for  the  conduct  of  Rutt.  That,  with  what 
you  have  had,  will  make  forty  pounds  each,  and  if  you  can- 
not buy  enough  finery  for  a  wedding  with  forty  pounds,  all  I 
can  say  is,  that  you  must  keep  single." 

He  quitted  the  room  as  he  spoke,  and  returned  to  the 
factory.  Elizabeth  took  the  note  out  of  Helen's  hand,  and 
looked  at  its  amount — ten  pounds. 

"  I  am  glad  he  listened  to  me,"  she  observed. 

"  Listened  to  you  I"  cried  Sophy. 

"  Yes.  When  papa  came  for  those  books  this  afternoon,. 
I  spoke  to  him,  asking  him  to  let  you  have  a  little  more  if  he 
could,  as  it  was  difficult  to  spin  out  the  thirty  pounds.  You^ 
may  buy  the  gloves  now,  Sophy." 
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Sophy's  eyes  were  sparkling.  Ten  pounds  certainly  would 
not  purchase  silk  gowns,  and  evening  gowns,  and  gloves,  and 
lace  mantles,  and  a  hundred  other  things,  but  it  had  come 
unexpectedly,  and  she  was  not  in  the  mood  just  then  to  make 
calculations. 

And  Helen  1  Helen  took  a  piece  of  paper  and  a  pencil, 
and  dotted  down  the  things  she  would  like,  and  their  pro- 
bable cost.  Upon  adding  up  the  sum  total,  she  found  it 
came  to  just  nine-and-twenty  pounds.  So  she  turned  the 
paper  to  the  other  side,  and  put  down  what  she  most  wanted, 
— what  she  thought  she  could  not  do  without,  and  added  up 
that.  Fifteen  pounds  five  shillings,  this  time;  and  there 
was  nothing  for  it  but  to  go  over  it  again  with  fresh  sub- 
traction. 

While  doing  this,  one  sole  thought  kept  presenting  itself 
to  her ;  it  worried  her  brain,  it  thumped  against  her  con- 
science. To  do  without  these  things  would  not  be  a  matter 
of  life  or  death — and  that  other  matter,  to  which  she  migM 
apply  the  money,  almost  was  such. 

Presently  she  put  the  paper  and  pencil  in  her  pocket,  and 
went  upstairs  to  her  room,  and  there  she  sat  down  seriously 
to  think.  Helen  Martyn  had  strong  innate  consciousness,  a 
powerful  sense  of  the  just  and  the  unjust,  a  keen  perception 
of  the  precept :  Do  as  you  would  be  done  by.  Her  conscience 
was  aroused,  and  she  could  not  lull  it  to  rest. 

Should  she  use  this  money  upon  herself,  or  should  she 
divert  it  from  its  purpose,  and  give  it  to  Mrs.  Rutt  ?  For 
one  thing  she  scarcely  saw  how  she  was  to  manage  without 
the  additional  clothes,  and  it  would  certainly  be  a  very  great 
smart  to  her  vanity  to  do  without  them ;  for  another,  she 
scarcely  knew  whether  the  money  was  so  entirely  her  own 
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property  that  she  might  give  it,  or  be  justified  in  giving  it* 
On  the  other  hand,  there  was  the  performing  a  good  action, 
the  helping  that  poor  woman  in  her  strait  of  need,  there 
might  be  the  changing  of  the  whole  current  of  the  boy's 
future  life.  If  Bob  remained  here,  unguided,  unprotected, 
who  was  to  foresee  what  mischief  he  might  fall  into  1  This 
poor  ten  pounds  might  save  him  from  it. 

Sorely  perplexed — and  yet  the  innate  conviction  lay  upon 
her  that  she  must  and  should  give  the  money — Helen  Martyn 
bowed  her  head  upon  the  bed,  and  breathed  a  word  for 
^idance.  She  had  been  taught  that  wonderful  truth,  that 
those  who  consult  God  deed  no  other  guide.  A  very  few 
jninutes,  and  she  went  downstairs  again.  Sophy  was  talking 
her  tongue  out  about  the  fresh  purchases  to  be  made  on  the 
morrow :  in  that  moment  all  was  couleur  de  rose  to  Sophy 
Martyn. 

"  Helen,  we  must  go  out  the  instant  breakfast's  over,  or  we 
vshall  not  be  home  before  Mr.  Ware  arrives.  We  may  leave 
the  house  at  nine  if  we  try." 

"  Yes,"  replied  Helen,  but  her  tone  was  a  somewhat  heei- 
tating  one. 

"  Elizabeth,  I  hope  you  will  go  with  us.  Tour  judgment 
is  so  good,  you  know.  And  without  you,"  added  Sophy, 
ingenuously,  **  I  may  be  spending  nearly  all  my  money  in 
waste." 

"  I  will  go  if  I  can,"  said  Elizabeth.  "  But  you  had  better 
make  a  list  to-night  of  the  things  you  require.  Put  down 
the  sum  you  can  afford  for  each;  and  do  not  be  tempted, 
when  in  the  shop,  to  go  beyond  it." 

"  m  do  it  now,"  said  Sophy, 

Helen  meanwhile  waited  until  her  father  came  in.    As  was 
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nearly  sore  to  be  the  case  (do  not  we  all  find  it  so  ?),  because 
she  wanted  him  to  come  in  earlier  than  usoal^  he  was  con- 
siderably later.  The  clock  had  struck  nine  when  she  heard 
him  enter^  and  go  into  a  room  that  was  chiefly  used  by  him- 
self.    She  ran  down  to  it. 

Mr.  Martyn  was  standing  with  his  back  to  the  door,  search- 
ing apparently  for  something  in  his  bureau,  the  lid  of  which 
he  held  open.  Helen  advanced  and  stood  near  until  he  had 
leisure  to  attend  to  her.  In  a  minute  he  turned  to  her  with  a 
questioning  glance. 

"  That  ten-pound  note  that  you  have  given  me,  papa :  may 
I  spend  it  in  any  way  that  I  please  V 

"  To  be  sure  you  may,"  replied  Mr.  Martyn,  with  a  slight 
look  of  surprise. 

"  I  mean,  papa,  may  I  lay  it  out  in  any  way  T  she  repeated. 
"Suppose  I  wished  to  appropriate  it  to  something  quite 
different  from  clothes — ^may  I  consider  it  entirely  mine  to  do 
fior 

"You  can  do  what  you  like  with  it,"  he  said.  '*My 
private  opinion  is,  that  the  money  I  previously  gave  you  was 
sufficient  without  this.     However,  you  have  got  it." 

Helen  went  upstairs,  put  on  her  bonnet  and  shawl,  and 
stole  quietly  from  the  house.  It  was  a  fine  moonlight  night, 
and  she  had  no*  fear  of  going  alone.  She  knew  that  the 
money,  to  be  of  use,  must  be  given  that  night :  Mrs.  Eutt 
had  told  her  that  she  should  be  away  on  her  road  to  Liver- 
pool with  morning  light.     As  she  was  turning  into  the  lane, 

ft 

she  met  the  boy.  Bob.    He  deemed  himself  perfectly  alone, 
and  he  was  giving  vent  to  his  emotion  in  loud  sobs  as  he 
walked  :  loud  and  distressing  they  sounded  in  the  still  night. 
"  Bob,  is  it  you  V 

27 
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Ashamed  at  being  caught  so.  Bob  tamed  his  fajQ&  away,  and 
pretended  to  whistle  a  song.  Helen  would  not  appear  to  have 
noticed  it.  ^'  I  want  to  say  a  few  words  to  your  motheri  Bob. 
Is  she  alone  %" 

"  Yes,  she's  quite  alone.    TU  walk  with  you,  Miss  Helen.* 

"They  went  along  side  by  side;  Helen  steadily;  Bob 
rather  noisily.  The  boy  was  exercising  his  legs  and  his 
tongue,  trying  to  make  it  appear  that  such  a  thing  as  weep- 
ing, for  a  bold  young  man  like  himself,  was  amongst  the 
physical  impossibilities. 

Mrs.  Eutt  was  upstairs,  but  came  down  when  she  heard 
them.  She  was  not  crying,  but  the  settled  look  of  despair 
upon  her  face  would  have  wrung  Helen  Martyn's  hearty  but 
for  the  secret  she  held  within  her.  She  was  a  shy,  timid 
hand  at  giving,  feeling  quite  as  uncomfortable  in  it  as  Bob 
had  felt  at  being  caught  weeping ;  and  the  explanation  was 
igiven,  and  the  ten-pound  note  laid  down,  more  awkwardly 
than  graciously. 

LBut  to  see  Mrs.  Rutt's  joy ! — to  see  the  changed  counten- 
.-ance  of  poor  Bob  as  he  stood  in  a  comer,  his  lips  apart,  his 
•bright  colour  fading  from  his  cheeks  with  emotion !  Helen's 
•eyes  were  wet,  as  the  blessing  she  had  given  came  home  to 
iheart,  and  I  fear  Bob  in  that  moment  looked  upon  her  as  the 
anost  real  angel  he  had  ever  had  conception  o£ 

But  Mrs.  Eutt  had  scraples  in  taking  it.  She  feared  Miss 
'Helen  Martyn  had  procured  it  at  some  great  sacrifice  or  in- 
convenience. 

"  No  ;  I  will  tell  you  the  trath  about  it,"  said  Helen,  can- 
didly. "It  has  been  no  inconvenience  to  get  it,  for  papa 
gave  it  me  unexpectedly  this  evening ;  and  the  parting  with 
it  will  not  entail  much  sacrifice,"  she  added  in  a  cheerful 
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tone,  "  It  was  given  me  to  buy  additional  things  for  my 
marriage^  Mrs.  Eutt,  but  I  can  do  without  them.  It  is  better 
that  I  should  be  married  with  a  less  extensive  wardrobe  than 
I  had  deemed  necessary,  than  that  Bob  should  be  left  behind 
you  here." 

She  had  no  time  to  listen  to  the  heartfelt  thanks^  to  the 
prayers  for  her  own  welfare ;  she  must  hasten  home  again, 
lest  her  absence  should  be  discovered,  and  cause  a  commotion. 
Bob  Eutt  foUowed  her  out  in  silence,  to  see  her  home. 

And  in  silence  they  proceeded  along  the  lane.  Bob  did 
not  speak :  his  heart  was  full ;  and  Helen  was  feeling,  as  she 
had  never  yet  felt  it  in  her  life,  the  truth  of  that  golden  pre- 
cept— It  is  more  blessed  to  give  than  to  receive.  She  was 
asking  herself  in  wonder  how  she  could  have  put,  even  for  a 
moment,  the  question  of  her  own  finery  against  this  good 
work.  At  the  end  of  the  lane  they  were  in  the  bustle  and 
lights  of  Wexmoor,  and  Helen  stopped. 

"  You  need  not  come  any  farther,  Bob.  I  can  run  on  by 
myself  now." 

"  I'll  go  with  you  to  your  door.  Miss  Helen.*' 

"  No,  I  would  rather  go  alone.  I  am  all  but  there.  Good- 
bye, Bob,  I  wish  you  all  good  wishes." 

^'  Miss  Helen,"  he  said,  clasping  the  hand  that  was  offered 
him  between  both  of  his,  and  struggling  hard  to  subdue  all 
outward  emotion,  "  I  shall  never  forget  what  you  have  done 
this  night.  I  am  sure  that  my  mother  will  repay  you  as 
soon ^" 

"  No,  no,  Bob,  I  don't  want  to  be  repaid,"  she  interrupted : 
*^  I  shall  be  going  from  here  almost  directly,  you  know.  I 
hope  you  will  get  on  in  the  land  you  are  going  to,  and  that 
will  be  my  repayment.     Fare  you  well." 

27—2 
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» 
She  hastened  on,   leaving  the  boy  looking  after  her,  his 

heart  full,  his  gratitude  shining  through  his  face.     Bob's 

first  thought  was  to  wish  he  was  a  grown-up  man  and  a 

gentleman,  that  he  might  many  Miss  Helen  Martyn,  instead 

of  Mr.  Ware.     He  deemed  it  impossible  there  could  be  two 

Helen  Martyns  in  the  world. 

•    With  the  morning,  Helen  had  to  tell  what  she  had  done. 

It  was  quite  impossible  that  she  could  suddenly  decline  to 

make  any  more  purchases^  without  confessing  the   cause — 

that  her  money  was  gone ;  and  equally  impossible  not  to  be 

obliged  to  disclose  what  had  become  of  it.    Elizabeth  called 

her  foolish ;  Sophy  opened  her  cold  grey  eyes,  and  wondered 

whether  Helen   was  mad.     "The  whole  of  it  given!"  she 

reiterated,   "  why,  you  can't  buy  one  single  thing  more ! 

What  wUl  you  do  V 

"  I  shall  manage  very  well  with  what  I  have,"  was  Helen's 
answer.  "  We  have  a  very  good  stock  of  things,  you  know^ 
Sophy;  and  I  shall  contrive  sundry  changes  in  my  old- 
dresses  to  make  them  look  like  new.  I  lay  awake  last  night 
thinking  how  it  could  be  done." 

Yes  ]  it  is  wonderful  how  different  things  look  in  contrasted 
aspects  of  mind.  When  Helen,  like  Sophy,  had  felt  angry 
and  mortified  over  the  small  sum  allowed  them,  she  regarded 
her  stock  of  clothes  with  the  utmost  disparagement ;  but  now 
that  she  toished  to  make  them  do,  that  she  put  cheerfully  the 
best  face  upon  the  matter,  they  seemed  really  good  enough 
and  extensive  enough  for  anything  she  could  wish.  Ah,  my 
friends,  half  the  worry  of  life  would  be  soothed,  if  we  could 
bring  our  own  rebellious  minds  into  a  more  accommodating 
frame. 

But  Helen  had  to  encounter  worse  than  the  reflections  of 
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her  sisters — ^the  astonished  anger  of  her  father.  Mr.  Martyn 
was  really  displeased :  perhaps  all  the  more  so  because  th& 
Eutts  had  been  the  objects  of  Helen's  bounty.  But  in  any 
case  he  would  have  looked  upon  it  in  an  absurdly  ridiculous 
light :  as  we  look  upon  some  of  the  feats  of  chivalry  of  the 
old  days  of  romance,  and  deem  them  unsuitable  to  these. 
He  reproached  Helen,  telling  her  that  money  was  not  so- 
plentiful  with  him,  and  that  if  she  had  no  need  of  it  she 
should  have  given  it  back  to  him. 

"  You  told  me  I  might  use  it  as  I  pleased,  papa,"  was 
Helen's  deprecating  answer.     "  I  asked  you  if  I  might." 

But  the  reminder  only  made  Mr.  Martyn  more  angry.  In 
point  of  fact,  he  had  not  given  much  thought  to  the  matter 
when  Helen  applied  to  him,  carelessly  supposing  that  if  she 
did  not  wish  to*  spend  it  upon  clothes,  it  was  only  because 
ehe  had  set  her  heart  upon  some  other  sort  of  superfluity. 
Helen  felt  thankful  that  the  Eutts  were  really  gone,  lest  in 
his  displeasure  he  might  be  for  ordering  her  to  reclaim  the 
money  from  them. 

Mr.  Ware  arrived  in  the  course  of  the  day,  and  the  story 
was  told  to  him.  Without  openly  casting  blame  on  her, 
Helen  could  see  that  he  condemned  her  at  heart,  looking 
upon  it  in  the  same  light  as  her  father  looked,  and  there  was 
a  tone  of  ridicule  in  his  voice  when  he  spoke  of  her  ^*  knight- 
errantry,"  which  made  her  cheeks  bum.  Poor  Helen  shut 
herself  in  her  chamber,  and  wept  bitterly.  In  that  moment 
ehe  felt  tempted  to  wish  she  had  not  given  away  the  money. 
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PAET  THE  SECOiN^D. 
I. 

MB.     vavasour's     promise. 

The  sultry  summer's  day  was  drawing  to  its  close,  and  the 
cooler  air  and  slight  hreeze  which  came  up  with  the  twilight 
was  inexpressibly  refreshing.  On  some  of  these  London 
suburbs  the  heat  of  the  crowded  and  close  metropolis  seems 
to  reflect  its  rays,  rendering  them  hotter  than  country  places. 
In  a  small  but  very  pretty  drawing-room,  whose  windows 
looked  over  the  lawn  to  the  high  road,  sat  two  ladies  on  this 
sultry  evening.  One  of  them  was  not  doing  anything :  unless 
anxiously  watching  every  omnibus  which  came  past,  laden 
with  its  freight  of  gentlemen  returning  home  from  their 
labours  in  the  city,  could  be  called  something.  She  is  a 
very  pleasing-looking  woman,  graceful  and  lady-like;  and 
her  countenance  would  be  even  more  pleasing,  bnt  for  the 
almost  painfully  anxious  look  which  it  wears  just  now.  You 
would  guess  her  to  be  perhaps  eight-and-thirty :  in  reality 
she  is  several  years  more,  but  Time  has  passed  lightly  over 
her.  On  these  Mr,  calm,  serene  countenances  he  does  not 
leave  his  mark  as  he  does  on  more  stormy  ones.  Do  you 
recognize  her  %  Her  eyes  are  dark  blue,  and  her  silky  brown 
hair  is  abundant  yet.  She  wears  a  pretty  muslin  dress,  with 
a  white  lace  collar,  matching  the  lace  in  her  open  sleeves* 
It  is  Helen  Martyn :  or  rather,  Helen  Ware ;  for  she  has 
been  Mr.  Ware's  wife  ever  since  you  saw  her  last  in  those 
old  days. 
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The  lady  opposite  to  her  is  little  and  thin,  with  quite  a 
grey  complexion,  and  a  cap  shading  her  remnant  of  scanty 
hair.  She  looks  as  much  more  than  her  age  as  Helen  looks 
younger ;  in  feet,  any  one  would  take  her  to  be  the  older  of 
the  two.  Only  note  the  contrast  in  their  hands  1  Helen's, 
are  small,  young,  delicate  hands  yet;  those  others  are  pre-> 
maturely  old  and  wrinkled.  It  is  Amy  Martyn.  She  has 
partially  recovered  &om  the  affliction  of  her  childhood,  but 
it  has  aged  her  before  her  time. 

Time  had  wrought  its  changes.  When  Mr.  Martyn  died^ 
and  died  an  impoverished  man,  leaving  nothing  behind  him^ 
a  grave  question  arose  of  what  was  to  become  of  Amy. 
Elizabeth  had  died  long  before,  and  there  was  only  Amy  left. 
'^She  must  come  to  us,''  Helen  had  said  to  her  husband* 
**  Yes,"  he  replied,  "  I  suppose  she  must :  poor  Sophy,  with 
her  cares  and  her  children,  cannot  be  burdened  with  her.'' 

Poor  Sophy,  indeed !  Those  fond  hopes  of  future  greatness^ 
cherished,  as  you  may  remember,  by  the  two  bridegrooms 
elect,  had  turned  out  but  delusive  ones.  They  often  do  so 
turn  out  in  common  life.  The  Eeverend  Mr.  Grazebrook  had 
never  been  remembered  in  his  remote  Welsh  living,  but. 
lived  there  still;  and  poor  Sophy,  in  her  small  parsonage^ 
home,  with  her  nine  children,  had  had  her  temper  irre- 
trievably soured  in  the  struggle  to  bring  them  up,  and  to* 
make  both  ends  meet  as  she  did  it.  It  was  dear  that  shor 
could  not  give  a  refuge  to  Amy.  Mr.  Ware  had  not  risen,, 
either;  he  held  the  same  situation  at  the  same  salary;  th& 
board  would  have  been  glad  to  raise  it,  as  they  told  him 
every  Christmas,  when  they  made  him  a  present,  but  they 
could  not  afford  it,  for  the  company  was  not  a  rich  one,  and 
though  it  did  not  retrograde,  it  did  not  advance.     StiU,  witb 
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Helen's  good  management  they  were  tolerably  at  ease;  in 
luxury,  as  compared  with  Sophy ;  and  Amy  was  welcomed 
by  them.  Amy  made  herself  as  useful  as  she  could ;  her 
hands  were  pretty  steady,  and  she  could  manage  plain  sewing : 
she  is  at  present^  you  see,  hemming  one  of  a  dozen  white 
handkerchiefs  which  lie  neatly  folded  before  her,  and  which 
are  already  marked  with  ink  in  full — "  Martyn  Ware." 

The  orange  tinge  of  the  sun  in  the  western  sky  fell  on 
Helen's  features,  on  the  smile  of  hope  which  hovered  on  her 
parted  lips,  parted  just  then  with  the  eagerness  of  expecta- 
tion. A  city  omnibus  had  drawn  up  close  to  the  gate,  and  a 
gentleman,  whom  she  could  not  yet  see,  was  getting  down 
from  the  other  side  of  the  roo£ 

"  Here  he  is,  Amy." 

Amy  Martyn  glanced  up  by  way  of  answer,  in  time 
to  catch  the  bitterness  of  disappointment  which  fell  like 
a  dark  cloud  on  her  sister^s  face.  The  gentleman  had 
come  in  view,  and  proved  to  be  not  him  for  whom  she  was 
looking. 

"  Is  it  not  Martyn  1"  asked  Amy. 

"  K"o.     It  is  Mr.  Ware." 

But  do  not  mistake  her.  Not  because  it  was  her  husband 
who  had  alighted  did  her  voice  fall  to  faintness,  her  heart 
turn  to  sickness,  but  because  she  had  expected  some  one  else : 
some  one  whom  she  feared  she  cmld  not  trust  to  remain  late  in 
town  as  she  could  her  husband. 

A  great  fear  had  lately  fallen  upon  Helen  Ware.  They 
had  never  had  but  one  child,  a  son,  named  Martyn  after  his 
grandfather;  and  how  she  loved  him  no  tongue  could  tell. 
It  is  not  well ;  it  is  not  well  for  a  woman  to  have  one  only 
son,  for  he  is  all  too  apt  to  become  her  idoL     I  am  not  saying 
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tliis  witli  special  reference  to  Mrs.  Ware.  She  did  love  her 
boy — ^none  save  God  knew  how  much— but  she  had  never 
spoiled  him^  and  she  was  more  anxious  for  his  eternal  than 
for  his  temporal  welfare.  Only  of  late  had  the  fear  fallen 
upon  her  that  he  was  in  some  way  going  wrong, 

A  fear  that  had  taken  hold  of  her  very  being.  She  dared 
not  breathe  it  to  others,  to  her  husband,  to  Amy ;  she  scarcely 
dared  breathe  it  to  her  own  heart.  How  Martyn  was  going 
wrong,  or  in  what  particular  manner  he  was  transgressing, 
she  could  not  think,  did  not  know ;  but  the  living  fear  was 
there. 

Mr.  Ware  came  in  :  a  tall  man,  with  grey  hair  and  quiet 
manners.  Helen  rose.  "  I  thought  you  expected  to  be  very 
late  to-night,  Edward?' 

"  Yes ;  but  the  meeting  was  put  off  to  another  day.  Is 
Martyn  home  ?" 

Helen  answered  quite  carelessly,  as  she  turned  to  ring  the 
beU,  "  ITot  yet ;  I  dare  say  he  won't  be  long." 

"  It  will  be  different,  then,  from  what  it  has  been  lately," 
was  the  remark  of  Mr.  Ware,  as  he  turned  to  leave  the 
room. 

Tea  came  in,  and  they  sat  down  to  it ;  Helen  making  it,  as 
usual.  It  had  grown  dusk  then,  and  the  lamp  was  lighted. 
Afterwards  Mr.  Ware  paid  a  visit  to  a  friend  who  lived  close 
by ;  a  gentleman  addicted  to  scientific  pursuits  and  experi- 
ments, which  Mr.  Ware  was  fond  of  joining  in.  But  for  these 
frequent  evening  absences,  he  might  have  known  more  of  the 
general  irregularity  of  Martyn's  return. 

Helen  threw  a  shawl  upon  her  shoulders,  and  went  out  to 
the  lawn.  Hot  as  the  day  had  been,  a  damp  had  arisen  now. 
I^obody  saw  her  in  the  dark  night,  and  she  laid  her  head 
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gently  npon  the  iron  spikes  of  the  low  gate,  her  breath  hushed 
to  listen  for  the  omnibuses  in  the  distance.  With  the  ap- 
pearance of  each  one  her  heart  beat  with  renewed  hope.  All 
in  vain.  They  passed ;  they  passed  in  succession,  one  after 
the  other.  Weary  and  sick,  she  turned  in  as  the  clock  struck 
eleven. 

Amy  had  gone  to  bed ;  she  scarcely  ever  sat  up  later  than 
ten.  Her  husband,  as  Helen  knew,  would  not  be  long,  for 
eleven  was  the  signal  for  his  quitting  his  Mend.  But  not  of 
her  husband,  not  of  Amy,  did  Helen  think ;  they  were  in 
safety.     She  threw  herself  into  a  chair  with  a  sobbing  sigh. 

Just  then  the  roll  of  another  omnibus  was  heard,  and  she 
started  up.  "  No,"  she  said,  heart-sick  with  the  past  hour  and 
what  it  brought,  "  I  will  not  go,  it  will  only  be  another  dis- 
appointment ;"  and  she  sank  down  again. 

But  it  came  on  slowly  and  more  slowly,  and  at  length 
stopped.  Mrs.  Ware  went  to  the  door  then,  and  looked  from 
it.     Yes  !  it  was  her  son  at  last. 

He  came  in  at  the  gate,  a  gentlemanly  young  man  of 
twenty-one,  with  a  pale  and  somewhat  gentle  face,  very  much 
like  what  hers  used  to  be.     Helen  waited. 

"  Martyn,"  she  whispered,  "  you  axe  late  again,'* 

"  Not  very  late,  mother.     It  is  only  eleven." 

"  Where  did  you  stay  V* 

"  I  went  home  with  Vavasour,  and  somehow  the  time 
slipped  on." 

"  Martyn  !  you  always  say  that  f* 

Martyn  laughed. 

"  Yes,  I  think  I  do  very  often  go  home  with  him.** 

Eeady  as  the  replies  had  been,  there  was  a  nameless  some- 
thing in  the  tone  which  grated  on  Helen's  ear;  a  sort  of 
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evasion — as  if  he  were  not  telling  the  whole  truth.  The 
miserable  conviction  lay  upon  her — had  been  upon  her  for 
some  time  now — that  he  did  not  tell  her  the  whole  truth  ; 
that  there  was  something  to  be  concealed.  In  vain  she  strove 
to  draw  more  and  more  from  him ;  she  never  succeeded ;  she 
could  come  at  nothing  certain,  but  she  did  fear  Martyn  was 
going  wrong.  She  might  never  have  suspected  it  at  all,  but 
for  the  picking  up  of  a  bit  of  paper,  a  torn  note  in  Martyn's 
handwriting :  it  appeared  to  be  an  urgent  appeal  to  somebody 
about  money — some  money  which  somebody  ought  to  have 
furnished — and  it  stated  that  there  was  nothing  before  him 
but  ruin,  unless  the  somebody  "  came  down"  with  it.  So 
much  she  managed  to  make  out  of  the  torn  writing.  She 
showed  it  to  Martyn ;  but  he  laughed  it  off,  and  said  it  only 
concerned  some  fellows  in  their  house.  Mrs.  Ware  was  toler- 
ably satisfied  at  the  time  :  but  the  fear  and  the  suspicion  had 
grown  upon  her  ever  since.    . 

Will  you  take  anything  T  she  asked  him  to-night. 

No,,  thank  you.     I  suppose  everybody's  in  bed." 
He  sat  down  at  the  table  as  he  spoke,  carelessly  opening  a 
a  book  that  was  on  it :  and  at  that  moment  Mr.  Ware's  step 
was  heard  outside. 

Seeing  his  son  seated  there,  a  book  before  him,  it  is  pro- 
bable that  Mr.  Ware  supposed  he  had  been  home  some  time» 
He  began  describing  the  fine  experiments  at  which  he  had 
been  assisting ;  he  was  always  full  of  them  after  these  even- 
ing visits.  Helen  listened  mechanically :  she  heard  the  word» 
"  condensed  air,"  "  syphon,"  "  electric  phenomena,"  and  many 
others,  without  the  least  power  of  connecting  them.  Her 
attention  was  fixed  on  Martyn.  At  first  he  had  responded 
to  his  &ther,  made  every  show  of  listening  eagerly,  of  being 
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powerfully  interested ;  but  now  a  vacant  look  had  fallen  on 
his  face,  a  dim  scale  seemed  to  rest  on  his  eyes ;  his  thoughts 
were  lost  in  themselves,  and  it  looked  very  much  as  if  those 
thoughts  were  troublous  ones. 

A  very  desirable  situation,  as  was  supposed,  had  been  found 
for  Martyn  Ware  in  the  house  of  Hill  and  Aukland,  West 
India  merchants;  and  he  had  now  been  there  four  years. 
The  first  two  years  he  earned  nothing ;  the  third  year  they 
had  given  him  thirty  pounds ;  this  year  he  was  to  have  sixty; 
the  next  year  one  hundred.  In  short,  his  prospects  were  sufl&- 
<5iently  good,  and  there  seemed  no  reason  why  he  should  not 
in  a  few  years  be  gaining  his  five  hundred  a  year  salary ;  other 
clerks  were  doing  it.  The  firm  lived  in  Mincing  Lane — that 
is,  their  house  of  business  was  there.  Mr.  Hill  was  the 
partner  in  England ;  Mr.  Aukland  resided  in  Jamaica,  where 
they  had  a  corresponding  house.  A  great  portion  of  Martyn's 
particular  duties  lay  at  the  custom-house,  passing  entries  for 
goods,  and  such  like  things — but  this  will  not  interest  the 
reader. 

After  breakfast  on  the  following  morning,  Martyn  and  his 
fiather  went  to  town  together,  as  was  their  general  custom : 
they  had  to  be  at  business  at  the  same  hour,  ten  o'clock.  It 
was  striking  ten  as  Martyn  entered  the  house  in  Mincing 
Lane  ;  he  was  always  punctual,  always  attentive  to  his 
duties.  The  head  clerk  of  the  room  in  which  Martyn  sat 
was  already  at  his  desk,  and  he  looked  over  his  spectacles  to 
see  which  of  the  three  under  him,  attached  to  that  room,  was 
coming  in. 

"  I  thought  it  was  you,  Mr.  Ware.  Don't  take  your  hat 
off.     This  entry  must  be  passed  the  first  thing." 

"Very  well,"  replied  Martyn;    And  it  may  as  well  be 
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remarked  that  his  civility,  gentlemanly  manners,  and  punc- 
tuality had  rendered  him  of  good  report  in  the  house. 

As  he  stood  for  a  moment,  looking  at  the  paper  the  head 
clerk  handed  him,  some  one  else  came  in.  Quite  a  notable 
person  this  last,  resplendently  grand.  He  stood  six  feet  high, 
was  of  very  dark  complexion,  and  might  have  been  pro- 
nounced remarkably  well  dressed,  but  that  his  ornaments 
were  profuse,  and  shone  too  much.  His  clothes  were  of  the 
best  and  newest  material^  and  well  made,  entirely  such  as  a. 
gentleman  might  wear.  A  light  kid  glove  was  on  one  hand, 
and  two  rings  were  on  the  other;  the  cable  chain  crossing  his 
waistcoat  was  a  double  one,  several  trinkets  dangled  from  it, 
and  a  diamond  pin  glittered  in  his  blue  stock. 

'' Good-morning,  Mr.  Mann,"  said  he,  raising  his  hat  in  a 
somewhat  affected  manner. 

"  Good-morning,"  replied  the  clerk.  "  Be  so  good  as  step 
round  to  the  post-ofl&ce,  Mr.  Vavasour,  and  see  if  the  letters  are 
ready.     The  mail  is  in." 

Mr.  Vavasour  looked  thunderstruck  at  the  order ;  a  little 
supercilious  also. 

"  I  step  to  the  post-ofl&ce  V*  he  repeated. 

"If  you  please,"  said  the  clerk,  with  quiet  authority* 
"Young  Jones  is  not  here  yet  this  morning,  he  is  ill;  and 
Mr.  Ware  must  go  at  once  to  the  custom-house." 

Mr.  Vavasour  put  on  his  hat  and  went  out.  Martyn,  who. 
had  preceded  him,  was  waiting  at  the  entrance-door,  looking 
round  with  an  eager,  questioning  glance. 

"  The  West  India  Mail's  in,  Vavasour,"  he  whispered. 

"  So  Mann  says,"  was  the  reply ;  and  the  careless,  drawling, 
indifferent  tone  with  which  Vavasour  spoke,  bore  a  marked 
contrast  to  the  anxiety  of  Martyn's — an  anxiety  that  amounted 
to  pain. 
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"  You  have  not  your  letters  yet  V* 

'^  Is  it  likely?  I  shall  get  them,  I  suppose,  in  the  couiso 
of  the  day." 

"  Vavasour,  I  am  quite  sick  with  the  suspense^**  was  the 
impassioned  rejoinder  of  Martyn  Ware.  "  I  am  not  fit  to  go 
about  my  business." 

Mr.  Vavasour  laughed  heartily. 

"  I  can't  help  it,  Ware,"  he  said,  in  a  tone  of  half  apology 
for  the  laugh.  You  are  such  a  fidget!  Never  was  your 
€qual,  I  should  think,  under  the  sun." 

"  Think  of  the  stake,"  said  Martyn. 

"  Stake  be  ignored !"  cried  Mr.  Vavasour,  pleasantly.  "  My 
good  fellow,  it  will  be  all  right.  Such  *  stakes '  are  risked 
and  got  over  every  day." 

•They  had  been  walking  on  together  j  but  now  their  roads 
lay  in  different  directions.  Martyn  stayed  to  say  another 
word. 

"  Will  your  letters  be  directed  to  Mincing  Lane  this  time, 
or  to  your  rooms  ?" 

"  As  if  I  could  tell !    To  Mincing  Lane  most  probably." 

"  Well,  put  me  out  of  suspense.  Vavasour,  as  soon  as  you 
can." 

Vavasour  nodded :  and  the  two  clerks  parted. 

But  it  is  very  probable  that  Mr.  Vavasour  would  fire  with 
indignation  did  he  hear  himself  called  a  clerk.  The  son  of  a 
wealthy  West  Lidia  planter,  he  had  been  sent  to  Europe  for 
his  education,  and  had  received  a  comprehensive  one  j  though 
it  may  be  questioned  if  he  profited  by  it  as  greatly  as  he 
might  have  done.  A  private  clergyman's  first.  King's  College 
next,  Oermany  afterwards.  Then  he  was  placed  in  the  house 
«f  Hill  and  Aukland,  by  the  desire  of  his  father;  not  with 
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Any  view  of  his  continuing  in  it,  but  simply  because  Mr. 
Vavasour  the  elder  deemed  it  expedient  that  he  should  acquire 
some  notion  of  business  before  his  return  to  Jamaica.  ISo 
salary  was  paid  to  him,  and  he  was  not  looked  upon  in  the 
light  of  a  common  clerk ;  but  he  had  to  do  what  was  required 
•of  him. 

He  had  entered  the  house  the  previous  summer,  rather  more 
now  than  twelve  months  ago.  His  fame  had  preceded  him. 
A  rich  young  West  Indian,  coming  into  the  house  as  a  gentle- 
man, not  as  a  clerk  !  Ko  wonder  a  commotion  of  expectation 
'was  excited  among  the  regular  employes ;  and  the  commotion 
was  not  lessened  when  he  arrived.  His  tall  and  really  fine 
person,  his  very  dark  skin,  his  purple-black  hair  and  whis- 
kers, his  expensive  style  of  dress,  his  ever  perpetual  new 
gloves  of  the  lightest  tints,  and  his  glittering  ornaments ! 
Of  the  clerks,  some  laughed  at  him,  and  called  him  a  fop ; 
some  envied  him ;  aU  stared  at  him.  There  are  young  men 
in  this  London  world  who  believe  that  a  ring  displayed  on 
their  own  finger  is  the  grandest  sight  in  life ;  when  Mr.  Vava- 
sour appeared  amongst  them  with  two  rings,  their  admiration 
knew  no  bounds.  They  envied  him  for  something  else — ^his 
apparently  unlimited  command  of  money.  That  he  was 
supplied  with  money  in  a  reprehensible  degree — reprehensible, 
considering  that  he  was  thrown  on  the  world  without  con- 
trol— was  undoubted. 

Take  him  for  all-in-all,  he  was  an  affable,  pleasant  sort  of 
man.  He  made  himself  agreeable  enough  to  the  clerks  of 
the  house,  assuming  no  airs  over  them  j  but  the  only  one  with 
whom  he  formed  an  intimacy  was  Martyn  Ware.  Martyn 
was  essentially  a  gentleman,  and  it  was  in  Martyn's  room 
that  a  place  was  assigned  to  Mr.  Vavasour :  hence,  perhaps, 
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the  inducing  causes  to  tlie  close  ficiendship  tliat  sprang  up 
between  them. 

Is  the  word  '^friendship''  a  fit  one  in  such  a  case?  Scaicelj» 
as  it  seems  to  me.  That  word  ought  to  imply  an  inteicouisey 
good,  thoughtful,  almost  holy :  but  the  intercourse  of  Mr. 
Vavasour  and  Martyn  Ware  was  rather  evil  than  good.  Until 
they  met,  Martyn  had  been  of  unquestionably  steady  conduct : 
one  of  those  sons  for  whom  a  mother's  heart  will  glow  in 
thankfulness  to  God,  who  has  kept  them  from  the  temptations 
of  the  world.  ITot  so  after  the  intimacy  was  formed.  The 
word  fast — so  disagreeable  a  word  to  my  ears,  that  I  cannot 
bear  to  write  it — ^might  be  applied  in  its  worst  signification 
to  the  manner  in  which  Mr.  Vavasour  spent  his  evenings, 
sometimes  his  nights;  and  that  terribly  contagious  things 
example,  drew  Martyn  into  the  vortex. 

How  he  hated  himself !  Gambling,  and  money-spending, 
and  singing-rooms,  and  supper-eating,  may  be  very  delightful 
recreations  at  the  moment,  but  they  do  leave  their  sting  upon 
the  conscience  of  those  who  have  been  trained  as  was  Martyn 
Ware.  They  leave  something  else  generally — debt.  Debt; 
embarrassment;  despair:  and  they  had  left  all  these  on 
Martyn.  If  Mr.  Vavasour,  with  his  large  allowance,  could 
not  keep  out  of  debt — and  he  did  not — how  was  it  possible 
for  Martyn  Ware  to  do  so,  sharing  in  the  same  amusements  % 

Mrs.  Ware  suspected,  as  you  have  seen,  that  all  was  not 
as  it  should  be ;  she  feared  that  Martyn  was  spending  more 
than  was  justifiable;  more,  in  fact,  than  he  had  to  spend. 
She  feared  the  habits  he  might  be  falling  into;  she  feared 
the  debt.  Trifling  debt,  it  may  be,  that  her  thoughts 
strayed  to,  but  yet  too  great  for  Martyn  and  his  limited 
means:  what  would  she  have  done  had  she  known  the  reality t 
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A  hundred  pounds — ^no,  and  a  good  deal  beyond  it — ^would 
not  clear  Martyn. 

Notliing  weighs  down  a  sensitive  mind  like  debt ;  and  when 
the  hourly  dread  of  exposure  is  added  to  it,  the  incubus  is 
almost  greater  than  can  be  borne.  With  parched  lips  and 
fevered  brain,  Martyn  Ware  proceeded  to  the  custom-house 
on  this  day :  scarcely  capable,  as  he  had  confessed  to 
Vavasour,  of  transacting  his  work.  Vavasour,  who  was  good- 
natured  in  the  main,  had  promised  to  help  him  out  of  his 
difficulties.  He  wrote  home  to  his  father  to  advance  him 
money  in  excess  of  his  allowance,  and  for  the  last  three  mails 
had  been  expecting  the  order  for  it.  Some  of  it  was  for  his 
own  debts,  but  he  intended  honourably  to  keep  his  promise 
and  help  Martyn.  Another  mail  was  now  in ;  and  Martyn, 
with  a  sick  longing,  anticipated  the  news  it  had  brought. 

When  he  returned  to  the  office,  which  was  not  until  past 
mid-day,  for  he  had  to  go  to  the  docks,  he  threw  his  fevered 
eyes  around  the  room ;  but  Vavasour  was  not  in  it.  Mr. 
Mann  had  gone  to  his  dinner,  and  the  junior  clerk,  Jones,  who 
had  now  come,  but  looked  pale  and  ill,  was  alono. 

"  Is  Vavasour  out  V*  asked  Martyn. 

"  He  is  gone,"  replied  Jones. 

"  Gone !"  repeated  Martyn,  not  understanding  what  was 
implied.     "  Gone  already  V* 

"  Gone  for  good,  I  mean,"  said  the  junior  clerk,  "  He  has 
left :  but  I  suppose  he'U  come  to  see  us  again  before  sailing. 
A  letter  came  in  for  him  by  the  mail,  and  another  that  con- 
cerned him  to  Mr.  Hill.  I  don't  quite  know  about  it ;  but 
Preston  thinks  Vavasour  has  been  dipping  into  debt  pretty 
freely,  and  that  his  father  has  stopped  the  supplies.  The 
upshot  is,  that  Vavasour  has  peremptory  orders  to  go  home 
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by  the  first  packet,  and  the  governor  had  him  up  in  his  room^ 
and  gave  him  a  precious  good  talking  to,  and  then  told  him 
he  might  be  off  and  see  to  his  preparations. 

Martyn  wondered  whether  he  was  in  a  dream.  The  words 
''  his  father  had  stopped  the  supplies,"  fell  upon  him  with  a 
cruel  shock,  causing  his  brain  to  reel.  His  heart-pulses 
stopped,  only  to  bound  on  with  a  rush ;  his  sight  partially 
lelf  him.    Young  Jones  held  out  a  paper. 

"  Mr.  Mann  told  me  to  give  you  this,  if  you  came  in  before 
he  did.  Youll  see  what  it  is.  He  said  you  had  better  go  at 
once  to  your  dinner,  and  then  come  back  and  go  over  tho 
accounts  it  refers  to.  They  must  be  sent  off  by  the  evening's 
post." 

What  Martyn  answered  he  never  knew ;  something  to  the 
effect  that  he  did  not  want  dinner.  He  took  the  paper,  sat 
down  in  his  place,  put  it  before  him  on  the  desk,  and  cast  lus 
eyes  upon  it.  All  mechanically :  mechanically  as  a  machine 
works :  utterly  incapable  was  he  just  then  of  seeing  or  hearing 
anything.  Young  Jones  was  scratching  away  busily  with  a 
pen,  and  did  not  observe  him.  * 

"When  does  Vavasour  sail?"  asked  Martyn,  when  the 
silence  had  lasted  some  five  minutes. 

"  Well,  the  mail's  in  before  its  time,  and  the  other  does  not 
go  out  for  three  days.  HiU  told  him  that  if  he  chose  he  might 
get  away  by  that  one.  Oh,  Ware — I  forgot  to  tell  you  \ 
Mr.  Aukland's  come." 

"  Ah,"  said  Martyn,  with  indifference.  "  He  was  expected 
last  time,  somebody  said." 

"  He  is  upstairs  now  with  the  governor.  I  have  not  seea 
him.     Preston  says  he " 

The  clerk  dropped  his  words.     Coming  down  the  stairs 
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then,  nay,  at  the  very  door  of  their  room,  through  which  they 
must  pass  for  egress,  were  Mr.  Aukland  and  Mr.  Hill,  who  in^ 
the  house  was  irreverently  styled  "  the  governor."  The  junior 
partner  had  arrived  in  town  that  morning  from  Southampton,, 
having  travelled  from  Jamaica  by  the  packet  which  had 
brought  the  mails.  It  was  the  first  visit  Mr.  Aukland  had 
made  to  Europe  since  his  connnection  with  the  house :  a  re- 
port was  afloat  in  it  that  he  would  remain  for  good,  partially 
superseding  Mr.  HiU,  who  was  growing  old  and  rich,  and 
that  another  partner  would  be  taken  in  to  reside  in  Jamaica. 

Young  Jones  lifted  his  eyes  with  some  curiosity ;  Martyn 
would  have  done  the  same,  but  for  the  awful  news  just  told 
to  him  touching  Vavasour.  Mr.  Hill  came  in  first,  a  bald^ 
headed  man,  very  fat.  Mr.  Aukland  next;  a  tall,  thin, 
gentlemanly  man  of  seven  or  eight  and  thirty,  with  dark  eyes 
and  a  pleasant  look.  Mr.  Hill  halted  when  he  reached  the 
room,  and  began  explaining  to  his  partner  the  pecuHar  duties* 
connected  with  it 

"  Where's  Mr.  Mann  ?"  he  asked. 

"  Gone  to  dinner,  sir,"  said  young  Jones* 

"  Oh — ay.     What  accounts  are  those,  Mr.  Ware  V 

As  Mr.  Hill  put  the  question  he  approached  Martyui  The 
stranger  followed  him,  and  they  stood  close  to  the  desk. 
"  They  are  Mauresby's,  sir,"  was  Marfcyn's  answer — and  he 
thought  himself  lucky  to  be  collected  enough  to  answer  it 

"  Mauresby's  ?  They  ought  to  have  been  sent  off  yesterdia^j:. 
How  is  it  they  were  not  1" 

Had  it  been  to  save  Martyn's  life,  he  could  not  have  toET 
why.  A  dim  recollection  arose  to  him  that  some  particular 
cause  [hindered  it,  but  memory  seemed  to  fail  him.  The- 
swinging  open  of  the  door  saved  him  an  answer.     It  was  the? 

23—2 
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postman  wlio  enterecL  He  walked  straight  up  to  Martyn's 
desk  and  laid  down  a  letter.  Mr.  Hill  had  stretched  out  his 
hand  for  it,  but  the  man  spoke  out  its  address  aloud. 

"  Mr.  Martyn  Ware." 

More  reeling  of  the  brain  for  Martyn ;  more  heart-sickness. 
He  thrust  it  into  his  pockety  trying  to  conceal  his  whitened 
countenance  &om  the  notice  of  his  master.  Too  well  he  guessed 
what  were  the  contents — a  peremptory  demand  for  money, 
which  he  had  not  to  give. 

Mr.  Hill  suspected  nothing — saw  nothing.  He  went  out 
with  his  partner,  and  Martyn  contrived  to  drag  through 
the  day  and  its  duties.  The  moment  he  was  released  he 
tore  up  to  Westminster  in  a  hansom  cab  to  Vavasour's  lodg- 
ings. 

It  was  all  too  true.  Vavasour,  in  his  good  nature,  had 
waited  in  for  Martin,  who,  as  he  knew,  would  be  sure  to  come. 
But  he  could  not  disguise  the  facts,  however  he  might  wish 
to  soften  them,  No  money  had  arrived  for  him,  Mr.  Auk- 
land,  a  friend  of  his  father's,  had  come  armed  with  credentials 
to  see  Vavasour  off  without  delay,  to  see  his  legitimate  debts 
paid :  but  not  a  penny-piece,  save  for  unavoidable  personal 
expenses,  was  he  to  give  Vavasour.  Old  Mr.  Vavasour  had 
grown  frightened  and  cautious. 

"If  some  one  has  not  been  writing  a  confounded  long 
yam  to  him  about  me,  I'm  not  here !"  exclaimed  young 
Vavasour.  "My  asking  him  for  a  paltry  three  hundred 
extra  never  could  have  brought  forth  this  row.  Besides,  I 
put  it  upon  back  German  expenses." 

"  What  am  I  to  do  V  gasped  Martyn,  sinking  in  a  chair. 

"Dol  Well,  the  first  thing  is  to  come  along  with  me 
and  have  a  rattling  good  dinner.     I  have  had  nothing  all 
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day.  I  shan't  dislike  the  change  for  home^  Ware.  I  have 
been  getting  tired  lately  of  this  fast  London." 

How  sick,  how  tired  of  it  Martyn  had  long  been,  he  alone 
could  telL 

"  Oh,  if  I  were  but  clear  of  it — if  I  were  but  emancipated 
from  this  horror !"  had  been  his  inward  cry,  day  and  night. 
Once  released,  not  even  Vavasour  could  have  dragged  him 
into  the  vortex  again.  But  release,  it  seemed,  was  not  to 
come,  and  Vavasour's  light  tone  drove  him  nearly  mad. 

"  Don't,  Vavasour,  for  Heaven's  sake !  Have  you  no  pity 
for  me  %  The  ruin  is  at  hand,  and  I  can't  escape.  I'd  rather 
throw  myseK  into  the  nearest  pond  than  live  to  face  it." 

"Ware,  look  here!"  answered  Vavasour,  with  more  im- 
pulsive feeling  than  he  had  been  ever  known  to  speak.  "  We 
are  both  in  the  same  hole,  and  perhaps  you'd  never  have  got 
into  it  but  for  me.  I  am  being  helped  out  of  it,  and  I  swear 
that  you  shall  be.  The  first  return  mail  that  goes  out  of 
Jamaica  after  my  landing  in  it,  shall  bring  you  the  money. 
You  may  trust  me,  old  fellow,  for  I  swear  it." 

And  Martyn,  beUeving  in  the  good  faith  of  Vavasour,  did 
trust  him* 


n. 

THE  FALU  ' 

It  was  a  fiery  temptation.  It  was  a  temptation  that  I  trust 
you,  my  readers,  will  never  be  exposed  to,  in  conjunction 
with  its  exciting  cause,  the  grievous  need  of  yielding ;  and 
Martyn  Ware,  honourable  though  he  was  by  nature,  honestly 
as  he  had  been  reared,  succumbed  to  it. 

The  fraud  seemed  so  easy,  and  the  difficulty  he  was  in  so 
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great !  l^eorly  a  month  after  Yavasoui  sailed,  that  difficulty 
reached  its  climax,  and  the  unhappy  young  man  knew  that, 
•ere  the  morrow's  sun  should  have  run  its  course,  all  would 
be  known.  To  be  arrested  for  the  debt  was  inevitable ;  he 
•could  not  hiie  himself  as  some  can ;  he  must  be  at  his  post 
whether  or  no,  and  the  sheriffs  officer  could  choose  his  own 
hour  for  taking  him,  all  leisurely  and  comfortably.  To  fall 
into  this  disgrace ;  to  forfeit  his  place  in  the  house  of  Hill 
:and  Aukland — ^for  that  would  be  the  inevitable  result;  to 
prove  to  his  good  and  dearly-loved  mother  what  a  worthless, 
-deceitful  scoundrel  he  had  been — ^the  thought  of  all  this 
nearly  turned  the  brain  of  Martyn  Ware. 

ol  if  the  good  ahip,  then^ng  the  help  to  him  which 
Tavasour  had  promised,  could  but  skim,  swiftly  as  a  bird,  over 
iihe  waters  1  He  reposed  the  blindest  trust  in  the  promised 
help  of  Vavasour ;  he  never  for  a  moment  would  allow  him- 
self to  think  that  it  could  fail  him ;  or,  if  the  thought  did 
dart  across  him,  he  sprang  up  from  it  and  plunged  into  some 
vortex  of  daily  business,  escaping  as  it  were  £rom  himself,  for 
it  was  a  contingency  too  frightful  to  think  of. 

Oh,  if  the  fair  ship  could  but  make  an  impossible  voyage^  and 
•come  in  before  her  time !  Two  weeks  yet,  three  weeks  yet — how 
"did  he  know  ?— ere  she  could  be  in  and  bring  to  him  salvation. 
In  vain  he  tossed  on  his  uneasy  bed  at  night ;  in  vain  he 
flung  himseK  from  it,  praying  that  some  miracle  might  save 
him.  The  ship  mild  not  come  in  before  she  was  due,  and 
those  relentless  creditors  were  merciless.  Only  a  week  or  so 
— ^two  weeks  it  might  be — to  wait,  and  all  would  be  smooth, 
;and  he  not  sacrificed  1  K  he  could  but  run  away  and  hido 
himself  in  some  cavern  for  the  intervening  time ;  if  he  could 
but  drop  into  a  prolonged  sleep,  as  the  people  do  in  the 
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magic  tales,  and  wake  up  at  the  moment  that  the  sure  ship 
was  touching  land,  he  need  not  he  sacrificed !  But  he  could 
not  j  he  could  not !  He  had  to  deal  with  the  hard  realities 
of  every-day  life,  not  with  imaginative  fiction. 

Let  us  give  Martyn  Ware  his  due.  He  dreaded  the  shock 
to  his  mother  fax  more  than  the  consequences  to  himsel£  He 
loved  and  reverenced  his  mother  as  I  believe  only  those  chil- 
dren, who  have  been  brought  up  rightly,  can  love  and  rever- 
ence her.  From  his  earliest  years  Helen  had  striven  to  lead 
Mm  to  his  duty;  earnestly,  gently,  untiiingly,  had  she  pointed 
out  how  Grod  loved  him,  and  how  he  might  live  so  as  to  de- 
serve this  love ;  she  had  made  the  good  path  to  him  a  pleasant 
path.  My  friends,  rely  upon  it,  it  is  only  such  mothers  as 
these  who  are  loved  by  their  children  with  a  fond  love — ^who 
are  reverenced  by  them  more  than  anything  else  on  earth  ever 
can  be  reverenced. 

Yes ;  it  was  the  thought  of  his  mother  that  made  the  worst 
trouble  to  Martyn  Ware.  If  he  could  but  keep  the  know- 
ledge from  her !  if  he  could  but  stave  over  this  short  week  or 
two,  and  get  the  money,  and  relieve  himself  from  his  .em- 
barrassments, she  would  never  know  what  a  vile,  ungrateful 
castaway  he  had  been.  From  henceforth  he  should  return  to 
good  ways,  to  sober  evenings,  to  rational  pleasures  j  and  it  was 
no  shallow  or  transient  resolve  this,  but  the  firm,  fixed  pur- 
pose of  Martyn's  mind.  He  had  had  enough  of  folly  and  sin ; 
he  had  had  enough  of  deceit ;  but  to  leap  over  the  interven- 
ing weeks,  or  to  soften  the  hearts  of  those  who  had  his  fette 
in  their  hands,  was  alike  impossible. 

It  was  at  this  critical  juncture  the  temptation  came.  Its 
precise  details  I  would  rather  not  relate,  and  you  will  probably 
deem  the  reserve  an  expedient  one;  it  is  sufficient  to  say  that 
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a  laige  sum  of  money — ^ninety-two  pounds — l)elonging  to  the 
firm,  fell  into  Martyn  Ware's  bands.  It  was  encompassed 
about  by  all  tbe  apparent  immunity  from  danger  that  these 
temptations  often  are  encompassed  by.  The  circumstances 
under  which  tbe  money  was  paid  in  were  peculiar;  the  dr* 
cumstances  altogether  attending  it  were  unusual;  and  it 
seemed  all  but  an  impossibility  that  discovery  could  super- 
vene before  Martyn  had  the  opportunity  of  replacing  it  by 
the  arrival  of  the  maiL  For  one  thing,  Mr.  Hill  was  absent. 
He  was  taking  a  holiday ;  and  until  his  return,  wbicb  would 
not  be  until  after  the  coming  in  of  the  mail — ^unless  the  mail 
foundered  at  sea — ^there  would  be  really  little  chance  of  dis- 
covery. Any  one  else  would  liave  said  so  as  well  as 
Martyn. 

And  so — and  so — ^Martyn  Ware  yielded  to  the  temp- 
tation. 

But  do  you  think  it  brought  him  the  relief  he  sought  ?  Do 
you  think  such  temptations  yielded  to  ever  bring  relief?  Ah, 
no.  From  the  very  hour  of  his  taking  the  money,  a  horrible 
fear,  like  unto  nothing  he  had  ever  in  his  life  experienced, 
seized  hold  of  him.  By  night  and  by  day  a  yawning  gulf 
seemed  before  him ;  he  on  its  very  brink,  ready  to  fsJl  into  it, 
to  be  annihilated  for  ever.  He  almost  wished  he  could  be 
annihilated  for  ever,  as  a  less  terrible  fate  than  this  living 
agony. 

What  had  been  the  pains  and  perils  he  had  escaped  from^ 
compared  with  those  that  he  had  invoked  now?  The  very 
worst  position  that  debt  could  have  placed  him  in,  was  as 
nothing — as  nothing — by  the  side  of  the  consequences  that 
might  be  drawn  on  his  head  by  crime.  With  the  proceeds  of 
the  order  (for  in  point  of  fact  it  was  not  actual  money  he 
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took,  but  an  order  for  it — ^the  same  thing  when  cashed)  he 
set  himself  free  from  debt  j  at  least,  from  pressing  debt ;  but 
he  had  increased  his  peril,  his  perplexity,  his  remorse,  a 
thousand-fold.  Martyn  Ware  had  not  been  constituted  by 
nature  for  the  commission  of  crime  j  he  was  endowed  with  a 
strict  love  of  justice,  with  lively  conscientiousness ;  and  such, 
should  they  unhappily  succumb,  cannot  live  under  the  burden 
it  entails  upon  them.  How  willingly,  oh  how  willingly  1 
would  he  have  undone  his  work,  and  gone  back  to  the  lighter 
embarrassment  from  which  he  had  been  so  eager  to  escape  ! 
To  be  taken  by  a  sheriffs  officer,  and  civilly  marshalled  to  one 
of  the  debtors'  houses,  would  have  been  enough  for  his 
mother  to  bear ;  but  to  be  taken  by  a  different  sort  of  official 
and  confined,  without  hope  or  sympathy,  within  the  strong 
walls  of  a  criminal  prison,  what  would  that  be ! 

A  groan  escaped  him  as  the  vision  rose  before  his  mind ; 
rose,  as  it  seemed,  with  the  prevision  of  fatality.  He  could 
not  undo  his  work ;  the  money  was  spent,  and  there  were  no- 
possible  means  of  recalling  it.  The  wonder  to  him  now  was, 
how  he  ever  could  have  been  so  mad  and  wicked  as  to  have 
used  it.  Wicked  he  ,knew  he  had  been,  but  he  did  believe 
that  he  must  have  been  mad,  or  he  never  would  have  done  it. 
Worse  than  all,  with  the  taking  of  the  money  his  confident 
hope  changed,  and  he  began  to  doubt  the  faith  of  Vavasour^ 
as  surely  as  he  had  believed  in  it.  He  tried  to  hope  still ; 
he  tried  to  do  battle  with  his  poor  sinking  heart ;  and  thus 
he  lived  on  as  he  best  could,  untU  the  West  Indian  maU 
came  in. 

It  came  in,  that  packet :  and  you  scarcely  need  to  be  told, 
I  should  think,  that  it  did  not  bring  the  relief  expected ;  for 
tni8  kind  of  dependence,  of  expectation,  proves  so  almost 
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inyaiiablj  a  ^ulnie,  that  it  seems  sapeiflaoiis  to  lecoid  it  in 
this  additional  instance.  The  mail  brought  a  letter  firom 
Yayasoory  bat  it  brought  no  money.  He  had  found  it 
difficult  to  appease  his  fieithery  he  wrote,  who  accused  him  of 
haying  been  doing  what  he  could  to  ^'  go  to  the  bad,"  and 
he  found  it  impossible  to  draw  money  from  him  yet.  Ho 
would  try  hard  to  get  it  by  the  depaituro  of  the  next  packet^ 
and  he  hoped  Waro  would  continue  to  '^  rub  on  "  until  then. 
Of  one  thing  he  might  rest  assured  :  that  the  money  should 
come  to  him  earlier  or  later,  for  he  would  be  Mthfol  to 
his  promise. 

Martyn  Waro  sat  at  his  desk,  staring  at  the  letter.  He 
tried  to  read  it  again  deliberately  after  his  first  rapid  glance 
at  itp  out  he  could  not :  the  characters  wero  dancing  beforo 
his  eyes,  sparkling  and  gleaming  as  if  they  wero  liying  fire. 
Discoyery  was  ineyitable :  long  beforo  the  next  mail  was  in 
(but  he  had  no  hope  now  in  ihai\  Mr.  Hill  would  be  home, 
and  he  would  find  it  out  the  first  day.  As  he  sat  thus,  his 
brain  throbbing,  his  pulses  beating,  his  spirit  ebbing  with  a 
sick  fedntness,  Mr.  Aukland  passed  through  the  room  on  his 
way  upstairs,  and  turned  his  head  to  Martyn. 

"  I  want  you,  Mr.  Ware." 

He  crushed  the  letter  in  his  hand,  and  followed  that  gen- 
tleman to  his  room.  Mr.  Aukland,  his  hat  o£^  was  already 
seated  at  his  desk.  The  clerks  scarcely  knew  whether  they 
liked  Mr.  Aukland  or  not.  He  was  kindly  and  genial  in 
his  manner  to  them,  but  so  imperatiye  in  matters  of  business, 
60  entiroly  a  man  of  business  himself  and  so  compromising 
in  exacting  that  their  duties  should  be  performed  to  the  letter, 
that  quite  a  royolution  had  taken  place  in  the  house.  Mr; 
Hill,  easy  and  lenient,  rather  addicted  to  dropping  asleep  at 
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liis  desk  after  his  early  city  dinner,  had  allowed  things  to 
go  on  very  much  as  they  pleased,  and  the  clerks  to  have  an 
easy  life  of  it ;  but  all  that  was  changed,  now  that  Mr. 
Aukland  reigned. 

Mr.  Aukland  bent  his  dark  eyes  on  Martyn.  ''  I  hear  that 
Lovibond's  account  has  been  received  and  cashed,  Mr,  Ware. 
It  was  paid,  I  find,  to  you,  but  I  don't  see  it  entered.'' 

Every  drop  of  blood  forsook  Martyn's  fewe.  His  heart 
fitopped  still,  and  then  leaped  onwards  with  a  bound  of 
agony.  This  was  the  money  he  had  received  and  kept.  He 
strove  to  answer,  any  excuse  that  came  uppermost,  something 
to  the  effect  that  he  "would  look,"  "would  see  about  it;" 
but  the  words  came  forth  in  gasps  from  his  trembling  and 
€tshy  lips.  It  was  utterly  impossible  but  that  Mr.  Aukland 
should  detect  that  something  was  wrong. 

What  questions  he  would  have  asked,  it  was  impossible 
to  say,  but  Martyn  was  spared  for  the  moment.  One  of  the 
clerks  came  up,  showing  in  a  stranger,  and  Mr.  Aukland 
nodded  to  Martyn  to  go  down. 

He  did  not  know  how  he  got  down.  He  did  not  know 
whether  his  head  was  on  his  shoulders  or  whether  it  was  off; 
it  seemed  not  to  be  himself,  but  somebody  else — as  we  may 
have  experienced  ourselves  in  illness,  in  the  attack  of  a  fever* 
dream.  He  heard  Mr.  Mann  address  him  as  he  was  about  to 
sit  down  to  his  desk,  telling  him  there  were  those  samples 
of  sugar  to  be  got  from  the  docks,  and  just  time  enough  left 
to  do  it  before  the  gates  closed,  if  he  made  haste.  And 
Martyn  put  on  his  hat  and  went  out. 

As  he  walked  along  amidst  the  bustle  of  London,  steering  his 
course  mechanically,  he  put  his  hand  into  his  pocket  for  the 
letter ;  he  had  but  superficially  read  it  before :  had  mastered 
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only  its  broad  factEf,  not  its  details.     But  the  letter  was  not 
theie. 

He  wondered  where  he  had  dropped  it.  He  looked  back 
along  the  narrow  and  crowded  pavement,  but  could  see  no 
sign  of  it,  and  a  dread  came  over  him  that  he  had  dropped  it 
in  the  office.  Dread  ?  Why,  if  he  had ;  if  the  letter  had 
been  read  by  Mr.  Aukland  and  every  clerk  in  the  place,  it 
could  not  tell  them  half  as  much  as  must  be  known  in  a  few 
hours'  time  from  one  end  of  it  to  the  other. 

He  got  home  from  the  docks  just  before  the  office  closed. 
The  resident  porter  stood  at  the  door,  and  Martyn  asked  him 
if  he  had  seen  or  picked  up  a  West  Indian  letter ;  he  had  lost 
one  :  but  the  man  said  he  had  not  seen  any.^ 

*^  Is  Mr.  Aukland  gone  yet  1"  asked  Martyn,  as  he  walked 
in,  putting  the  question  as  indifferently  as  he  could. 

«  Yes,  sir." 

Mr.  Mann  was  yet  at  his  desk,  and  he  spoke  for  some  little 
time  with  Martyn  about  business  matters,  quite  in  his  usual 
tone.  It  was  evident  that  he  had  not  seen  the  letter.  Martyi^ 
looked  about  for  it,  but  could  find  no  trace  of  it,  and  he  came 
to  the  conclusion  that  it  had  been  lost  in  the  street.  What 
mattered  it  where  ?  Ere  the  setting  of  to-morrow's  sun,  tha 
whole  world  would  know  the  guilty  fool  he  had  been. 

He  went  home,  and  that  night  all  was  told  to  Helen. 
Believing  himself  alone,  heavy  groans  had  burst  &om  him, 
which  his  mother  happened  to  overhear.  She  stole  to  him  ; 
she  sat  down  by  him ;  she  confessed  what  grievous  fears  had 
long  been  upon  her ;  she  prayed  him  to  have  love  and  confi- 
dence in  her,  his  mother  :  and  with  her  arms  entwined  about 
his  neck,  and  his  cheek  drawn  against  hers,  Martyn  told  hes 
alL 
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What  a  night  it  was  for  her  !  She  retired  to  rest  as  usual, 
not  to  excite  observation ;  but  how  she  lay  through  it,  how 
43he  bore  to  lie  through  it,  her  unconscious  husband  sleeping 
by  her  side,  none  can  tell.  Her  son,  whom  she  had  been 
striving  to  train  for  heaven ;  her  darling  son,  of  fair  report  in 
the  sight  of  the  world,  to  have  ended  thus  !  How  fully  she 
trusted  him,  how  truly  she  knew  that  she  might  trust  him, 
when  he  said  that  could  this  pitfall  be  escaped  from,  he 
would,  with  God's  help,  never  fall  into  another. 

There  appeared  to  be  one  little  loophole  of  a  chance — that 
Mr.  Aukland  would  listen  to  her  prayer  for  mercy,  and  for- 
give him.  Her  prayer ;  Helen's :  who  else  was  there  to  offer  one 
up  ?  Much  as  she  should  dislike  the  of&ce,  sensitively  as  she 
should  shrink  from  it,  she  must,  nevertheless,  go  through  it. 
She  must  present  herseK  before  that  great  and  dreaded  man 
(great  as  her  son's  master,  dreaded  as  his  injured  accuser), 
and  beseech  him  to  spare  that  erring  son — ^to  conceal  his 
offence  in  consideration  of  his  strong  temptation,  his  bitter 
repentance,  his  inexperienced  youth — not  to  blight  his  pros- 
pects at  the  very  threshold  of  life.  She  would  beseech  it 
in  mercy  to  herself ;  she  would  pray  to  be  allowed  to  repay 
the  money :  and  though  she  had  it  not,  she  would  find  it, 
even  if  she  had  to  sell  her  clothes. 

With  this  fixed  resolution  in  her  mind,  Helen  rose.  She 
wenL  to  Martyn's  room  and  told  him.  It  would  be  produc- 
tive of  no  good,  he  despairingly  said :  but  she  persisted  in 
trying.  It  was  necessary  that  she  should  be  at  the  office  in 
time  to  catch  Mr.  Aukland  on  his  arrival,  and  she  had  to  in- 
vent some  plausible  excuse  of  shopping— of  wishing  to  get 
it  over  before  the  heat  of  the  day  came  on — ^for  going  up  to 
town  in  the  omnibus  at  the  same  time  as  her  husband.    Mi; 
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Ware  talked  half  the  way  to  town  about  Martyn's  tmnsTial 
iilatoriness  that  morning  in  not  being  ready  for  the  omnibus. 
If  he  had  but  known  that  the  dilatoriness  was  but  assumed^ 
that  he  dared  not  go  ! 

Mr.  Aukland  was  already  there.  With  the  West  India 
mail  in  the  previous  day,  and  its  load  of  business  for  them, 
he  was  not  a  man  to  be  tardy  at  his  post.  A  whole  heap  of 
papers,  of  letters,  lay  before  him  on  his  desk,  when  a  card 
and  a  message— that  the  lady  asked  to  see  him  upon  urgent 
business — ^were  carried  to  him.  He  glanced  at  the  fonner  j 
**  Mrs.  Edward  Ware." 

"  Desire  the  lady  to  walk  up,"  he  said  in  answer. 

She  came  up  the  stairs.  She  closed  the  door,  and  threw 
back  her  veil,  and  disclosed  a  face  white  with  an  agitation  it 
was  utterly  beyond  her  to  suppress.  Mr.  Aukland  had  risen 
to  receive  her ;  and  he  courteously,  with  every  manifestation 
of  respect,  handed  her  a  chair. 

But  she  was  too  much  agitated  to  avail  herself  of  it.  In 
fact,  it  may  be  questioned  if  she  so  much  as  saw  the  move- 
ment in  her  agony  of  emotion,  in  the  sick  feeling  of  suspense 
that  threatened  to  overwhelm  her.  She  stood  up  and  grasped 
the  railings  of  the  desk  with  one  hand,  and  entered  upon  her 
prayer. 

With  a  rapidity  of  emotion  that  gave  him  no  opportunity 
of  interrupting,  with  a  wailing  tone  that  betrayed  too  well 
the  pent-up  anguish,  she  told  her  tale.  She  told  what  she 
had  come  for — to  beseech  pardon  for  one  who  was  a  guilty 
sinner,  but  dear  to  her, 

"  It  is  the  turning-point  in  his  life,  sir  j  the  crisis  of  the 
years  that  have  passed,  of  those  that  are  to  come,"  she  breathed^ 
hardly  conscious  in  her  trembling  vehemence  what  she  did 
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6ay.  **  ITpon  your  mercy  depends  his  well-being  here  j  per- 
haps that  hereafter.  I  hww  that  he  will  never  transgress 
again,  and  if  you  will  but  allow  me  to  reftind  the  money  pri- 
vately to  you,  it — ^it " 

She  could  not  go  on,  Mr.  Aukland,  still  with  every  token 
of  respect,  took  her  hands  in  his ;  he  smiled  at  her  with  his 
pleasant  lips,  with  his  friendly  eyes. 

"  Do  let  me  speak,  Mrs.  Ware.  Can  you  suppose  that  I 
should  betray  yowr  son  ?    Don't  you  know  me  1" 

Know  him?  She  looked  up  at  him  in  surprise.  She 
knew  him  by  hearsay ;  she  had  never  seen  him.  What  did 
he  mean?  Her  silence  spoke  her  bewilderment,  and  Mr. 
Aukland  smiled. 

"  Have  you  forgotten  Bob  Eutt  ?    I  am  ha     Look  at  me  . 
and  see  if  you  do  not  trace  my  old  features.     Yours  have  not 
altered.*' 

Bob  Eutt !  Eobert  Aukland,  that  influential  West  India 
merchant,  the  poor  Bob  Eutt  of  the  days  gone  by?  It  could 
not  be.  But  it  was  even  so:  and  she  knew,  she  felt,  that 
Martyn's  peril  was  over.  In  her  revulsion  of  feeling  she  sank 
down  on  the  chair  and  burst  into  tears. 

At  that  moment  there  came  a  knock  at  the  room  door. 
Mr.  Aukland  drew  it  open  about  an  inch.  Some  one 
wanted  him  on  business,  and  young  Jones  had  come  up  to- 
say  so. 

"  I  am  engaged,"  was  Mr.  Aukland's  short  answer,  delivered 
in  so  sharp,  so  imperative  a  tone,  that  Mr.  Jones  shot  down 
the  stairs  again  in  consternation.  But  the  interruption  did 
more  towards  recalling  Mrs.  Ware  to  herself  than  anything 
else  could  have  done. 

"  I  did  not  even  know  that  your  name  was  Aukland,"  she* 
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said,  wiping  her  pale  face.  "  Or — ^yes,  I  suppose  I  did  know 
it  in  the  old  days,  but  I  had  completely  forgotten  it ;  you 
were  so  universally  called  Eutt.  Certainly  I  never  once 
thought  to  connect  you  with  the  Mr.  Aukland  of  this  house. 
I  can  hardly  believe  it  now.  I  see  the  likeness,  I  recognize 
your  face,  and  yet — it  appears  incredible." 

"I  did  not  stay  long  in  Washington,"  he  observed. 
*^  About  a  year  and  a  half,  I  think  ;  and  then  an  opening  was 
found  for  me  in  Jamaica,  in  this  firm,  which  at  that  time — as 
perhaps  you  may  know — ^was  Sewell  and  Hill.  I  had  been 
in  it  fifteen  years  when  Mr.  SeweU  died,  and  I  then  succeeded 
to  a  share  in  it.  On  the  whole,  I  have  been  very  prosperous, 
Mrs.  Ware." 

"Oh,  yes,"  sobbed  Helen.  "And  Mrs.  Eutt?  Is  she 
aUver 

"  She  died  six  months  ago,"  he  answered,  glancing  involun- 
tarily at  the  crape  on  his  hat.  "I  was  able  to  make  her  a 
good  home  in  Jamaica — a  happier  one,  I  believe,  than  she 
had  ever  enjoyed  before.  I  wrote  once  to  Wexmoor  for  news 
of  you,  but  did  not  obtain  it.  The  answer  received  was,  that 
Mr.  Martyn  was  dead,  and  his  family  had  dispersed.  The 
very  first  day  of  my  arrival  here  I  recognized  your  son ;  the 
name  '  Martyn  Ware'  attracted  my  attention  to  him,  and  I 
traced  in  his  features  the  strongest  possible  resemblance  to 
yours.  Yours,"  he  significantly  added,  "had  not  faded  from 
my  recollection." 

"  And — you — will  not  refuse  to  save  him  ?"  she  said  in  a 
timid  whisper. 

"  Eefuse  to  save  him !  Him !  Mrs.  Ware,  do  you  forget 
all  I  owe  to  you  1"  he  rejoined,  his  own  tones  trembling  with 
the  earnestness  of  their  emotion.     "  But  for  the  sacrifice  you 
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made  foi  me^  I  might  be  a  poor  working  man  now,  instead 
of  what  I  am ;  and  my  dear  mother,  wanting  a  home,  might 
have  sunk  into  the  grave  before  her  time.  Were  the  whole 
of  my  savinga-and  I  have  saved  something-necessary  to 
extricate  Martyn  Ware,  he  should  have  them." 

He  spoke  with  quiet  deliberation.  Helen,  wondering^ 
whether  mercy  so  great  had  ever  been  shown  to  anybody 
before,  asked  a  few  questions. 

"  I  can  understand  how  it  was,"  he  said,  "  that  he  was 
seduced  into  the  trouble  and  extravagance  by  young  Vavasour. 
It  came  to  my  knowledge  yesterday  that  Martyn  had  received 
this  order  for  money  and  obtained  the  cash  upon  it — ^not  ob- 
tained the  cash  in  the  regular  dealings  of  the  house,  but  in  an 
irregular  way.  It  awoke  my  suspicion  instantly,  I  called 
him  into  this  room,  intending  to  get  the  truth  from  him,  but 
before  I  had  barely  put  a  question,  we  were  interrupted,  and 
he  went  down.  In  going  out  of  the  room  he  dropped  a 
crumpled  piece  of  paper,  which  I  found  to  be  a  letter  just  re- 
ceived from  Vavasour.  It  told  me  alL  That  with  the  remit- 
tances this  letter  was  to  have  brought — and  did  not  bring — 
he  meant  to  replace  the  ninety-two  pounds  taken.  Mrs. 
Ware,"  he  continued,  smiling  at  her,  "  I  made  it  all  right 
myself  yesterday  afternoon — at  the  bankers'  and  in  the  books 
here.  It  would  not  have  been  expedient  for  Mr.  Hill  to 
come  home  and  find  it  out — and  he  is  coming  back  to-day." 

"  How  shall  I  ever  thank  you  1"  she  murmured.  "  How 
can  I  ever  repay  you  ?" 

"j^ay — I  have  been  saying  that  to  myself  this  many  a 
year — 'How  can  I  ever  repay  Miss  Helen  Martyn  1'  My 
mother  has  echoed  it  in  my  hearing  many  a  time." 

"You  will — do  you  intend  to  allow  him  to  come  back 
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lieref  she  questioned  with  great   hesitation   through  hev 
tears. 

**  Indeed  yes.  Send  him  up  as  soon  as  you  get  back*  I 
Ihave  no  fear  of  such  a  thing  as  this  being  repeated  :  it  will 
«erve  as  a  lesson  to  him  for  life.  And  I  will  try  and  push 
Martyn  on  in  the  world ;  as  your  benevolence,  my  dear  lady, 
was  the  means  of  pushing  me.  I  should  have  come  down  to 
your  house  to  see  you  ere  this,  but  since  my  landing  I  have 
had  so  much  to  do,  Mr.  Hill  being  away.  You  will  allow  me 
to  do  so  T 

Allow  him  to  come  and  see  her !  Helen's  tears  fell  feuiter, 
and  she  held  his  hands  in  her  grateful  clasp.  The  great 
Bobert  Aukland  poor  Bob  Eutt  of  the  former  days,  who  had 
only  presumed  to  address  her  as  ^^  Miss''  Helen. 

"  I  shall  tell  my  husband  now,  and  he  will  welcome  and 
thank  you,  Mr.  Aukland.  I  had  not  dared  to  tell  liim 
before ;  he  would  have  been  so  implacable  with  Martyn.  Ho 
liias  a  perfect  abhorrence  of  anything  that  savours  of  dis- 

lionesty :   and   if  he    had   known — that    Martyn ^May 

Heaven  bless  you,  Mr.  Aukland,  always  and  always !" 

Mrs.  Ware  returned  home.  It  happened  that  she  took  the 
«ame  omnibus  which  had  brought  her.  The  same  conductor 
.«tood  on  the  footboard ;  the  self-same  advertisements,  pasted 
^  inside,  stared  her  in  the  face.  With  what  a  sick  sensation 
of  despair  had  her  eyes  rested  oil  those  advertisements  in 
:going !  But  now,  in  her  changed  feeling,  they  quite  inter- 
•ested  her  :  it  almost  seemed  as  though  she  had  been  suddenly 
lifted  into  Paradise. 

Martyn  was  not  to  be  found  when  she  got  home.  iN'obody 
knew  where  he  was.  Amy  had  a  faint  recollection  of  having 
(heard  the  front  door  slam  about  an  hour  before,  and  she  sup- 
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posed  he  must  have  gone  out     Helen  waited :  waited  with 
restless,  joyous  impatience  for  his  return. 

But  he  did  not  come  in.  Hour  after  hour  passed  away ; 
afternoon  succeeded  to  the  morning.  Helen  grew  sick  and 
uneasy  with  an  undefined  dread.  StiU  he  did  not  come  in  ; 
and  the  day  drew  to  its  close.  She  stood  at  the  window, 
stealthily  watching,  and  could  have  counted  the  beating  of 
her  own  heart.     Suppose — ^in  his  despair — ^he 

A  wild  rush  of  terror  overpowered  her  and  drove  away  all 
consecutive  thought.  The  inert  suspense  grew  unbearable, 
and  she  threw  on  a  bonnet  and  shawl  and  went  out  in  the 
dusky  night,  some  fEdnt  idea  upon  her  of  looking  for  Martyn, 
however  hopeless  the  search  appeared  to  be. 

But  it  did  not  prove  hopeless.  She  had  bent  her  steps  in- 
stinctively to  the  most  lonely  walk  near  their  residence,  one 
running  alongside  the  canal :  and  there,  as  she  came  in  sight 
of  it,  she  saw  Martyn  looking  down  at  the  water.  His  shoes 
were  dusty,  as  if  he  had  spent  the  day  in  walking. 

Was  he  about  to  do  an  ill  d6ed  ? — one  that  could  never  be 
redeemed?  Let  us  give  him  th6  benefit  of  the  doubt.  Did 
his  mother  fear  it  ?  Who  can  day  ?  She  gave  a  great  cry  as 
she  sprang  to  him,  and,  clasping  h^  arms  about  his  neck, 
wept  aloud. 

**  Don't,  mother ;  don't !  Your  trouble  is  the  worst  of  alL 
I  can  bear  anything  better  than  that." 

"Martyn  !  Martyn  I  they  are  tears  of  joy,  not  of  grie£  I 
— I — ^was  fearing  I  should  never  find  you,"  she  sobbed. 
"  Martyn,  I  have  seen  Mr.  Aukland.  He  is  the  Bob  Eutt 
of  my  girlhood's  days,  a  dear  friend  from  henceforth.  He 
will  be  your  fiiend  through  life  and  will  push  you  on.  He 
paid  the  money  into  the  bank  yesterday  and  made  it  all  right 
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in  the  office.     He  knew  you,  and  never  meant  to  let  it  fall 
upon  yoiL     O  Martyn,  my  dading,  it  is  trae,  it  is  tme  f 

Martyn  grasped  hold  of  a  post  near  him  as  if  for  snpport : 
he  felt  sick  with  suspense  lest  it  should  not  he  true.  But  not 
long  could  he  douht  the  joy  that  shone  in  the  wet  eyes  of  his 
mother;  and  a  yearning  cry  went  up  to  heaven:  to  that 
heaven  which  had  surely  intervened  to  save  him.  '*  Lord,  he 
with  me  &om  henceforth !  keep  me,  keep  me  from  temp- 
tation r 

And  Helen  knew  that  her  boy  was  her  own  once  more. 
She  linked  her  arm  within  his,  and  they  walked  on  in  silence 
towards  home ;  the  home  that  would  he  again  a  happy  one, 
as  it  had  been  before  the  ill-omened  shadow  of  Vavasour  fell 
on  Martyn's  path,  l^ot  a  word  was  spoken.  Helen's 
thoughts  were  buried  in  the  past,  and  her  face  was  turned 
upwards  to  the  faint  crimson  light  which  yet  lingered  in  the 
western  sky.  Very,  very  present  to  her  in  that  moment  were 
the  ways  of  God  and  His  wonderfol  dealings.  That  little 
sacrifice  which  she  had  made  so  many,  many  years  ago; 
the  poor  ten-pound  note  she  had  given  away  fix)m  her 
necessities,  her  superfluities,  if  you  will,  had  brought  forth 
this.  Long  and  long  had  the  recompense  been  smouldering — 
a  recompense  for  which  she  had  never  looked,  or  thought 
of  looking — and  now  it  had  come,  and  come  a  thousand- 
fold. 

Never  had  that  beautiful  promise,  which  you  have  all  read 
as  often  perhaps  as  had  Helen  Ware,  been  more  directly  ex- 
emplified ;  never  had  it  come  home  with  so  much  force  to  her 
heart :  "  Cast  thy  bread  upon  the  waters  :  for  thou  shalt  find 
it  after  many  days." 


FEATHERS   AND  SPANGLES. 


I. 

JACK. 

The  room  was  small  and  bright.  Window  curtains  of 
crimson  cloth  shut  out  the  cold  and  twilight,  quickly  gather- 
ing over  the  worn  grass,  the  bare  trees  of  the  London  square. 
The  fire  and  the  lamp  burned  clearly ;  books  lined  a  portion 
of  the  walls ;  an  easy-chair  stood  empty  on  one  side  the  soft 
hearthrug,  inviting  to  repose  when  the  clergyman  should  have 
finished  his  sermon.  He  had  drawn  the  table  near  the  fire, 
and  was  busy  with  it. 

It  was  a  picture  of  home-comfort  and  peace,  this  study  j 
imparting  the  notion  that  its  owner  must  be  one  of  those 
fortunate  men  who  are  secure  from  the  frowns  of  a  bitter 
world.  The  Eeverend  Septimus  Winter  liked  comfort,  and 
hoped  to  enjoy  a  fair  share  of  it  to  his  life's  end.  He  was  a 
tall,  good-looking  man  of  thirty-one,  hair  and  eyes  darL 
Good-looking,  in  so  fiEir  as  that  the  features  were  handsome ; 
but  they  had  a  somewhat  severe  expression.  The  house  was 
fitiU  and  tranquiL  His  little  boy's  voice  in  laughter  broke 
out  occasionally  in  the  nursery  above ;  but  Mr.  Winter  did 
not  count  that  as  disturbance;  it  was  what  he,  a  doting 
father,  liked  to  hear.     Claude  Beckett,  a  neighbour's  son 
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had  -come  in  to  play  with  Hairy.  Mr.  Winter  wrote  on 
steadily.  This  was  Saturday,  and  his  sermon  must  be 
achieved. 

In  a  moment  this  tranqnillity  became  alarmingly  inter- 
rapted.  A  pistol  was  fired  off,  almost — as  it  seemed — ^in  the 
very  ear  of  Mr.  Winter;  it  was  followed  by  a  shrill  cry  &om 
Harry.  Almost  beside  himself  with  terror,  apprehending  he 
knew  not  what  calamity,  the  clergyman  started  up  and  rushed 
£rom  the  room.  The  first  sight  his  eyes  caught  was  that  of 
the  two  children  half-way  up  the  stairs — ^Master  Claude 
Beckett  with  a  small  pistol  in  his  hand.  He  was  a  daring 
gentleman  of  six,  just  double  Harry's  age.  Servants  were 
running  up  the  stairs  with  afi&ighted  faces.  Mrs.  Winter 
came  out  of  her  bedroom,  whiter  than  death,  a  baby  clasped 
in  her  arms. 

There  was  plenty  of  terror,  but  no  injury ;  for  the  pistol 
had  not  been  charged.  When  this  much  was  ascertained,, 
and  the  first  agony  of  fear  had  subsided,  Mr.  Winter  got  at 
the  particulars.  The  two  boys,  left  alone  temporarily  in  the 
nursery,  had  stroUed  into  Jack  Winter's  room,  and  dis- 
covered the  pistol ;  npon  which  Master  Claude  Beckett  was 
seized  with  an  irresistible  desire  to  let  it  off.  The  bright 
idea  occurred  to  him  that  he  might  combine  this  pleasure 
with  a  fiight  for  the  household;  and  he  carried  it  to  the 
stairs  that  the  report  might  be  better  heard.  The  bo/a 
father  was  a  sportsman ;  he  knew  all  about  it,  and  his  own 
fingers  were  strong. 

Mr.  Winter,  a  hot  man — ^for  clergymen  cannot  put  away 
their  nature  any  more  than  other  people  can — ^went  into  a 
passion.  Kot  with  Claude  Beckett — though  he  had  difficulty 
in  keeping  his  correcting  hands  off  that  young  offender — but 
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with  his  hiother  Jack.  Jack  the  Scapegrace.  Foi  a  long 
while  Mr.  Winter  had  hardly  horm  with  him :  this  was  th& 
climax.  A  pistol!  A  pistol  in  his  hedroom^  when  there- 
were  children  in  the  house  ! 

^^  Mr.  Jack  have  had  it  there  this  week  past/'  spoke  up  a^ 
maid-servant  amidst  the  general  confusion.  ^*  He  keeps  it  in. 
a  locked-up  case,  sir." 

''  It  appears  he  keeps  it  where  my  children  can  get  at  it^ 
locked  up  or  not  locked  up/'  angrily  retorted  the  clergyman^ 
hiting  his  lips  to  keep  down  harder  words.  And  in  thai 
moment  he  learnt  that  what  he  had  heen  gradually  suspecting, 
was  a  fact :  namely,  that  he  had  grown  to  haie  Jack. 

Master  Claude  Beckett  was  conveyed  home  in  disgrace; 
Harry^  screaming  enough  to  lighten  the  London  crpws  (not 
easily  lightened,  one  would  imagine),  was  consigned  to  an 
ignominious  bed  forthwith;  and  Mr.  Winter  went  into  hi» 
wife's  chamber.  She  sat  by  the  fire ;  a  plain  sensible-looking: 
woman,  in  delicate  health,  hushing  the  baby  in  her  arms. 

'^I  am  afraid  this  disgraceful  occurrence  has  £nghtened 
you,  Emily." 

**  Well,  it  did  at  the  time ;  but  I  don't  mind  it  now  I 
know  the  boys  are  safe,"  was  Mrs.  Winter's  answer.  "  The- 
worst  was,  it  woke  up  Morence  with  a  start,  and  I  had  but- 
just  succeeded  in  getting  her  off  to  sleep." 

She  pulled  the  small  square  of  fine  flannel  off  the  child's 
face,  and  disclosed  a  delicate  little  blossom  of  five  or  six 
months  old,  which  looked  as  if  its  short  days  on  earth  were 
already  numbered. 

''  It  is  a  great  pity  she  was  woke  up ;  sleep  is  so  necessary 
for  her,"  sighed  Mrs.  Winter.  ''The  doctor  says  it  is  mor» 
to  her  now  than  food." 
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Yes ;  it  was  a  great  pity :  Mr.  Winter  echoed  the  words 
in  his  thoughts.  His  whole  heart  was  set  upon  the  rearing 
of  this  frail  little  girl,  Florence ;  and,  man  of  peace  though 
he  was  by  profession,  his  will  was  good  just  then  to  have 
pitched  Jack  and  his  pistol  into  the  sea,  had  the  sea  been 
handy  for  it. 

Going  back  to  his  study,  he  shut  the  door  with  a  bang, 
drew  the  easy-chair  in  front  of  the  fire,  and  sat  down  in  it, 
leaving;  his  sermon  to  complete  itself.  If  the  worst  came  to 
the  worst,  he  could  preach  an  old  one.  A  resolution,  that 
had  long  been  seeking  an  opportunity  to  get  put  into  practice, 
grew  fixed  and  firm. 

And  yet,  even  in  that  moment  of  irritation,  when  his  na- 
ture was  at  its  hardest,  a  qualm  of  hesitation  crossed  his  con- 
science, and  he  sought  to  show  himself  that  his  pretext  was  a 
tight  one.  Looking  into  the  fire,  he  recalled  the  past  years ; 
they  seemed  to  be  glowing  there  as  in  a  painted  tableau. 

He  had  loved  his  mother.  If  Septimus  Winter  had  never 
loved  anything  else  on  earth  he  had  loved  her.  She  was  the 
widow  of  a  poor  naval  officer,  struggling  to  bring  up  her  two 
children  well  on  her  small  means.  It  was  not  very  difficult 
in  the  cheap  country  village  where  they  lived.  The  boys 
were  named  Septimus  and  John  (called  Jack  always) ;  there 
were  eleven  years  between  them.  Septimus  succeeded  in 
getting  to  college  and  was  ordained  a  clergyman.  He  was 
steady,  industrious,  persevering.  A  year  or  two  of  hard  work, 
of  patient  hope,  of  heavy  parish  duties,  and  of  semi-starvation^ 
and  Septimus  was  appointed  to  something  better  in  a  London 
suburb.  The  charge  of  a  church  was  given  him,  whose  in- 
cumbent felt  no  longer  able,  through  ill-health,  to  retain  it. 
There  was  no  parish  work,  no  poor  to  visit,  nothing  but  the 
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Sunday's  duty;  and  Mr.  Winter,  compared  with  the  past, 
had  an  easy  life  of  it.  The  new  fashion  of  young  curates 
holding  daily  services  had  not  come  in  then,  or  there  is  no 
knowing  but-  he  would  have  drifted  into  it.  He  began  to 
think  that  he  might  turn  his  weekly  leisure  to  account  by 
setting  up  a  boys'  schooL  He  obtained  the  promise  of  a  few : 
but  he  had  neither  money,  nor  furniture,  nor  housekeeper ; 
and  he  went  down  home  to  consult  his  mother.  The  result 
was,  that  she  had  her  goods  and  chattels  packed  up,  and 
went  to  London.  Jack  had  just  gone  indoor  apprentice  to 
the  village  apothecary,  and  Mrs,  Winter  was  at  liberty  to 
dispose  of  herself. 

The  school  flourished  tolerably.  It  was  some  struggle  and 
hard  work,  but  both  mother  and  son  threw  their  best  energies 
into  it ;  and  more  than  a  year  passed  on.  Then  Mrs.  Winter 
died.  While  she  was  full  of  plans  for  the  future,  saying, 
**  We  will  do  this  for  the  school,  we  will  do  that,"  she  died. 
It  does  not  do  to  transplant  old  people  from  a  life's  home, 
and  perhaps  the  change  had  been  imperceptibly  killing  Mrs. 
Winter.  She  seemed  to  die  of  a  mere  nothing  :  a  cold  settled 
on  the  chest ;  three  or  four  days  of  bed  and  she  was  gone. 
Only  a  few  hours  before  her  death  did  any  one  suspect  the 
danger.  Mr.  Winter  was  correcting  some  exercises  in  the 
school-room,  after  the  boys  had  gone  to  rest  for  the  night, 
when  a  maid  came  to  tell  him  his  mother  seemed  worse ;  and 
he  hastened  up. 

"  I  have  left  my  furniture  to  you,  Septimus,"  she  said  j  "  it 
is  all  I  have  to  leave.  Of  course,  Jack  has  a  right  to  half 
of  it ;  but  it  could  not  be  taken  out  of  your  house ;  and 
there's  the  wear  and  tear.  You'll  find  my  will  in  one  of 
those  drawers.     I  wrote  it  out  myself ;  but  I  dare  say  it  is 


468  FEATHERS  A ND  SPANGLES. 

legal  enough.  As  a  recompense  to  Jack,  you  must  give  him 
a  home  and  a  bit  and  a  sup  when  he  comes  up  to  walk  the 
hospitals.  I  think  this  is  the  best  I  can  do  for  both  of  you  t 
and  Grod  bless  you  always,  my  deai  sons !" 

She  died  before  the  night  was  over,  and  there  was  no  tima 
to  send  for  Jack.  He  did  not  even  come  for  the  funeraL 
Fever  was  raging  in  the  village,  his  master  was  sick,  and 
Jack  had  to  stay  where  he  was.  He  was  of  a  somewhat 
careless  nature,  and  did  not  take  it  to  heart  as  Septimus  would 
have  done.  With  him,  everything  he  cared  for  in  life  seemed 
to  have  flown  away  with  his  mother. 

The  world  is  made  up  of  changes.  Down  one  day,  up  the 
next.  In  less  than  a  twelvemonth  after  his  mother's  death, 
the  Eeverend  Septimus  Winter  had  gone  up  five  hundred 
degrees  in  the  scale  of  prosperity's  ladder.  He  had  married 
a  wife  with  a  good  fortune ;  he  had  been  appointed  to  the  in- 
cumbency of  an  excellent  living  in  London;  he  had  disposed 
of  his  school  profitably.  Henceforth  he  was  above  the  frowns 
of  the  world,  and  the  chances  were  that  the  sudden  rise  to 
prosperity  would  spoil  him.  Few  men  living  had  a  larger 
amount  of  self-esteem  than  he.  He  liked  to  stand  well  with 
those  above  him ;  he  was  strangely  ambitious  at  heart.  Could 
he  have  been  brought  to  confess  all  his  thoughts  and  aspira- 
tions, the  talismanio  word  "  mitre "  would  have  been  found 
amidst  them,  ghttering  in  a  golden  aureole. 

By  the  time  Jack  came  up  to  London,  all  traces  of  the  old 
home-life  had  been  done  away.  Mr.  Winter's  house  was  a 
handsome  one  in  a  fine  square,  and  Jack  felt  half  afraid  to 
tread  on  the  velvet  carpets.  The  few  poor  things  that  were 
their  mother's  (but  which  had  nevertheless  well  served  the 
turn  of  the  elder  brother),  were  lost  and  hidden  amid  the 
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moTO  sumptuous  fumituro.  Perhaps  a  shade  of  annoyance 
crossed  the  clergyman's  mind  at  having  to  welcome  Jack  as 
an  inmate  of  his  well-appointed  home ;  but  he  never  thought 
of  going  from  his  bargain.  His  wife^  who  was  kindly-natured,. 
said  she  was  glad  to  have  him. 

Jack'  was  nineteen  then :  a  good-tempered,  thoughtless, 
handsome  young  fellow,  swayed  by  every  breath  of  wind^ 
He  feU  into  very  irregular  habits :  medical  students  are— 
what  they  are ;  and  poor  Jack  Winter  was  thrown  amidst  a 
very  bad  set  of  them.  He  took  to  come  home  at  irregular 
hours ;  he  lay  a-bed  of  a  morning ;  once,  when  the  clergyman 
and  Mrs.  Winter  were  entertaining  a  baronet's  widow,  a 
doctor  of  divinity,  and  other  great  ones  of  the  neighbourhood. 
Jack  was  seen  in  the  drawing-room  comer,  blinking  like  an 
owl  and  the  worse  for  drink. 

"I  fear  we  have  n^lected  him,"  said  Mrs.  Winter 
thoughtfully,  when  the  party  broke  up,  and  her  husband  felt 
ready  to  flay  Jack  alive.  "  We  have  not  encouraged  him  to 
be  with  us  in  an  evening,  but  have  let  him  go  his  own  way.. 
It  has  been  a  mistake." 

Even  so.  The  clergyman,  not  best  pleased  to  have  Jack  in 
his  house  at  all,  had  winked  at  his  taking  to  spend  his  even- 
ings away  from  home.  A  little  out  of  his  element  in  the 
grand  home,  and  suspecting  that  his  company  was  not  wished 
for.  Jack,  in  the  first  instance,  went  out  to  relieve  them  of  it; 
and  80  dropped  into  undesirable  company.  Mr.  Winter,, 
always  a  steady  man  himself  made  no  allowance  for  his 
brother,  but  grew  more  dissatisfied  and  bitter  day  by  day. 

He  sat  by  the  fire  now,  making  much  of  the  resolve  that 
had  been  silently  ripening— ^to  turn  Jack  itom  the  house  this 
self-same  night,  converting  the  pistol  into  a  pretext.    A  le* 
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probate  (it  was  what  he  called  him  in  his  thoughts),  in  his 
respectable  house !  setting  a  miserable  example  to  his  little 
son  Harry;  liable  to  be  talked  of  by  the  irreproachable 
square,  which  boasted  of  ladies  of  title  and  divine  D.D.'s : 
Mr.  Winter's  brow  grew  hot  with  shame  at  the  thought. 
Jack  had  received  an  offer,  as  the  clergyman  happened  to 
know,  from  some  general  practitioner  living  in  Lambeth,  to 
go  to  him  as  out-door  assistant  from  nine  to  nine,  and  receive 
fifty  pounds  a  year.  Let  him  take  that.  Fifty  pounds  was 
enough  for  a  single  man  to  live  upon. 

The  fire  was  getting  low.  As  Mr.  Winter  rose  to  replenish 
it,  he  heard  the  hall-door  open;  and  Jack  came  up  the  stairs, 
singing  softly  the  refrain  of  that  old  disreputable  song, 
"Buffalo  Girls."  Not  perhaps  that  the  song  is  so  particu- 
larly disreputable  in  itself;  but  the  Reverend  Mr.  Winter,  a 
clergyman  and  man  of  correct  habits,  regarded  all  such  songs 
as  most  scandalizing,  when  heard  within  his  sacred  walls.  It 
was  sung  so  low  that  he  had  to  hold  his  breath  to  distinguish 
either  words  or  tune  ;  for,  to  give  Jack  credit  for  something, 
it  must  be  owned  that  he  generally  remembered  the  sick 
baby  when  going  up  or  down  stairs. 

"  Oh,  Buffalo  girls,  won't  you  come  out  to-night. 
And  dance  by  the  ligh\  of  the  moon  ]" 

Open  went  the  study-door  with  a  fliug ;  and  Jack,  arrested 
in  his  upward  progress,  was  authoritatively  motioned  into  it. 
He  was  now  a  young  man  of  twenty ;  a  pleasing  likeness  of 
Mr.  Winter.  Both  of  them  had  the  same  handsome  cast  of 
features  and  bright  brown  eyes,  but  Jack's  face  bore  a  milder 
expression.  A  phrenologist,  looking  at  him,  would  say  he 
"had  no  strength  of  mind  or  will,  but  wsis  persuadable  as  a 
xhild.     He  wore  a  rough  coat,  out  of  which  the  stem  of  a 
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pipe  was  sticking.  Eongh  coats  and  pipes  were  especially  ob- 
noxious to  Mr.  Winter  (the  latter  Jack  had  never  been 
allowed  to  set  a  light  to  in  the  house),  and  the  sight  of  them 
did  not  now  tend  to  propitiate  him. 

There  had  been  some  cutting  reprimands  to  Jack  before  ; 
but  never  had  Mr.  Winter  attacked  him  as  he  did  now.  Just 
a  sharp  short  sentence  or  two,  his  face  white  with  passion, 

**  The  pistol  was  not  loaded,"  said  Jack,  in  his  pleasant 
voice.  "There  was  nothing  to  load  it  with,  either.  It 
couldn't  do  any  harm.  Might  have  killed  young  Harry  1 
Nonsense,  Septimus.  What  business — if  it  comes  to  that — 
has  young  Harry  to  go  unlocking  the  places  in  my  room  V* 

This  was  adding  insult  to  injury  :  and  Mr.  Winter  could 
have  struck  his  brother  in  his  rage.  In  his  superior  age  and 
wisdom,  the  other  seemed  no  better  than  a  boy  to  him. 
What  he  said  he  hardly  knew;  words  that  in  a  calmer 
moment  he  had  certainly  never  uttered.  Jack  was  told  what 
an  unwelcome  intruder  he  had  been,  nothing  but  a  burthen  ; 
and  was  bid  to  go  forth  that  same  night  before  he  was  an 
hour  older,  and  shift  for  himself  in  the  future. 

For  a  moment  Jack  stood  as  one  stunned.  £ut,  of  course, 
there  could  be  no  appeal  against  the  mandate,  even  had  he 
felt  inclined  to  make  any.  The  house  was  his  brother's ;  and 
he  had  been,  in  truth,  but  an  interloper  in  it. 

"  Very  well,  Septimus,"  he  said,  calmly  acquiescent.  "  I'll 
just  put  my  things  together,  and  send  for  them  when  I  know 
where  I  shall  have  a  ceiling  to  put  them  under," 

"  You  need  be  at  no  fault  for  that,"  retorted  Mr.  Winter. 
"The  situation  you  spoke  of  is  open.  Had  fifty  pounds 
been  offered  to  me  when  I  was  your  age,  I  should  have 
thought  it  a  fortune,  and  saved  out  of  it." 
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"  Ah,  yes,  no  doubt." 

Jack  went  upstaiis,  treading  sofUy.  It  did  not  take  a 
qnarter  of  an  hour  to  ''put  his  things  together."  They  were 
bundled  into  his  small  portmanteau  and  the  big  sea-chest 
that  used  to  be  his  father's — ^which  sea-chest  had  been  deemed 
too  shabby  for  Septimus,  the  clergyman,  to  take  to,  and  so 
it  fell  to  Jack.  Jack  trampled  the  things  down  after  the 
most  approved  bachelor  &shion,  and  so  got  both  receptacles 
locked.  There  was  no  room  for  the  pistol-case,  or  for  all  his 
books ;  he  went  down  carrying  some  of  them  in  his  hands, 
and  stuffing  his  pockets. 

When  he  passed  Mrs.  Winter's  room,  the  door  was  open. 
Seeing  her  standing  there,  Jack  looked  in. 

"How  is  dear  little  Florence  to-night  1"  he  asked,  in  a   - 
whisper  :  for  he  saw  the  child  asleep  in  the  cot. 

"  Is  it  you.  Jack  1  I  don't  see  any  difference^  Come  in 
and  look  at  her." 

Jack  Winter  loved  this  child  dearly.  With  all  his  failings, 
he  had  a  tender  heart.  Leaniug  over  the  cot,  he  watched 
it  sleeping  its  calm  infant's  sleep.  That  they  would  never 
succeed  in  rearing  the  child,  he  felt  sure  of:  his  profes- 
sional eyes  saw  things  clearer  than  his  brother.  Bending 
down,  he  kissed  its  little  fingers  again  and  again — a  last 
fareweU. 

"  I  am  very  sorry  about  the  pistol,  Mrs.  Winter,"  he  said, 
joining  her  as  she  stood  at  the  fire.  "  There  was  no  real 
danger ;  of  course,  I  should  not  have  been  so  carelessly  stupid 
as  to  risk  that ;  but  I  am  vexed  it  should  have  alarmed  you. 
<Jood-bye !" 

"  Why,  where  are  you  going.  Jack  1"  she  exclaimed,  yield* 
ing  her  hand  to  him. 
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/•*  Septimus  and  I  are  parting.  We  have  not  pulled  quite 
^ell  together,  as  I  dare  say  you  know ;  so  perhaps  it  is  all 
for  the  best  Good-bye  !  and  thank  you  very  truly  for  the 
house-room  and  all  else  you  have  given  me." 

He  was  out  of  the  room  and  down  the  stairs  before  she 
had  recovered  her  surprise,  or  could  ask  further  explanation. 
She  went  to  her  husband's  study  to  seek  it,  and  found  it 
^mpty.    Mr.  Winter  had  gone  out. 

But  the  clergyman  was  back  again  shortly,  for  it  was  the 
dinner-hour.  He  had  but  stepped  out  to  get  a  mouthful  of 
£resh  air  after  his  discomposure,  and  perhaps  to  avoid  further 
encounter  with  that  ill-doing  youth,  his  brother.  When 
Mrs.  Winter  inquired  about  Jack,  he  replied  that  he  could 
mot  have  hiTn  in  the  house  any  longer. 

"Oh,  Septimus,  he  is  so  young  to  be  throw*  on  this 
wicked  London  world !"  was  her  involuntary  remonstrance. 
^'  Without  a  home !  What  will  he  do  for  a  home,  and  for 
^Hvingr 

"  He  has  both  open  to  him,"  curtly  returned  Mr.  Winter ; 
for  no  man  brooked  even  the  shadow  of  a  reproof  less  than 
he.  "  He  will  have  fifty  pounds  a  year  to  begin  with.  Had 
I  gained  that  at  his  age,  Emily — ^as  I  told  him — ^I  should 
have  thought  Fortune  had  come  to  me,  and  saved  out  of  it. 
Jack  is  all  right ;  and  the  sooner  he  feels  he  must  earn  his 
own  bread-and-cheese  the  better." 

They  went  in  to  dinner,  Mrs.  Winter  dismissing  the  sub- 
ject with  the  fish.  She  always  supposed  her  husband  knew 
best,  and  yielded  to  his  judgment  in  everything. 

He  thought  he  did  know  best ;  he  said  to  himself  that  he 
had  done  the  proper  thing.  Jack  must  be  made  to  find  his 
^wn  value  as  a  single  unit  amid  the  many  millions  in  the 
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world;  to  feel  the  necessity  that  lay  on  him  to  spend  his 
days  in  work — ^not  in  junketing,  and  smoking,  and  idleness; 
And  the  Reverend  Septimus  Winter  was  so  satisfied  with  the 
relief  of  finding  his  house  once  more  free,  that  he  felt  light 
as  a  bird  emancipated  from  a  cage,  and  took  an  extra  glass  of 
his  good  wine  in  very  hilarity  of  heart. 

And  never  once,  throughout  the  actual  dismissal,  had  the 
remembrance  of  his  mother  occurred  to  him,  or  how  she  and 
he,  in  the  old,  old  days,  had  both  loved  Jack. 


IL 

REMORSE. 

Twelve  years  elapsed.  Twelve  years  !  A  vast  period  of 
time  to  look  forward  to ;  not  much  to  glance  back  upon,  when 
they  present  but  a  wide  track  of  unbroken  smoothness,  as 
they  did  to  the  retrospect  of  the  Eeverend  Septimus  Winter. 
He  had  done  nothing  but  go  up  and  up  in  prosperity's  scale. 
He  had  another  living  added  to  his  rich  one ;  he  was  an 
honorary  canon  of  some  cathedral  or  other  (and  a  very  great 
honour  it  appeared  to  a  man  of  his  turn  of  mind) ;  his  name 
stood  high  with  the  world,  socially  and  clerically ;  he  was  re- 
garded as  one  of  the  saintly  divines  of  the  day,  quite  a 
beacon-light.  He  fully  believed  he  was  one ;  and  was  puffed 
up  with  vain-glory. 

There  had  been  one  care — one  intense  disappointment — 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Winter  were  childless:  The  delicate  little 
blossom,  Florence,  had  faded  soon :  and  strong,  troublesome, 
indulged  Harry  a  couple  of  years  afterwards.  How  keen  the- 
grief  to  Mr.  Winter  had  been,  he  alone  knew ;  how  bitter 
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the  disappointment  at  finding,  as  time  went  on,  that  his  wife 
had  no  more  children,  he  would  have  heen  ashamed  to  tell  of. 
He  had  got  over  it  all  now ;  had  ceased  almost  to  regret  it ; 
Ms  affections  were  set  on  the  substantial  good  of  the  world ; 
and  on  the  ambition  growing  rife  and  more  rife  within  hun. 
Men — and  women  too — must  possess  an  object  in  life,  Mr. 
Winter  sometimes  preached  from  his  pulpit  the  desirability 
of  that  object  being  Heaven  :  Heaven  alone  :  but  he  had  not 
made  it  his  full  object  yet.  He  thought  the  bishopric  he  coveted 
was  advancing  nearer,  and  his  heart  glowed  within  him. 

But  he  was  a  good  man ;  as  the  world — ay,  and  as  many 
not  of  the  world — ^would  count  goodness.  Charitable,  humane, 
active  in  the  service  of  religion,  denouncing  sinners,  uphold- 
ing the  righteous.  What  though  he  was  ambitious  ?  though 
he  saw  in  dreams  that  mitre  perched  right  atop  of  his  head  ? 
— To  him  it  seemed  quite  a  right  and  legitimate  ambition ; 
Bhared  by  at  least  (under  the  rose,  be  it  spoken,)  quite  half 
the  advanced  members  of  the  Church.  He  did  his  full  duty 
to  everybody  while  he  looked  patiently  out  for  the  mitre,  tread- 
ing his  way  in  spiritual  pride,  making  much  of  his  really 
good  qualities.  Had  anybody  suggested  to  Mr.  Winter  that 
it  was  just  possible  he  might -not  be  on  quite  the  right  track 
for  Heaven — ^the  track  taught  by  Christ — ^he  would  have 
put  them  down  complacently  for  their  impertinence. 

And  Jack  ?  Jack  had  never  been  seen  by  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Winter,  scarcely  been  heard  o^  since  the  Saturday  night  that 
he  kissed  the  baby's  hand  in  farewell  (fearing  to  wake  her  if 
lie  kissed  her  face),  and  went  out  with  his  books  and  his 
pistoL  On  the  Monday  following  a  porter  had  brought 
a  barrow  for  the  sea-chest  and  portmanteau.  Mr.  Winter 
^as    out   at    the   time,  or  he   might   have  asked    where 
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they  were  to  he  taken  to ;  or  be  miglii  noti  -in- the  elati(m 
of  heart  eaused  hj  the  riddance  of  his-honse  from  00  un- 
desiraUe  8ti  inmate,  Mr.  Wintcir  wiUEf- qmte  content  to  let 
things  be  as  they  were.  He  was  of  r»lher  a  close  nature, 
and  it  was  a  great  thing  to  be  t^ievedi  df  the  third  ^t  table. 
Perhaps  it  may  be  more  correct  to  say  sel^h,  instead  of  close; 
since  he  gradged  nothing  that  could  contribute  to  his  own 
enjoyment  and  his  wife's^  But  he  grudged  the  cost  of  an 
interloper. 

It  might  have  been  about  two  months  after  the  little  baby 
had  lefb  them,  when  Hany  had  become  doubly  precioui^,  if 
that  were  possible,  that^Mrs.  Winter,  sitting  at  her  window^ 
and  looking  out  on  the  budding  trees  of  the  square,  asked 
her  husband  after  Jack.  In  answer,  Mr.  Winter  broke  into* 
a  tirade  against  Jack's  ingratitude — ^never  to  caU  upon  them  j. 
never  to  have  so  much  as  written  a  line- of  thanks  for  hos|^- 
tality  shown!  "He  thanked  me,"  said  Mrs.  Winter. 
'^He  didn't  thank  me,"  said  the  clergyman;^  "Where  i& 
he  V*  she  resumed.  "  Down  at  that  place  in  Lambeth ;  there 
can't  be  a  doubt  of  it,"  confidently  asserted  Mr.  Winter ; 
"  but  for  keeping  that  or  some  other  situation,  we  should 
have  had  him  sponging  back  on  us."  "  Septimus,"  she 
said,  after  a  pause,  "  I  think  I  would  go  and  see  him  if  I 
were  you»  Perhaps  it  may  be  a  duty.  He  has  come  into  my 
mind  so  often  of  late — I  don't  know  why — that  it  has  made 
me  think  a  great  deal  of  him.  He  is  but  twenty,  you  know; 
too  young  to  be  left  quite  without  friends  or  counsel ;  go  you 
and  see  him."  Mr.  Winter  a  little  resented  the  advice ;  but^ 
after  taking  plenty  of  time  for  consideration,  followed  it. 

It  was  one  of  spring's  brightest  mornings,  inviting  to  a 
walk,  when  Mr.  Winter  set  out,  and  perhaps  there  lay  hi» 
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chief  inducement  to  go..  Treading ;$he  streets  with  his  usualf 
self-important  tread,  in  his .  superfine  clerical  garments,  he 
went  inquiring  about  Lambeth,  address  in  hand.  It  was  in 
an  obscure  and  Tery  populous  part  of  it,  where  men  and 
women  walked  about  in  tatters,  and  impudent  children  tumbled 
over  each  other  in  the  gutters^  that  he. came  to  an  anchor.. 
Th&  house  was  a  small  surgery  and  chemist's  combined,  the 
proprietor  uniting  both  professions.  ~  It  crossed  the  Eeverend 
Mr.  Winter^s  mind  to  turn  back  again,  thj&re  and  then ;  h& 
had  no  wish  to  claim  a  brother  of  his  in  such  company.  But 
he  did  go  in,  and  saw  the  surgeon  himself,  making  up  pills- 
behind  the  counter.  • 

Mr.  John  Winter?  Oh,  ay,  the  young  man  who  had 
written  for  particulars  of  the  situation.  Hq  made  his  appear«^ 
ance  one  Saturday  night  unexpectedly,  thinking  to  enter  upon 
it;  but  the  place  was  Med  up :  he  had  been  too  long  deciding. 

Such  was  the  substance  of  the  answer.  Mr.  "Winter  in- 
quired if  he  kne^  where  Jack  had  gone  to,  or  where  he  was- 
then ;  but  the  doctor  could  give  him  no  infoiTnation  whatever; 
So  he  went  home  again  and  told  Ms  wifcw  Jack  had  witb- 
drawn  from  the  hospital,  and  was  not  to  be  heard  of  thero;  - 

"  He  will  come  to  us  fast  enough  when  he  wants  anything,'' 
remarked  Mr.  Winter,  dismissing  the  subject  with  lofty  sum- 
mariness,  as  if  it  contained  some  kind  of  contamination.  And 
from  that  hour  to  this  he  had  never  renewed  it,  never  sought 
to  find  Jack  :  had,  in  truth,  almost  forgotten  him.  It  \&  so> 
easy  in  prosperity  to  hold  a  satisfied  conscience. 

So  the  clergyman  went  complacently  on  his  prosperous 
way,  a  rising  light ;  and  his  once  djelicate  wife  had  grown 
into  established  health ;  a  woman  portly  and  comfortable  tor 
look  upon. 
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It  was  at  tliis  period,  just  twelve  years  after  Jack's  depar- 
ture, that  a  blow  fell  on  Mr.  Winter.  In  the  full  zenith  of 
his  pride  and  power,  before  a  silver  thread  had  mingled  with 
his  luxuriant  brown  hair,  or  a  wrinkle  crossed  his  handsome 
face,  he  was  stricken  suddenly  all  but  to  death.  Driving  his 
spirited  horses  in  the  park,  amidst  the  great  people  of  the 
land  (none  greater  in  self-importance  than  he),  his  wife  by  his 
side,  his  two  servants  behind,  there  arose  an  accident.  In 
turning  by  Apsley  House,  something  fretted  or  frightened  the 
horses :  they  dashed  at  the  gate,  and  the  carriage  was  over- 
turned. Mrs.  Winter  and  the  servants  were  not  hurt,  to 
speak  of;  Mr.  Winte#  lay  as  he  fell.  He  was  conveyed 
home,  and  those  of  the  fiaculty  most  eminent  in  name  and 
skill  were  speedily  gathered  round  his  bed.  His  right  leg 
was  broken ;  and,  worse  still,  there  was  some  inward  injury. 
Dangerous  symptoms  supervened,  and  Septimus  Winter  lay 
face  to  face  with  death. 

!N"o  one  living  can  realize  what  such  a  position  must  be, 
unless  brought  personally  into  it.  For  three  weeks  Mr. 
Winter's  life  hovered  in  the  balance;  not  knowing  one 
hour,  of  that  time,  but  that  the  next  he  should  be  called 
to  meet  his  Maker.  The  medical  men,  in  obedience  to  his 
wish,  had  informed  him  of  his  true  state;  and  without 
reluctance.  What  need,  thought  they,  to  hide  it  from  so 
saintly  a  pilgrim,  whoso  reputation  for  holiness  and  good 
works  at  least  equalled  that  of  the  Archbishop  of  Canterbury? 
Mr.  Winter  listened  to  the  possible  fiat ;  and  he  knew  that  it 
was  God's  fiat,  not  man's. 

His  mind,  intellect,  passions,  judgment,  were  sound  as  ever 
they  had  been ;  the  injuries  affected  not  them  :  nay,  perhaps 
his  faculties  were  but  the  keener  for  the  quiescence  of  body. 
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**  Set  thy  house  in  order ;  for  thou  shalt  die  and  not  live," 
was  the  sentence  ever  surging  in  his  brain.  He  had  read  it 
often  to  his  flock ;  but  now,  alas  !  it  had  come  home  to  him 
— come  home  to  him;  and  in  letters  of  fire  ! 

He  was  not  fit  to  die  :  he  knew  it  quite  well,  lying  there 
in  his  mental  agony.  There  could  be  no  tampering  then  with 
conscience ;  and  it  seemed  that,  for  him,  there  was  not  any 
balm  invented  to  heal  its  stings.  He,  the  morally  good  and 
self-righteous  man,  who  had  stood  on  a  lofty  pinnacleto  teach 
and  guide  other  souls,  saw  things  now  in  their  true  colours. 
God  had  shown  him  his  sin. 

Oh,  of  what  value  now  was  all  the  prosperity  he  had  put 
his  trust  in  1  The  riches  he  had  striven  for,  the  pomp  and 
pride  of  life,  the  mitre  looming  in  the  distance — he  turned 
from  them  with  loathing  and  abhorrence :  the  pursuit  of  them 
had  been  but  a  snare  and  a  delusion,  for  he  could  not  carry 
them  along  with  him  to  the  grave.  He  knew — he  knew  that 
his  heart  had  been  set  on  these,  and  not  on  Heaven. 

But  the  one  great  weight  was  his  brother.  His  hardness  of 
heart  in  regard  to  Jack  was  brought  home  to  him  in  a  marked 
and  special  manner.  Quite  at  the  first  there  was  some  slight 
delirium;  during  which  present  events  were  obliterated,  and 
he  was  back  in  the  past.  It  was  on  the  second  evening  after 
the  accident  that  he  subsided  at  dusk  into  a  delirious  doze. 
He  thought  he  was  at  their  old  home  in  the  country  village ; 
he,  and  his  mother,  and  Jack.  They  seemed  to  be  parting ; 
that  he,  Septimus,  was  going  forth  to  try  his  fortune  in  the 
world — as  in  reality  he  had  done  all  those  many  years  before. 
His  mother  held  his  hands  in  hers  ;  all  his  old  intense  love 
for  her  was  working  within  him ;  it  seemed  that  she  had  given 
him  some  ^great  help,  at  a  cost  to  herself,  to  get  him  on. 
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little  Jack  stood  by,  looking  up  witli  Ms  bright  brown  eyes, 
bis  ready  smile ;  and  bis  mother  suddenly  released  one  of  her 
hands  and  laid  it  on  Jack's  shoulder,  as  if  presenting  the  lad 
to  him.  "  I  leave  him  to  you,"  she  said ;  "  take  care  of  him, 
and  bring  him  to  me  Hereafter."  And  he  put  his  own  hand 
•out  to  Jack  and  accepted  the  charge.  Just  then  some  crash 
awoke  the  sick  man — it  was  but  a  gust  of  wind  against  the 
window  panes — and  he  started  in  wild  fear.  For  a  few 
blessed  moments  he  thought  the  dream  was  reality — that  he 
was  back  in  that  dear  old  village,  and  only  just  entering  on 
life.  As  the  truth  revealed  itself,  and  he  remembered  that  his 
mother  was  dead,  he  a  great  man  in  the  world.  Jack  nowhere, 
ta  groan  burst  from  him.  How  had  he  fulfilled  his  mother's 
wishes ) — for  she  had  left  Jack  to  him — what  should  he  say 
when  he  met  her  9  And  the  meeting  must  be  at  hand,  if 
indeed  he  was  crossing  the  threshold  of  this  world  1  When 
the  nurse,  hearing  the  groan,  glided  to  the  bedside,  the  pa- 
tient's face  looked  livid  as  with  some  mortal  terror. 

That  it  was  this  vivid  dream  that  in  the  first  instance 
•caused  the  remorse  to  set  in  with  so  intense  an  agony,  there 
could  be  no  doubt  of.  Conscience,  awakened  by  his  position, 
•could  not  have  failed  to  bring  Jack  before  him  with  a  terrible 
reprisal ;  but  not  perhaps  as  he  was  brought  now.  Whether 
•dream  or  delirium,  Septimus  Winter  believed  that  it  had  come 
-direct  from  Gk)d  :  and  the  words  "  I  will  require  of  thee  thy 
brother's  soul,"  seemed  to  be  mingling  ever  with  other 
mandates,  in  his  ears.  He  wondered  now  whether  his  own 
children  had  been  taken  from  him  in  requital. 

The  three  weeks  of  hovering  on  the  verge  of  death  came 
to  an  end,  and  there  was  a  faint  change  for  the  better  :  the 
doctors  then  said  that  he  might  recover,  not  that  «he  would* 
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How  many  more  weeks  he  lay  when  the  issue  was  still  doubt- 
ful, he  ceased  to  count.  The  bodily  pain  was  not  much :  it 
was  the  mental.  All  that  while  it  seemed  to  be  nothing  but 
one  never-ceasing  struggle  with  God — ^like  unto  Jacob's  pro- 
longed wrestling  with  the  angel  until  break  of  day. 

It  is  a  period  that  cannot  be  talked  of — ^when  a  man  is 
brought  thus  before  God,  and  shown  his  sin.  If  Septimus 
Winter  had  never  previously  realized  the  truth  of  that  won- 
derful parable,  the  Pharisee  and  the  Publican,  he  did  now. 
What  though  the  poor  Publican  might  have  killed,  and  rioted, 
and  stolen,  his  guilt  was  nothing  as  compared  with  that  of 
the  seK-righteous  Pharisee  :  and  ttsrily  it  appeared  to  the 
•clergyman  that  the  worst  sinner  of  this  bad  London  world 
was  nearer  heaven  than  he. 

A  firm  conviction  lay  upon  him  that  Jack  was  dead  ;  it 
«eemed  to  be  as  much  a  certainty  as  though  he  had  known  it. 
Hence  the  barrier  that  lay  between  him  and  peac«.  Every 
time  he  would  have  raised  his  feeble  hands  to  plead  for 
Christ's  atoning  blood,  his  brother^s  remembrance  came  be- 
tween. There  seemed  to  be  pardon  for  the  whole  world ; 
except  him.  If  Jack  had  died  in  sin,  unredeemed,  how  could 
lie,  who  had  driven  him  to  it,  ask  for  forgiveness?  Over 
and  over  again  would  he  have  thanked  God  for  8h6wing 
him  his  sin  :  but  that  it  must  lie  with  so  heavy  a  weight  on 
his  soul,  and  he  could  not  dare  to  hope  for  pardon.  AU  that 
he  could  say — say  day  after  day,  and  night  after  night,  the 
groans  bursting  from  his  miserable  heart,  the  tears  gushing 
from  his  eyes — ^was  the  despairing  cry,  '*  God  be  meicifol  to 
sue,  a  sinner  1" 

In  time ;  in  time — ^he  knew  not  how  it  could  be,  he  saw 
not  how  it  was  possible,  except  that  God's  ways  axe  not  as  our 
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ways — ^he  began  to  experience  a  taste  of  peace ;  to  think  that 
even  he  might  be  forgiven. 

Kever  was  there  a  ];Dan  so  changed  as  he,  when  he  at  length 
rose  up  from  his  weary  bed.  Thinner  and  weaker  of  course 
in  frame,  and  he  would  limp  a  little  all  his  life ;  but  the 
change  lay  not  in  that.  It  was  in  his  manner.  The  rather 
pompous  and  self-contained  man,  with  a  clear  voice  and 
speech  that  the  world  could  not  ruffle,  had  become  sub- 
dued, humble,  meek  as  a  little  child.  Heart  and  conscience 
alike  ached  always ;  ached  to  pain. 

As  soon  as  he  was  sufficiently  strong,  he  instituted  a  search 
-  for  Jack.  In  every  quarter  presenting  but  the  faintest  pro- 
bability of  hearing  of  him,  did  the  clergyman  inquire.  He 
looked  up  Jack's  former  companions,  disreputable  young 
*  medical  students  of  twelve  years  ago  :  he  wrote  to  his  native 
village ;  he  put  advertisements  in  the  second  column  of  the 
Times,  and  in  other  papers.  ITothing  came  of  it.  He  never 
much  expected  that  anything  would  come  of  it.  The  mental 
conviction  that  Jack  was  dead  had  not  decreased  one  iota;  but 
he  sought  to  find  the  possible  consolation  of  hearing  that  he 
had  died  in  peace. 

At  length,  when  he  had  given  up  all  hope  of  ever  find- 
ing traces  of  Jack,  they  came.  The  medical  man  in  Lambeth 
(for  he  had  been  one  of  those  first  applied  to),  perceiving 
Mr.  Winter's  anxiety  on  the  point,  had  good-naturedly 
promised  to  keep  his  eyes  open,  and  let  him  know  if  any 
tidings  transpired.  One  morning,  when  the  clergyman  was 
sitting  listlessly  by  the  fire  —  he  was  not  yet  capable  of 
active  employment— this  gentleman  was  shown  in.  He  came 
to  say  that  he  thought  the  question  was  at  last  set  at  restj 
and  Jack  found. 
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"  Alive  or  dead  V  asked  Mr.  Winter,  in  his  subdued  tone; 
but  his  heart  was  beating  so  fast  that  he  could  scarcely  put 
the  question. 

"  Dead.     About  six  years  ago." 

There  was  a  long  pause.  The  doctor  proceeded  to  tell  how 
he  had  gained  these  tidings  :  through  a  poor  patient  he  was 
attending ;  a  man  who  had  once  been  a  cab  proprietor  but  was- 
reduced  to  be  only  a  driver.  In  this  man's  room  the  doctor  had 
happened  to  pick  up  an  old  medical  pamphlet,  on  the  cover  of 
which  was  written  "  Jack  W."  It  brought  to  his  mind  Jack 
Winter.  He  made  inquiries,  and  found  that  a  young  man^ 
commonly  known  by  the  name  of  Jack,  had  lodged  in  th& 
cabman's  house  some  six  years  ago,  and  died  there.  By  the 
description,  he  concluded  it  must  have  been  Jack  Winter. 

"  I  have  brought  the  man  with  me,"  said  the  doctor.  "  I 
thought  it  would  be  more  satisfactory  to  you  to  see  and  ques- 
tion him,  than  to  hear  about  it  at  second-hand.  He  is  wait- 
ing in  the  hall.  I  cannot  stay  myself,  for  I  am  pressed  for 
time  this  morning ;  and  perhaps  you  would  rather  see  him 
alone." 

"  One  moment,"  gasped  Mr.  Winter,  laying  his  trembling 
fingers  on  the  doctor's  sleeve  to  detain  him.  "  Was  the  death 
a  happy  one  1" 

"  Well,  no ;  I  am  a&aid  not." 

The  medical  man  went  out  and  the  driver  came  in — ^a  short 
man  in  a  fustian  coat,  with  a  respectful  manner,  and  the 
traces  of  illness  on  his  face.  Mr.  Winter  bid  him  to  a  seat 
by  the  fire. 

He  knew  what  he  had  come  to  tell,  and  told  it.  When  he 
(the  speaker)  was  better  off  than  he  was  now,  and  had  a  little- 
house  of  his  own,  a  young  man  came  to  lodge  in  its  spare 
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room.  He  called  himself  ''Jack;"  nothing  else.  He  had 
been  in  the  physic  h'ne ;  a  doctor,  they  thought ;  but  some- 
thing or  other  had  kept  him  down  (perhaps  ill-conduct),  and 
he  had  no  means  of  living  then,  so  fea  as  they  knew,  except 
by  selling  his  things.  In  less  than  a  month  after  he  came  to 
them  he  died ;  died  of  drink.  The  age,  description,  manner, 
all  tallied  with  Jack. 

''Did  you  never  hear  him  mention  any  other  namel" 
questioned  Mr.  "Winter. 

''  Ko,  sir.  We  looked  amid  the  few  things  he  lefb  after  his 
death,  but  couldn't  find  any  trace  of  what  he'd  been  or  who 
he  belonged  to.  "They  wasn't  worth  five  shillings ;  he  had 
parted  with  all  for  drink ;  and  the  parish  buried  him." 

A  keen  pang  shot  through  Mr.  Winter^s  heart ;  not  at  the 
ignominy  of  the  burial — he  had  learnt  to  think  {hat  of  no 
moment  whatever — ^but  at  the  miserable  desertion  in  which 
he  had  died. 

"There  was  one  or  two  torn  books  and  tracts — medicied 
tracts,  I  mean,  sir,"  resumed  the  speaker,  "  and  in  all  of  them 
was  writ  the  name  *  Jack  W.'  They  got  torn  up  for  fire- 
lighting  afterwards ;  all  but  one  of  the  tracts ;  and  how  that 
come  to  be  saved  I  don't  know :  but  my  wife  sometimes  stows 
things  away  without  knowing  it.  Looking  for  some  rag  in 
a  box  the  other  day,  when  the  doctor  was  there,  she  turned 
it  out  j  and  he,  seeing  it  concerned  physic,  picked  it  up." 

He  had  brought  it  with  him.  It  was  a  treatise  on  some 
branch  of  medical  science  that  had  made  a  noise  in  the  world 
some  six  or  seven  years  before.  The  clergyman  carried  it  to 
the  window,  studying  the  "  Jack  W."  At  first  he  did  not 
think  it  was  Jack's  writing ;  then  he  fancied  it  was  like  what 
Jack's  would  be  if  he  lost  nerve. 
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**  This  seems  to  have  been  written  with  a  shaking  hand."  . 

<<  And  his  hand  shook  always,  sir ;  shook  with  drink.  A 
great  pity  it  was  to  see  a  nice  young  fellow,  not  much  better 
than  a  boy,  destroying  himself  by  inches.  My  wife  once 
asked  him  where  he  thought  he  should  go  to ;  but  he  scoffed 
at  all  thoughts  of  that  sort." 

^'  Then  he  did  not  die  in  penitence — ^in  peace  T  faltered  the 
clergyman. 

^^  He  died  as  he  had  lived,  sir ;  swearing  at  the  world  and 
defying  Heaven." 

It  was  all  told.  When  left  alone,  Septimus  Winter  buried 
his  burning  brow  &om  the  blessed  sunlight,  and  wondered 
how  he  should  live  on  with  his  remorse  and  despair. 


ni. 

UAnESCHINO'S  CIRCUS. 


Drums  are  beating,  trumpets  blowing,  voices  shouting. 
*^  Mareschino's  Circus "  has  taken  root  upon  the  plain,  and 
the  town's  natives  are  agog  with  wonder.  It  seemed  to  have 
sprung  up  in  the  night,  like  a  mushroom,  the  wide  circular 
tent,  with  sawdust  inside  and  caravans  oujt ;  but  to  arrive  in 
the  night,  and  get  things  up  by  morning,  was  Mareschino'^ 
way  of  taking  the  world  by  surprise. 

The  procession  had  gone  round  the  town  in  all  the  blaze 
and  glory  of  marvellous  horses,  coaches  of  glass  and  gilding, 
music  playing,  ladies  and  gentlemen  in  feathers  and  spangles, 
A  sweet  child  of  seven  was  in  the  midst  of  it,  on  a  sort  of 
platform  propelled  by  invisible  wheels,  wheels  that  perhaps 
might  belong  to  human  bodies :  from  which  elevation  she 
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distributed  liandbills  to  the  populace,  in  a  manner  that  might 
have  been  strangely  graceful  but  for  its  shrinking  timidity. 
The  procession  had  got  back  now,  and  the  ladies  and  gentle- 
men were  sunning  themselves  on  the  platform  over  the  en- 
trance, to  the  exceeding  admiration  of  the  excited  crowd  j  the 
little  girl  standing  in  front,  and  handing  down  the  bills  as 
before.     She  wore  a  blue  gauze  frock  studded  with  silver 
stars,  and  white  satin  shoes ;  blue  ribbons  were  binding  back 
her  flowing  brown  hair.     [NTever  had  a  sweeter  face  been  seen 
in  a  circus,  or  out  of  it ;  never  a  more  refined,  modest  mannes 
than  the  child  displayed.     The  band  struck  up,  "  Haste  to 
the  Wedding,"  and  the  handbills  dropped  in  showers. 
"  Oh,  do  take  us !     Do  take  us.  Uncle  Winter  !" 
In  his  failing  health  and  energies,  the  Eeverend  Mr.  Winter 
had  been  persuaded  to  try  what  change  would  do  for  him, 
and  had  come  to  this  gay  and  populous  place  with  his  wife. 
Change  for  him  1  he  mentally  thought — could  any  "  change" 
heal  his  malady  ?     Mrs.  Winter's  sister  was  sojourning  at  the 
same  place  with  her  children ;  and  the  little  ones  sometimes 
fastened  themselves  on  their  uncle.     In  the  old  days  he  would 
have  shaken  them  off :  he  bore  with  them  yieldingly  and 
gently  now.     They  had  made  a  stand  before  the  new  attrac- 
tion— which  seemed  to  them,  as  to  others,  a  very  paradise — 
and  he  could  not  get  them  on. 

In  the  scramble  one  of  the  bills  got  into  Mr.  Winter^s 
hands ;  he  listlessly  cast  his  eyes  over  it.  It  set  forth  the 
wonders  and  seductions  of  the  coming  evening's  performance  ; 
the  feats  of  horsemanship,  the  tight-rope  dancing,  the  marvel- 
lous interludes  of  the  two  celebrated  clowns.  Mr.  Mareschino 
was  the  "  Master  of  the  Ceremonies ;"  his  daughters.  Miss 
Angelica  Mareschino,  Miss  Miranda  Mareschino,  Miss  Bettina 
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Mareschino,  were  to  take  large  shares  in  the  performance. 
Involuntarily  Mr.  "Winter  wondered  which  of  the  three  that 
sweet  child  might  he  :  he  supposed  she  must  be  one.  Other 
names  followed ;  ladies  and  gentlemen;  and  the  "  Fairy  Sylph" 
was  to  appear  for  the  first  time.  But  the  bill  went  for  no- 
thing :  with  that  dancing  and  music  before  their  eyes,  that 
^sumptuous  attire,  than  which  nothing  could  be  more  dazzling, 
who  had  leisure  to  look  at  bills  ?  The  ladies  and  gentlemen 
were  going  through  a  languid  quadrille  now^  and  the  spangles 
glittered  and  the  feathers  trembled. 

^*  Uncle  Winter  !  Oh,  do,  do !  The  best  seats  are  only  two 
shillings ;  and  children — that's  us — half-price.  It  begins  at 
seven :  do  bring  us  I" 

Well,  why  not — ^if  he  could  give  a  little  pleasure  to  these 
eager  children  ?  he  asked  of  his  weary  heart.  And  he  said  he 
would ;  and  bought  the  tickets  there  and  then. 

A  high-caste  clergyman  at  a  performance  of  this  kind !  some 
might  exclaim  in  condemning  astonishment.  Well,  yes.  In 
the  past  days,  when  he  was  a  model  of  goodness,  Mr.  Winter 
had  assuredly  picked  up  his  black  coat  skirt,  if  within  a  mile 
of  its  contamination ;  but  somehow  his  views  had  undergone 
a  change.  People,  despised  before,  he  felt  humble  by  the  side 
of  now.  The  men  and  women  belonging  to  this  circus  might 
all  be  miserable  sinners ;  but  what  was  he  ?  They  might  well 
be  nearer  God's  saving  mercy  than  he  was. 

And,  behold  him  in  the  front  row  when  evening  came,  the 
•delighted  children  under  his  wing.  It  was  but  a  rude  place : 
circuses  put  up  in  a  night  cannot  be  finished  off  with  crimson 
oloth  and  polished  brass  nails.  They  sat  upon  bare  boards 
that  did  not  seem  too  steady,  and  Mr.  Winter  had  some  doubts 
of  the  flaring  lights.    Mareschino's  circus,  with  all  its  show 
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and  glitter,  was  not  upon  the  high  ropes  :  befoie  the  peiftntf  • 
ance  began,  its  ladies  and  gentlemen  walked  in  and  out  aodS 
the  spectators,  and  did  not  disdain  to  ai^er  if  cpdkeli  tar 
which  was  condescending.  , . 

The  clergyman  sat,  his  brow  leaning  on  his  hand :  ilt4iad 
grown  to  be  a  favourite  attitude,  as  if  he  always  felt  pttin 
there:  glancing  on  occasionally  when  forced  to  it  by  the 
children.  The  tight-rope  dancing  was  not  dangerooi^;  ihe 
clowns'  jokes  were  nothing  but  WhAt  all 'the  world  might 
hear ;  and  the  riding  of  the  blisses  Mareschino^  though  it  did 
not  show  perilous  skill,  had  no  unpleasant  boldness.  Applause 
was  hearty ;  gingerbread  and  £rait  sold  fast,  A  louder  burst 
of  admiration  than  usual  caused  Mr.  Winter  to  look  up.' 

Eiding  into  the  arena  on  a  cream-coloured  palfrey  speckled 
with  red-brown  spots,  came  a  lady  who  had  not  yet  appeared. 
She  wore  a  short  pink  satin  skirt  finished  off  at  the  top  with 
bluo ;  on  her  head  was  a  golden  tiara.  Sitting  before  her  in 
floating  white  robes  was  the  pretty  child  who  had  distributed 
the  bills  in  the  day  :  and  the  child  held  on  as  though  she  were 
shy,  or  frightened.  Eef erring  to  the  bill,  Mr.  Winter  found 
these  two  described  as  Madame  Louise  and  the  Fairy  Sylph. 
The  fairy  sylph  looked  very  much  what  she  was  described;  but 
Madame  Louise  had  evidently  passed  her  first  youth,  and  waa 
no  longer,  to  say  the  least  of  it,  of  sylph-like  proportions. 

Cantering  round  the  arena,  the  child  gradually  rose,  and 
stood  on  the  horse,  holding,  with  one  hand  only,  the  lady's 
shoulder.  As  the  pace  increased  to  a  gallop,  the  timidity  6f 
the  child  became  more  apparent.  Mr.  Mareschino  (supposed 
to  be),  parading  the  centre  in  a  frock  coat,  blue  necktie,  grey 
trousers,  and  kid  gloves,  as  if  he  were  going  to  a  wedding, 
seemed  to  whisper  some  encouraging  words,  and  cracked  the; 
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whip  he  held,  not  fiercely  but  gently.  Suddenly  a  large  hoop 
was  held  before  the  horse,  no  doubt  for  the  child  to  jump 
through :  but  the  master  made  a  sign  and  it  was  carried  awa^r 
again.  But  for  the  exceeding  beauty  of  the  child,  to  which 
all  the  women's  hearts  warmed,  this  part  of  the  performance 
might  have  been  considered  tame. 

Then  this  little  girl  appeared  amid  the  spectators,  distribut- 
ing bills  of  the  fresh  marvels  to  be  seen  at  the  next  evening's 
performance.  As  she  timidly  held  out  one  to  the  clergyman^ 
he  took  her  hand. 

"  My  Httle  maid,  do  you  like  this  life  V 

The  fair  face  flushed  sensitively.     She  glanced  round,  as  if 
the  question  bordered  on  treason. 

«  Papa's  iU,  sir." 

That  the  answer  conveyed  sufl&cient  information,  was  evi- 
dent to  the  child.  **  Papa !"  As  the  clergyman  looked  at 
her,  something  in  her  face  struck  him  as  not  being  altogether 
unfamiliar — ^it  seemed  to  bear  a  likeness  to  some  other  face  he 
must  have  known. 

"  What  is  your  name,  my  little  one  1  ^ 

"The  Fairy  Sylph,  sir." 

"  I  mean  your  real  name." 

"Florence  "Winter." 

The  words,  given  in  a  whiter,  thrilled  through  every  fibre 
of  the  clergyman's  heart.  [NTever  since  the  death  of  his  own 
little  blossom  and  the  grief  it  brought,  had  that  name  been 
spoken  lightly  in  his  ears.  But  the  child  had  gone  on  with 
her  bills,  and  was  lost  to  his  view. 

The  fine  evening  had  changed  to  rain ;  a  heavy  storm. 
Some  of  it  came  penetrating  in  places  through  the  canvas 
roof,  to  the  discomfiture  of  the  admiring  spectators. 
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*****  ♦ 

Hurrying  through  the  wet  streets,  their  heads  downwards, 
the  woman  in  a  worn  old  cloak,  the  child  bundled  up  in  a 
ragged  shawl,  went  they.  [NTone  would  have  recognised  them 
for  Madame  Louise  and  the  Fairy  Sylph.  In  place  of  the 
gorgeeus  pink  satin  and  the  white  floating  robes,  were  poor 
garments  dull  and  rusty. 

Holding  the  little  hand,  the  woman  was  speaking  in  a  tone 
of  remonstrance  ;  almost  of  threats :  though  the  voice  was  not 
an  unkind  one.  The  child  caught  up  her  breath  now  and  again 
with  a  sobbing  sigh,  as  if  the  scolding  were  deserved ;  a  sound 
only  heard  when  the  heart  is  charged  with  heavy  grie£ 

"  It's  all  nonsense,  Florence,  Fear,  fear,  fear  I  It  is  a 
good  six  weeks  now  that  you  have  been  at  close  practising, 
-and  yet  you  profess  the  same  fear  that  you  did  at  the  begin- 
ning. You  want  it  shaken  out  of  you.  How  will  you  do, 
pray,  when  you  have  to  ride  alone,  and  go  through  three  hoops 
oi  silver  paper  in  each  round  ?" 

A  passing  shiver,  an  involuntary  tightening  hold  of  tho 
protecting  hand,  proved  that  the  idea  was  not  liked. 

**  I  wonder  Mare  puts  .up  with  you  so  long.  He  has  been 
as  kind  as  he  could  be — ^just  out  of  favour  to  me,  and  the 
profit  I  have  brought  to  the  Circus  in  the  years  gone  by.  Is 
it  my  fault  if  I'm  growing  fat  %  Mare  knows  it's  not.  You 
are  a  little  ungrateful  monkey — and,  if  you  don't  take  the 
hoop  to-morrow,  woe  betide  you." 

"  If  it  were  anything  but  riding  1"  sobbed  the  child. 

"  If  it  were  anything  but  riding  I"  mimicked  the  woman. 
*'  Of  course !  that's  what  every  turn-about  says — anything  but 
their  set  work.  You  are  beginning  to  be  cunning  early, 
young  madam." 


FEATHERS  AND  SPANGLES.  431 

A  violent  gust,  a  shower  of  pelting  raindrops^  nearly  drove 
them  backwards.  Catching  hold  of  the  trembling  hand  more 
firmly,  the  woman  pressed  along,  and  turned  into  a  poor  and 
close  street. 

"I'd  rather  strike  myself  to  the  earth  than  Td  be  un- 
grateful. There's  your  poor  papa  lying  helpless,  and  you 
refuse  to  aid  him!  Who  is  to  do  it?  Goodness  knows, 
Florence,  that  my  will's  good  to  keep  you  both  as  I  have 
done,  but  the  unfortunate  size  I  am  getting  bars  it.  What 
it  is  makes  people  get  fat,  I  can't  imagine,"  added  Madame 
Louise,  going  off  on  her  own  grievance.  "  Fm  sure  I  have 
not  eat  my  fill  three  parts  of  the  time,  so  that  your  papa 
might  have  it.  I  can  tell  you  what,  child — ^he'll  be  precious 
soon  in  his  grave  if  he  don't  get  better.  And  you  hold  back 
£:om  helping  him !" 

"  I'll  go  through  the  hoop  to-morrow,"  answered  the  griev- 
ing child. 

"  Don't  cry  like  that  I  He'll  be  wanting  to  know  what 
has  been  up.  And  mind  you  don't  let  out  about  the  hoop  to 
him  ;  or  about  the  going  out  in  the  procession ;  let  him  think 
you  just  sit  on  the  horse  with  me,  and  no  more :  he  has  his 
crotchets,  you  see.     Here  we  are." 

Ascending  what  seemed  to  be  the  common  staux^ase  of  a 
lodging-house,  the  woman  opened  the  door  of  a  room  in  the 
roof.  On  a  bed  on  the  floor  lay  a  man  with  the  bright  eyes 
and  wasted  cheeks  of  an  invalid.  A  smile  parted  his  feverish 
lips  when  he  saw  the  child,  and  he  stretched  out  one  thin 
hand  to  her  :  the  other  hand  was  contracted  with  the  remains 
of  rheumatic  fever.  She  threw  back  her  bonnet  and  darted 
forwards ;  knelt  down  and  buried  her  face  on  his  breast. 

"What  has  my  little  Florence  got  to  trouble  her?"  he 
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fondly  asked,  feeling  the  wild  throbbing  of  her  heart  against 
his. 

"  WeVe  been  so  beat  about  with  the  wind  and  rain,  Jack/* 
interposed  the  woman ;  "  it  quite  frightened  her." 

She  began  bustling  about  to  prepare  supper :  cheese  and 
beer  for  herself,  bread  and  butter  for  Florence :  and  stirring 
up  the  fire  to  make  some  hot  gruel  for  Jack.  Florence,  in 
spite  of  herself,  trembled  still. 

"  My  little  girl  does  not  like  the  riding,"  he  whispered* 
"  I  know." 

"  Oh  yes,  yes,  papa,"  she  eagerly  cried,  lest  her  dread  and 
its  frightful  ingratitude  should  be  betrayed.  "It  is  very 
nice,  and  the  spangles  are  beautiful  j  and  Mr.  Mare  is  never 
rough  with  w^€." 

"  I  know,"  he  repeated  in  a  decisive  tone,  as  if  Florence 
could  not  deceive  him.  "It  is  only  for  a  little  while,  my 
darling,  please  God  I  get  better  of  this.  Say  nothing  to 
mother." 

The  young  face  was  lifted  in  brightness.  "  Only  for  a 
little  while  !"  A  promise  that  brought  to  her  she  knew  not 
what  of  rapture. 

"  I  will  do  my  best  until  then,  papa,  and  go  through  the — 
go  through  the  riding,"  said  she,  the  forbidden  word  "  hoop  " 
having  all  but  slipped  out  in  her  eagerness.  "  Mother  will 
take  care  of  me  till  you  get  well,  papa." 

"  Papa  "  and  "  mother."  They  sounded  odd  in  conjunction 
with  each  other.  The  mother  turned  round  at  the  moment 
from  the  fire,  and  the  saucepan  she  was  stirring. 

"  I*ve  got  a  drain  of  brandy  for  you  to-night,  and  I  shall 
put  it  in,  Jack.  May  be  it  will  send  you  into  a  perspira- 
tion." 
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Drams,  and  trumpets,  and  lights,  and  feathers,  and  spangles ! 
The  next  day  had  come.  The  evening  performance  had  re- 
commenced, with  all  its  noise  and  glitter;  and  Mr.  Mares- 
chino  had  the  gratification  of  seeing  an  overflowing  audience. 

In  the  very  spot  where  he  was  the  previous  night,  hut 
alone  this  time,  sat  Mr.  Winter.  Surely  it  might  have  been 
deemed  strange  that  a  disreputable  travelling  circus  (as  many 
clergyman  would  not  have  hesitated  to  style  it)  should  )be  so 
attracting  him ! 

JN'ever,  since  it  was  spoken,  had  he  been  able  to  get  the 
name,  Florence  Winter,  out  of  his  thoughts ;  never  had  he 
been  able  to  get  the  child.  He  had  begun  to  fancy  that  the 
resemblance  he  saw  in  her  face  to  some  face  of  the  past,  was 
to  Jack.  To  Jack  !  Almost  he  felt  persuaded  that  this  child 
might  be  his  brother's.  Jack  had  once  said,  in  his  joking 
way,  when  nursing  his  (the  clergyman's)  feding  infant,  that 
if  ever  he  had  a  girl-baby  of  his  own,  he  should  name  it 
Florence.  The  child  had  talked  of  "papa."  Mr.  Winter 
supposed  it  might  be  a  step-father,  if  indeed  her  true  father 
had  been  his  brother.  A  thousand  doubts  kept  suggesting 
themselves  to  him.  Had  the  child  had  a  legal  mother  % — 
Jack  was  not  a  likely  man  to  marry.  'Eo  matter.  His  ideas 
on  many  points  were  reversed.  Time  was,  when  he  would 
have  been  content  to  turn  his  exemplary  clerical  back  on 
Mareschino's  Circus,  child  and  all,  as  an  ill-doing  lot  with  whom 
he  could  not  put  himself  in  contact,  but  that  was  over. 

The  name  haunted  him.  The  likeness  haunted  him.  The 
one  had  certainly  been  spoken ;  about  the  other  he  did  not 
feel  so  sure.  Placing  himself  in  the  way  when  the  grand 
procession  went  round  the  town  at  midday,  he  sought  to  take 
a  good,  long  look,  and  see  whether  the  likeness  v^as  fact  or 
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fiction.  But  the  elbowing  crowds,  assembled  in  nnmbers, 
jostled  the  deigyman  roughly,  as  if  asking  what  he  did  there ; 
and  he  never  caught  one  glimpse  of  the  sweet  face. 

And  here  he  was,  at  the  evening  performance,  his  mind  in 
a  kind  of  fever.  If  this  was  really  Jack's  child,  it  would  be 
something  to  rescue  and  cherish  it.  ]^ot  any  atonement  for 
the  past;  that  could  never  be;  but  a* great  duty  that  he 
might  not  go  from.  In  due  time  Madame  Louise  and  the 
child  came  in  on  the  spotted  palfrey.  Each  time  they  passed 
him  in  going  round  the  arena,  he  sought  to  trace  the  likeness. 
But  the  pace  was  swifb;  the  glances  he  obtained  were  transitory. 

Three  times  was  the  hoop  held  before  the  standing  child. 
Each  time  she  seemed  as  if  about  to  make  a  spring,  and  did 
not.  Madame  Louise  seemed  to  say  some  sharp  words ;  Mr. 
Mareschino  cracked  his  whip  loudly;  and  the  fourth  time 
she  took  the  spring.  It  was  a  signal  failure.  The  child 
threw  the  hoop  down,  and  fell  herself;  not  to  the  ground, 
for  Madame  Louise's  stout  but  skilled  arms  contrived  to 
catch  her.  That  lady  looked  dark  with  anger,  and  the  poor 
child  burst  into  tears.  Dropping  her  gently  down,  Madame 
Louise,  by  way  of  covering  the  defeat,  put  forth  her  mettle, 
took  one  or  two  daring  leaps  herself,  and  rode  like  mad. 
The  good-natured  spectators  cheered  to  the  roo£ 

The  child,  overcome  with  humiliation,  was  silently  making 
her  escape,  when  she  found  herself  caught  hold  of  by  the 
clergyman.     She  turned  up  her  little  tear-stained  face. 

**  Don't  cry,"  he  soothingly  said.     "  You  are  not  hurt." 

"  It  is  for  papa,"  she  answered.  "  I  shall  never  be  able  to 
do  it.     Mother  is  so  angry." 

"Is  that  your  mother?"  pointing  to  the  flying  pink  satin. 

"  Yes ;  she  is  papa's  wife," 
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He  saw  the  likeness  now :  it  lay  in  the  soft  brown  eyes. 
"  My  dear,  will  you  tell  me  what  your  papa's  name  is  V 

"  Winter." 

"  And  his  other  name  V* 

"  Jack." 

Mr.  Winter  did  not  know  whether  a  spasm  struck  Ms 
heart ;  but  it  seemed  to  stand  suddenly  stilL  Could  it  be — 
covM  it  be^  that  Jack  was  yet  in  life  % — ^that  the  sad  history 
disclosed  of  the  death  in  Lambeth  related  to  another  man  ? 
Before  he  could  speak  again  the  child  was  gone. 

It  was  a  fine  evening.  As  Madame  Louise  and  the  Fairy 
Sylph  were  walking  homewards  in  their  dull  costume,  not 
many  degrees  removed  from  tatters,  the  former's  tongue 
waging  hot  war  on  the  delinquent,  she  found  herself  accosted 
by  a  gentleman  in  the  garb  of  the  Church  of  England.  He 
fancied  he  knew  her  husband,  he  said :  would  she  allow  him 
to  accompany  them  home,  and  see  him  1 

The  question  took  Madame  Louise  aback.  But  the  speaker 
reassured  her,  and  they  all  walked  on  together.  The  woman 
told  how  helpless  her  husband  had  been  for  months  and 
months ;  which  was  the  reason  of  the  girl  being  put  to  the 
circus. 

"  She  can't  bear  it,  sir ;  says  she's  frightened.  It's  very 
ungrateful  of  her,  for  she  knows  as  well  as  I  do  the  state  her 
papa  is  in :  she  has  got  the  sense  and  thought  of  one  double 
her  age.  He  don't  like  it  for  her,  neither — ^but  what  will 
you? — we  must  live.  Once  let  her  get  to  ride  fearlessly, 
and  she'd  be  the  chief  attraction  of  the  troupe  :  folks  take  to 
her  looks,  you  see,  sir.  The  Mares  pay  us  well,  for  I  am  his 
sister." 

"Whose  sister?"  asked  Mr.  Winter,  a  little  at  sea. 
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'*  Mare's  sister.  Mareschino  is  only  the  professional  name 
— as  I  dare  say  you'd  guess.  My  name  was  Louisa  Mare. 
The  eldest  daughter  was  called  after  me  j  but  the  name 
would  clash  with  mine  in  the  bills,  and  so  they  put  it 
Angelica.  The  second  girl  is  Maria,  and  the  other  Betsey. 
They  are  converted  for  the  public  into  Miranda  and  Bettina." 

"  Do  you  know  why  this  child  was  christened  Florence  T 
asked  the  clergyman  in  a  low  tone. 

"  !N'o*,  sir.   I  was  only  married  to  her  father  three  years  ago." 

"  Papa  has  told  me  I  had  a  little  cousin  named  Florence 
once ;  he  was  very  fond  of  her,  and  she  died,"  spoke  up  the 
listening  child. 

Higher  and  higher  grew  his  hope.  When  they  got  up  stairs 
and  into  the  room,  the  invalid  was  lying  as  usual  on  the  low 
bed,  nearly  in  darkness.  Madame  Louise  lighted  a  candle, 
and  held  it  (intending  to  be  hospitable)  so  that  the  flame 
shone  on  either  face  :  on  the  one  looking  doubtfully  down, 
on  the  other  looking  wonderingly  up. 

"  Is  it  you,  Septimus  V* 

The  words  set  doubt  at  rest.  With  a  great  gasp,  a  sob 
of  delirious  joy,  Septimus  Winter  fell  beside  the  bed,  and 
clasped  poor  Jack  in  his  arms  as  he  had  never  done  since  the 
lad's  boyhood. 

"  Oh,  Jack,  my  brother,  forgive,  forgive  me  !" 

Jack  was  too  weak  to  betray  much  emotion,  but  the  tears 
shone  in  his  great  brown  eyes,  the  slender  fingers  of  his  one 
able  hand  entwined  themselves  within  those  of  his  brother. 
JSTo  wonder  Mr.  Winter  had  failed  at  first  to  recognize  him ; 
he  was  fearfully  changed. 

"  Don't  ask  about  it,"  he  said,  almost  passionately,  when 
the  clergyman  would  have  questioned  him  of  his  past  life. 
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"  There  has  not  been  much  good  in  it  to  tell  about.  I  went 
to  the  bad  after  I  left  you,  and  felt  ashamed  to  let  anybody- 
know  where  I  was.  My  marriage  brought  me  up  for  a  time. 
She  was  a  lady,  mind,  Septimus ;  a  world  too  good  for  me, 
and  had  some  money.  We  lived  in  Italy ;  Florence  was  bom 
there,  and  when  she  was  two  years  old  her  mother  died. 
What  little  money  was  left  I  soon  ran  through.  I  came  back 
to  England ;  and  was  about  as  bad  as  a  man  can  be." 

"And — she — is  your  second  wife,"  whispered  Septimus, 
glancing  at  Madame  Louise,  who  was  on  her  knees,  coaxing 
up  the  fire. 

"  Yes.  I  fell  in  with  Mareachino's  circus.  Mare  and  I 
grew  intimate,  and  his  sister  Louise  married  me.  It  was  no 
bargain  for  her :  though  you,  remembering  social  prejudices, 
would  say,  I  suppose,  it  was  none  for  me.  She  is  an  honest 
woman,  Septimus  :  there  are  such  in  a  circus  troupe  as  well 
as  out  of  it.  She  has  been  a  good  wife  to  me,  and  cared  for 
Florence.  Rheumatic  fever  set  in  a  year  ago,  and  here  I  am 
—dying  before  Tm  middle-aged." 

"  Not  dying,  Jack,  I  trust :  if  skill  and  care  can  restore  you." 

"  Well,  sometimes  I  have  hope.  Chiefly  when  I  think  of 
Plorence.  Any  way,  God  has  been  good  to  me  ;  for  He  has 
show^  me  my  sin.     The  sin  of  a  wasted  life." 

Good  to  both  of  them ;  good  to  both  of  them.  As  the 
clergyman  parted  with  Jack  and  went  home  in  the  moonlight, 
his  heart  overflowing  with  its  sense  of  the  mercy  the  night 
had  brought  him,  he  wondered  how  he  could  ever  hope  to  be 
sufficiently  thankful. 

But  Jack  was  to  die.     Love  and  skill  were  exerted,  but 

they  did  not  save  him.     In  a  pretty  cottage  of  his  native 

village,  where  he  had  wished  to  go,  death  came  to  him  calmly 
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and  peaceably.  SeptimoB  and  his  wife  were  there,  and  the 
child  was  solemnly  given  over  to  them. 

"  You'll  do  better  by  her  than  I  ever  should  have  done," 
said  Jack,  his  grateful  eyes,  growing  dim  now,  fixed  on 
them.  '^  She  will  be  happier  with  you  than  she  could  have 
been  with  me." 

^'  If  love  can  make  her  so,"  murmured  Septimus  Winter^s 
wife. 

''And  I  know  she  will  have  that,"  spoke  Madame 
Louise.  ''  I'd  have  done  my  best  by  her ;  but  a  poor  best  it 
would  be." 

''If  you  could  but  be  persuaded  to  live  in  comfort  as 
Jack's  widow — ^in  this  cottage,  for  instance,"  suggested  Mrs. 
Winter,  anxiously. 

"  Ah,  but  I  can't ;  thank  you  kindly,  ma'am,  all  the  same. 
I  must  stick  by  the  old  concern  as  long  as  it  will  stick  by 
me :  Td  not  be  happy  out  of  it.  I  can  ride  for  some  years 
yet.  The  Mares  will  be  glad  to  have  me  live  with  them,  as 
I  did  before  I  married." 

"  If  it  must  be,"  sighed  Mrs.  Winter,  thinking  of  the 
frightful  discomfort  of  such  a  life,  "  have  no  fears  on  the  score 
of  Florence.     She  will  be  to  us  as  a  dear  child." 

"  I  may  come  to  see  her  sometimes  ?— once  in  a  year  or 
so )"  pleaded  Madame  Louise.  "  I  know  I  am  only  a  poor 
circus-rider,  and  she  is  what  she  is.     It  is  a  great  difference." 

"  Come !  Yes  !"  warmly  responded  the  clergyman,  his  chest 
heaving  with  emotion.  "Difference?  Shall  we  not  be  all 
alike  in  Heaven  1" 

THB  END.  ^ 
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